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NOTE BY THE AUTDCm 



to tn BDRKW ov IflBT* 

In these volamei?, for the first time, a complete collection of my poetical 
writings has been made. While it is satisfactory^ to know that these scat- 
teied childioi of mj Imin ham fimnd • home, I ouaol bui vqgrel thai I 
have been unable, by reason of OlnesB, to give that attention to their vevis> 
ion and arrangement, which respect for the opinioua of others and my own 
afterthought and experience demand. 

rhai^kman^aarnvkOm^Oad^ 
I am free to eonfen. Bat it ia now too kfte to diaovn them, and I mnat 
submit to the inevitable penalty of ixxitical aa well as other sins. There 
aie othezfly intimatel/ oonnaeted with the anthor'a li£a and timely which owe 
their tenadtf of vitality to the eircomfltaaoea under which they wm writ- 
ten, and the events by which they were suggested. 

The long poem of Mogg M^one was in a great measure composed in 
. early life ; and it ia scarcely neceBBvy to aay that iti subject is not such as 
the writer woold have ehosen at any snhse^nent period. 

J. U. W. 



Digitized by Google 



PBOEM. 



I LOTS tiie old xnelodioiu kys 
WMch aofUy melt the ages throush, 

The songs of Spenser's golden days, 

Arcudian Sidney's silvery phrase, 
Sprinkling our noon of tiine with fteshest morning dew. 

Yet, vainly in my quiet lionrs 
To hreatlie their marvellous notes I try ; 

] feel them, as the leaves and flowers 

In aflence feel the dewy ehowen^ 
ibid drink idth ^ etm Upa the Ueadng of the ikj. 

The rigor of a frozen clime, 
The'hftnbneM of an mitanght ear, 

The jarring words of one whose rhyme 

Beat often Labor's hurried time, 
Or Duty's rugged inarch thiuugh atonn and strife^ are herea 

Of mystie heantr, dreamy (praoey 



Unskilled the subtle lines to trac^ 
Or softer shades of Nature's face, 
I view her conmion fonns with nnanointed eyes. 

Nor mine the seer-like power toshow 

The secrets of the heart and mind ; 

To drop the plummet-line below 
On common world of joy and woe^ 

A move intense despair or bn^ter hope to find. 

Yet here at least an earnest sense 
Of human right and weal is shown ; 

A hate of tjnranny intense. 

And hearty in its vehemence, 
As if my brother's pain and sorrow were my own. 

O Freedom! if to me belong 

Kor mighty Milton's gift divine, 

Nor Marvell's wit and gmceful song. 
Still with a love as deep and strong 

As theirs, I lay, like them, my best gifts on thy shruM I 

AMnacn, Uth mo,, IMl 
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MOGG MEGONE. 



1835. 



[The story of Mooa Meoon r Ium been con«i«b*n\l by the author only as a fhtoMworlc fbr Nketrhng 
of the i«euery of Mew Eiij^land, sod of ilR <«rl.v inhabiiant*. In portmjrinic the Indian ettanw UT, 
he boi* followed, ait cIo^h^Iv him story would admit, thv rough but natural dirittMatiiona of Church. 
Ifayhew, Oharitsvoix, and iUtger WiUiaauii and in mo doing be haa nec awiarily diacanlad much of 
the MmtsM wlikh fooli Md Moniiils tera Mivm MOM 



PART I. 

Who stands on that cliff, like a fignie 
of 8(one» 

ITninovuig and tall in tiie lig^t of the 

sky, 

"Where the snray of the cataract spar- 
kles on higli, 
lionely and sternly, avTB Mogg He- 
gone ? ^ 

Close to the ver^ of the rock is he, 
While beneath him the Saco its work 
is doing, 

Hunyinff down to its pfrave, the sea, 
And slow throui^h the rock its path- 
way hewing 1 

Far down, through the mist of the fall- 
ing river. 

Which rises up like an incense ever. 

The splintered points of the crags are 
seen, 

With water howling and Tezed between. 
While the scooping whirl of the pool be- 

noath 

Seems an oiien throat, with its granite 
teeth ! • 

But Mogg Megone never twmhlod yet 
Wherever his eye or his foot W!is set. 
Ue is watchful : each form in the moon- 
light dim. 
Of rock or of tree, is seen of him : 
He ljstcn<^ ; eadi sound from afar is 
caught, 

The faintest shiver of leaf and limb : 
Bat lie sees not the waters^ which forai 
and fntf 

I 



Whoso moonlit spray baa his moooasin 

And the roar of their ruiihiug, he hears 
it not 

The moonlifjlit, through the o|x tj Kmu'h 
Of the guarl'd beech, Vihomc naked 
root 

Coils like a serpent at his foot. 
Fulls, checkered, on the IiKlian's brow. 
His head is Iwire, save only wlu re 
Waves in the wind one luck of hair, 

Beserved for him, whoe'er be be, 
More mighty than Me<j;one in strife, 

Wlien ))reast to breast and knee to 
knee, 

Above the fallen warrior's lifb 
Gleams, qnick and keen, tiie soalping- 
kiufe. 

M^ne hath his knife and hatchet and 
gun. 

And his gaudy and tasselled blanket 

on : 

His knife hath a handle with gold inlaid. 
And magic words on its polished blade, — 
T was the gift of Castine* to Mogg Me- 

gone, 

For a sc^lp or twain from the Yengees 

torn : 

His gun was the gifk of the Tlirrantlne, 

And Modocawando's wives luul stning 
The brass an<l the beads, which tinkle 

arul shint' 

On the polihhcd breach, and broad bright 
une 

Of beaded wampom anrand it linitg. 
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2 MOGO 

What soeks Mcgonef His foes are 

Ileal", — 

Grey Jooelyn's* eye is never deeping, 
And the garrison lights sn» burning 

clear, 

Where Phillips'* men ti24^ Wfttch are 
keepinij. 

Let him hie hmi away thny^& the dank 

river fo,t(, 

Hever rustliii<^ the boughs nor dis- 
placing the rucks. 
For the eyes and the ears which are 
watching for Mogg 

Are keener than thoue of the wolf or 
the fox. 

He starts, — there *8 a rustle among the 

leaves : 

Anothc)-, — the click of his gun is 

heaid I 

A footstep^ ~ is it the step of Cleaves, 
With Indian blood on his English 

swonl ? 

Steals liaiinon ^ down from the sands of 
York, 

With hand of iron and foot of cork ? 

Has Scamman, versed in Indian wile, 

Fnr veni;;eaTicp left his vine-huii^ isle?® 
liuik ! at that whittle, sott uiul hiw. 

How lights tlie eye of AIo«:g J>Iegone ! 
A smile gleams o'er his dusky l)iu\v, — 
Boon welcome, Johnny Bonython 1 " 

Out ste])s, with cautious foot and slow, 
And (]uick, keen glances to and fro. 

The hunted outlaw, Bonython 
-A low, lean, swarthy man is h<*. 
With blanket-garb and buskined knee, 

And naught of English fitthion on ; 
For he hates the race from whence he 

And he eotu lies his words in the Indian 
tongue. 

"Hush, — let the Sachem's Toioe be 

weak ; 

The water-nit shall hear him speak, — 
The owl shall whoc^ in the white man's 
ear. 

That Mogg M^ne^ with his scalps, is 

here!" 

He pauses, — diuk, over cheek and 
brow, 

A flush, as of shame, is stealing now : 
'*SacIiem ! " he says, *'let me have the 
land. 

Which fltretchfis away ux)on either baud, 



As far al)out as my feet can stray 
In the half of a gentle summer's day. 
From the leaping brook ' to the Saco 

river, — 

And the fair- haired girl, thou hast sought 

of nje, 

Shall sit in the Sachem's wigwam, and be 
The wife of Mogg Ai^ne forever." 

There *s a sudden light in the Indian's 
glance, . 

A moment's trace of powerful feeling, 

Of love or tiiumph, ui b^th perchance. 
Over his proud, calm features stoil- 

iug. 

'"ITie words of my father are very good ; 
He shall have the land, and water, and 

wood ; 

And he who harms the Sagamore John, 
Shall feel the kniie of Mogg Megoue ; 
But the fawn of the Yengees shall sleep 

on my l>rea^t, 
And the hird of the clearing shall sing 

in my nest.** 

*'6ut, fkther ! and the Indian's hand 

Falls gently on the white man's arm. 
And with a smile as shrewdly bhunl 

As the deep voice is slow and eahii, — 
"Where is my fathei's singing-bird, — 

The sunny eye, and sunset hair ? 
1 know 1 have my father's word. 

And that liis word is good and fair ; 

But will my father tell me where 
Megoue shall go and look for his 
bride? — 

For he sees her not by her father's side." 

The dark, stem eye of Bonython 
Flashes over the features of Mogg Me- 

gone. 

In one of those glances which search 
within ; 

But the stolid calm of the Indian alone 
Bemaiiis where the trace of emotioD 

has been. 

"Does the Sachem doubt? Let him 

go with me, 
And the eves of the Sachem his brid^ 

shall see." 

Cautious and slow, with i causes oft, 
And watchful eyes and wnispers soft. 

The twain are stealing throuj^h th(' wood, 
Leavin<x the downward-nishing ilood. 
Whose deep and st»lemn roar behind 
Grows fainter on the CTeuing wind. 
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Hark ! — is that the angry howl 

Of the wolf, the hilte among ! — 
Or tho hooting of the owl, 

On his Ifafv cradhi swung ? — 
Quickly glancing, to and tVo, 
listening to eacn soiiBd they go 
Bound the coluiun.s of the pine, 

Indis»iii« t. ill s!ia low, seeming 
Like soint' old and i>illare(l sliriiie ; 
With the soft and white niooiishiuc, 
Bim&d the foliage-tracery uhed 
Of each column's branching head, 

For its lamps of worship ^^leaining ! 
And the sounds awakened thei-e, 

In the pine-leaves fine and small. 

Soft and sweetly musical^ 
By tlu! tin;^('rs of the air. 
For the anthem's (iyiii;^ full 
Linfft^riug round some temple's wall ! 
Nicne and cornice round and found 
Wailing like the ghost of sound ! 
Ib not Nature's worship thu% 

Ceaseless ever, going on ? 
Hath it not a Toice for us 

In the thunder, or the tone 
Of the leaf-haq) faint ami small. 

Speaking to the unsealed ear 

Words of ble9ded love and fear, 
Of the mighty Soul of all I 

Naught had the twain of thoughts like 
these 

As they wound along through the 

crowded trees, 
Where never ha<l runi^theaxoninirs.stroke 
On the gnarled trunk of the rough- barked 

oak J — 

Climbing the dead tree's mossy log, 
Breaking the mesh of the bramble fine. 
Turning aside the wild gnijM'vine, 
And lightly crossing the uuaking bog 
Whose snrface shakes at tne leap of the 
frog, 

And out of whose pools tho f::h()stly fog 

Creeps into t*]ic i hill moonshine ! 
Yet, even that Indian's ear had heard 
The nreaching of the Holy Word : 
Sancnekantacket's isle of .sand 
Was once liis father's limit iii;^ land, 
Where zealous lliacoomes stood, — 
The wild apostle of the wood. 
Shook from his soul the fear of harm. 
And trampled on the Po\waw's chaim; 
Until the wizard's curses hung 
Suspended on liis palsying tongue. 
Ana the fierce wanior, gnm and tall, 
Tranabled hefino the forest Fhul 1 



A cottage hidilen in the wood, — 

RiHi through itsanuusa lightisglowing^ 
On HM-k and Um^h and t n-r -trunk rud^^ 
A narmw lusin* throwing. 
Who 's tlieref" a clear, firm voice 

demands ; 
"Hold, Kuth,~*tia I, the Saga* 
moiT I " 

Quick, at tlie summon.^ ha.sty bands 

Unclose the bolted door ; 
And on the outlaw's daughter shine 
The flashes of the kindled pine. 

Tall and erect the maiden stands, 
Like some ywm^ priefitem of the wood* 

The ft«'el»om child of iSolitude, 
And bearing still tli«' wild and ruds^ 
Vet h»»l»lr tnwjc uf Natun' s hands. 
Her dark brown cheek hai»caught its stain 
More from the sunshine than the nUn ; 
Yet, wliere her long fair hair is |«irting, 
A ]>ure white bn»w into li;/lit is starting; 
And, where the folds of iiei blanket iiever. 
Are a neck and bosom as white as ever 
TIm- foani-wieathariseon theleapingriver, 
hut in the eonvuKivi' rpiivcr atid grir» 
Of the muscles around li« r 1 '!.»(.« lit .vs lip. 
There is sometliiug paiulul and sad to 

And her eve has « glanoe more sternly 

wilil 

Than even that of a forest child 
In its fearless and untamed freedom 

should be. 
Yet, seldom in hull or court are seen 
80 (jueenly a foi im au'l .so nnlde a nii' ri, 
Aji freely and huiiiing she welcomes 
them there, — 
Iler o\itlawed sire and Megone : 

*' Ihay, father, how does thy hunting 
fai-e ? 

And, Sachem, say, — docs Scammaa 
wear, 

In ^te of thy promise^ a scalp of his 

own ? " 

llurriitd and light is the maiden's tone ; 

But a fearful meaning lurics within 
Her j^oe, as it questions the eye of 

M'*<jone, — 
An awful meaning of guilt and sin ! — 
The Indian hath opened his blanket, and 
there 

Hangs a liunian scalp by its long damp 

hair ! 

^Vith liand upraised, with quick-drawn 
breath. 

She meets that ghastly s^ of death. 



Digitized by Google 



4: ' 



MOGG MEGONK 



In one long, glassy, spectral stare 
The enlarging eye is fastened there. 
As if that mesh of ])ale hrown hair 

Had power to {-hange at sight ahme, 
Even as the fearful locks which wound 
Meduaa*8 fatal forehead lonnd, 

The gazer into stone. 
With such a look Herod ias read 
The features of the bleeding head, 
So looked the n»d Moor on his dead. 
Or the voung Cenci as she stood, 
O'er-dabhled with a Dather'a blood t 

Look ! — feeling melts tliat frozen glance. 
It moT^ that marble ooimtenanee, 
As if at once within her strove 
Pity with shame, and hate with love. 
The Past recalls its joy and pain. 
Old memories rise before her bram, — 
The lips which love's embraces met. 
The hand her tears of parting wet, 
The voice whotie pleading tones beguiled 
The pleased eai- of the forest-child, — 
And tears she ma^ no more repress 
Beveal her lingenog tendemess. 

0, w<Hnan wronged can cherish hate 
Moredeepanddark than mftnhoodmay ; 

But when tlie mockery of Fate 

Hatli left Revenge its chosen way, 
And the fell curse, which yeais have 
nursed. 

Full on the spollei^s head hath bnrst, — 
When all herwTong, and shame, and pain, 
Bums fiercely on his hoart and brain, — 
Still lingers sometiiing of the spell 

Wbi<£ bomid her to the traitor's 
bosom, — 
Still, nnM>t the vengeful fires of hell, 

^mc flowers of old affection blossom. 

John Bonython's eyebrows together are 

drawn 

With a fierce expression of wrath and 

scorn, — 

He hoarsely whispers, " Ruth, beware I 
IsthtSthetimetobe playing the fool, — 

Crying ovor a paltry hx^k of hair, 
Like a love-sick girl at school ? — 

Curse on it ! — an Indian can sec and 
hear : 

Away, — andprepareour erenmgcheer 1 " 

How keenly the Indian is watching now 
Her tearful eye and her varving brow, — 
With a serpent eye, whic^ kindles 
and bum% 



Like a fiery star in the upper air : 
On aire and dan^ter his fierce glanot 
turns : — 
** Has my old white flBtther a scalp to 
spare ? 

For his young one loves the pale 

brown hair 
Of the scalp of an English dog far more 
Than Mogg Megone, or his wigwam lioor ; 
Go, — Hogg is wise : he will keep his 
land, — 

And Sagamore John, when he feds 

with his hand, 
Shall miss his scalp where it grew before," 

The moment's gust of grief is gone, — • 
The lip is clenched, — the tears ara 

still, — 

God |>ity thee, Ruth Bonython I 
With what a strength of will 
Are nature's feelings in thy breast, 
As with an iron lumd, repressed ! 
And how, upon that nameless woe. 
Quick as the pulse can come and go, 
While dhakes the nnsteadfast knee, and 
yet 

The bosom heaves, — the eye is wet, — 
Has thy dark spirit power to stay 
The heart's wild current on its way ? 
And whence that baleful strength of 

guile, 

AVhich over that still working brow 
And tearful eye and cheek can throw 
The mockery of a smile ? 

Warned by herfather'sblackeningfrown^ 
With one strong etfort crushing down 
Grief, hate, remorse, she meets again 
The savage murderer s sullen gaze^ 
And searooly look or tone betrays 
How the heart strives beneath its chain. 

''Is the Sftehem angry, — angry ' with 
Ruth, 

Because she cries with an ache in her 
tooth,» 

Which wonld make a Sagamore jump 

and cry. 

And look about with a woman's eye ? 
No^ — Ruth will sit in the Sachem's 
door 

And braid the mats for his wigwam floor. 

And broil liis fish and tender fawn. 
And weave.his wampum, and grind hia 
corn, — 

For she lores the brave and the wise, 

and none 

Are braverand wiser thanMogg Megapel'* 
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The Indian's brow is c]cat once more : 
With grave, calm face, and lialf-ahut 
eye, 

He sits upon the wigwam floor. 

And watches Ruth go by, 
Intent upon her houscnoM cure ; 

And ever and anon, the while^ 
Or on the maiden, or her fare. 
Which smokes in grateful proDiiee there, 

B^tows hia qoiet amils. 

Ah, Mogg Megone ! — what dreams are 
thuie. 

Bat thoae whidi kre'i oiwn iimciei 

dross, — 
The sura of Indian happiness I — 
A wigwstm, where the warm sunshine 
Looks in among the groves of pine, — 
A stn'am, where, round thy liglit canoe. 
The trout and .salmon dart in view, 
And the fair girl, U'fore thee now, 
Spreading thy mat ?rith hand of snow, 
Or plying, in the dews of mom. 
Her hoe amidst thy patch of com. 
Or offering up, at eve, to thee, 
Thy birchen dish of hominy I 

From the nide board of Bonj'thon, 
Venison ami sucrotash liave gone, — 
For long these dwellers of tlie wood 
Have felt the gnawing want of food. 
But untasted of Ruth is the frugal cheer, — 
Witli head averted, yet ready ear, 
&h& stands by the side of her austere 
sire, 

Feeding, at times, the unequal fire 
With the yellow knots of the pitch-pine 

tree, 

VVliose flaring light, as they kindle, falls 
On the eott^ge-toof, and its black Ipg 

. walls, 
And over its inmat4w three. 

From Sagamore Bonython*B hunting flask 
The fire-water horns at the lip w Me- 
gone : 

** Will the Sachem hear what his father 

shall a.sk ? 
Will he make his maik, that it may 

be known, 
On the speaking«lea^ that he glTes the 

laud, 

Trom the Sachem's own, to his father's 
hand?" 

The fire-water -sliinos in the Indian's eyes, 
As he rise s, the white man a bidding 
to do ; 



"WnttamuttatA— wieekaalA UioggU 

wi.se, — 

For the water he drinks is strong aiid 
new, — 

Hoggfii be;tiiisgreat I — will ha shut his 

hand, 

When his father asks for a littk landf"— 
With unsteady fiugi-n», the Indian has 

drawn 

On the parchment the shape of a 

hunter'n bow, 
" Boon water, — buou watST, — fciiiga- 
mora Jolin 1 
Wnttamututa, — weskan I our heaiti 

will grow ! " 
He drinks yet deeper, — he mutters 
low, — 

He reels on his bear-skin tO and fro, — 
His head falls dowa on his naked 

breast, — 

He struggles, and sinks to u di uiikcu rest. 

" Humph — dnink as a beast I '* — and 

Uoiiythoirh brow 
Isdarkir tlum ever with evil thought — 
** The fool has signe<l his warrant ; but 
how 

And when sliall the deed be wrought f 
Speak, Uuth 1 why, what the devil is 
there. 

To flz thy gaze in that empty air f — 
Speak, Ruth t by my soul, if X thought 

that tear, 

Which shames thyself and our pur^xise 
here. 

Were shed for that cursed sad pale* 

faced dog. 

Whose green s<^p bangs from the belt 
of Mogg, 

And whoeebeastly soul is In Satan 8 

keeping, — 

This — this!^ — he dashes his hand 

uj)on 

The rattling stock of his loaded gun, — 
" Should send thee with him to do 
thy weeping 1 " 

Father I ** — the eye of lionython 
Sinks at that low, sepulchral tone. 
Hollow and deep, as it were spoken 

By the unmoving tongue f)f death, — 
Or from some statue's lips had broken^ 

A sound without a breath ! 
*' Father ! — my life 1 value less 
Tlian y<inder fool his gaudy dress$ 
And how it ends it matters not. 
By heart-break or by rille-shot ; 
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Bat spare awhile tho soofT and threap — 
Oar business is not finished yet." 

" Troe, trne, my girl, — I only meant 

To (li ;i\v lip again the bow unbent. 
Harm tluH', my Kuth ! 1 only sought 
To frighten olf thy gloomy thonght ; 
Come, — let *s be friends ! " He seeks 
to clasp 

His (hm^'litrr's cold, (Innip hand in his. 
Kuth .startles from her lather's grasf^ 
A>s if each nerve and muscle felt. 
Instinctively, the toach of guilt, 
Thioai^ all their subtle sympathies. 

He points her to the sleeping Mogg : 
what shall be done with yonder dog ? 

Seamman isdead, and revenge is thine, — 

The (]»M«(l is signed and tho land is mine ; 
And this drunken fool isof use no more, 

Save as thy hopeful bridegroom, and 
sooth, 

T were Christian mercy to finish him> 

Kuth, 

l^ow, while he lies like a beast on our 
lloor, — 

If not for thine, at least for his sake. 

Rather th.in let the poor dog awake 
To drain my Hnsk, and claim as his hride 
Such a forest devil to run by liis sitle, — 
Such a Wetaomanit ^ as uioa wouldst 
makel" 

He laughs at his jest. Hush — what is 

there ? — 

The sleeping Indian is striving to ris^ 
"With his knife in his hand, and glar- 
ing eyes ! — 
** Wagh I — Mogg will have the pale- 
face's hair, 
For his k n i fe is sharp, and his fingers 
can hclj) 

Tho hair to pull ami tho skin to peel, — 
Let him cry like a woman aud twist like 
an eel. 

The great Captain Seamman mnst lose 

his scalp ! 

And Kutli, when she sees it, shall dance 

With Mogg." 
His eyes are fis^ — hat his lips draw 

in, — 

With a low, hoarse chuckle, and fiendish 
grin, — 

Andhesinksagain, like a senseleas log. 

Ruth does not speak, — she does not stir ; 
But she gazes down on the murderer. 



Whose broken and dreamful slinn"' - rs teH 
Too much for her ear ot that di ( «i of hell. 
She sees the knife, with its slaughter red, 
Aud the dark fingers clenching the bear- 
skin bed ! 

What thoughts of honw and madness 

whirl 

Through the burning brain of that fallcoi 
girl I 

John Bonython lifts his gun to his eye, 
Its muzzle isclose to th<j Indian's ear, — 
Bnt he drops it again. *' Some one may 
be mgh, 

And 1 would not that eyen the wolves 

should hear." 
He draws hia knife from its deer-skin 
belt,— 

Its ed^ with his fingers is slowly felt ; — 
Kneeling down on one knee, by the In- 
dian's side. 
From his throat he opens the blanket 

wide ; 

And twice or thrice he feebly essays 
A trembling hand with the knife to raise. 

" I cannot,'* — he matters, — " did he 
not save 

My lif<' from a cold and wintry gi"ave. 
When the stoim came down from Agioo- 

chook, ^ 
And the north -wi ml howled, and the 

tree-tops shook, — 
Aud T stif>ve, in the drifts of the rush- 
iiiij snow. 

Till my knees grew weak and I ooold 

not go, 

And T felt the cold to my vitals creep, 
And my heart's blood stilfen, and pulses 
sleep ! 

I cannot strike him — Kuth Bonython ! 
In the Devil's name, tell me — what's 
to be done ? " 

0, when the soni, once pure and high. 
Is stricken down from Virtue's sky. 

As, with the downcast star of morn, 
Some gems of light »arc w ith it drawn, — 
And, tnrough its night of darkness, play 
Some tokens of its primal day, — 
S()ine lofty feelings linger still, — 

The strength tiulare, tlw nerve to meet 
Whatever threatens with defeat 
Its all-indomitable will ! — 
But lacks the mean of mind and hearty 
Though eager for the gains of crime^ 
Oft, at his chosen place and time. 
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The strength to bear his evil part ; 
And, shielded his veiy Vice, 
EBcapfts from Cnme bj Comidioe. 

Huth starts erect, — with bloodshot eye, 

And lips drawn tight acro&ii her tcetli, 
Showing their locked embrace beneatli* 
In the red firelight : — **Mognf must die ! 
Give rae the knife !" — The outlaw turns, 

Sbuddcriug in heartaud limb, away, — 
Bat, fitfally there, the hearth-fire boras. 

And he sees on the wall strange shad- 
ows play. 
A lifted anu, a tremulous blade. 
Are dimly {)icturcd in light and shade, 

Plnngingdownin the darkness. Hack, 
tiiat (My 

Again — and again — he sees it fall, - - 
That sliadowyami down the lighted wall ! 
He hears qnick footstepe — a shaj>c 

Hits by — 
The door on its rusted hinges erealc s : 
**Kuth — daughter Kuth i" the outlaw 
shrieks. 

But no sound oomes back, he Is stsnd- 

ing alone 

By the mangled corse of Mogg Mi^ne ! 



PAET n. 

'T 18 morning over Norridgewock, — 
On tree and wigwam, wave and rock. 
Bathed in the antumnal snnshine^ stirred 
At internals by breez*? and bird, 
An<l wearing all the hue,s whieh glow 
In he.aven's own pure and perfect Ijow, 

That glorious picture of the air. 
Which summer^s lij;lii lolx^d aagel forms 
On the dark groun<l of fading storms, 

With ])encil dipped iu sunbeams 
there, — 

And, 8tretehin|f ont^ on either hand. 

O'er all that wide and unshwn laod. 
Till, weary of its gorgeonsnesa. 
The achii^ and the dazzled eye 
B^sts, gladulened, on the calm blue sky, — 

Slumbers the mighty wilderness 1 
The oak, upon the windy hill. 

Its dark green burthen upward 
heiives — 
The hemloek broods aboTB its rill. 
Its cone-like foliage darker still. 

Against the birch's graceful stem. 
And the rough walnut-bough receives 
The sun upon its crowded kaves, 

£ieh oolflted like a topas gem ; 



And the tall maple wears with ihaa 
The corona], which antwnn gives. 
The brief, bright s|gii of ruin 
Tlie iiectio of a dying year 1 

The hcnnit prii>«t, who Ungrrs now 
Oil the Bald Mountain's ehrublem ' 
The gray ami thunder-smitten pile 
Whi -h marks afar the D.-sc-rt Isl.*,»« 

Willie gazing un the scene liclow. 
May half forapt the dreams of homs^ 

That nightly withhisslumU>rsoonM^«« 
Tlif tninipiil .skii« of sunny France*, 
The {tiohant's liarvest song and djuiei*. 
The vines around the hilUides wreathing 
The soft airs midst their clusteia breath* 

The wings wliich dipped, the stars which 

slione 

Within thv bosom, bloo Garonne I 
And round the Abbey's shadowed wall. 

At morning spring and even-fall, 

Swt't't voicf s in the still air singing; — 
The chant of many a holy hymn, — 

The solemn bell of vesfM^rH rin|nQg; — > 
And hallowed torchlight falling dim 

On pietumi s;iint ami s< r.nthim ! 
For here beneath him lies unrolled. 
Bathed deep in morning's flood of gold, 
^ A Tision gory^eoua as the dnam 
( Of the lu atilied may seem. 

When, as his I'hun h's legends say. 
Borne upward in ecstatic bliss. 

The rapt enthunast soam away 
T'lif o 1 l>i i<;hter world than this : 
A nif.rt;irM glimpse beyond the palfl^^-* 
A momeut'a iii'ting of the veil 1 

Far eastward o'er the lovely bay, 
PmoVtscot's cltisten'd wigwums lay ; 
And gently tVoni th.it Itidiaii town 
The verdant hillside sIojk-s adown. 
To where the sparkling waters play 

Upon the yellow sands Iwlow ; 
An<l shooting round the winding shores 

Of narrow cajws, and isles which lie 

Slumbering to ocean's lullaby, — 
With hil l-hen boat and glancing oars, 

The rt d mni to their fishing go ; 
While from their plantinggroundisbome 
The treasure of the golden com. 
By laughing girls, whose dark eyes glow 
Wild through the locks which o er tnem 
How. 

The wrinkled squaw, whose toil ia done, 
8its on her bear-skin in the son. 
Watching the buskers, with a smilo 
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For each fiill ear which swella the pile ; 
And the old chief, who nevennore 

May bend how or poll the oar» 

Smokes gravely in his wig^vam door, 
Or slowly shaj)es, with axe of stone. 
The arrow-head from flint and bone. 

Beneath the westward turning eye 
A thousmd wooded islands lie, — 
Gems of tlie watera 1 — with each hue 
Of M^tnesB set isk ocean's hlne. 
Each bears aloft its tuft of trees 

Touched by the jM-ncil of the frost. 
And, with the motion of each breeze, 
A moment seen, — a moment lost, — 
CSumging and Uent, confused and 
tossed, 

The brighter with tlie darker crossed. 
Their thousand tints of beauty glow 
Down In the nstlcss waves below, 

And tremble in the snnny skies. 
As if, from waving bough to bough, 

Flitted the birds of |>aradise. 
There sleep Placentia's group, — and 
there 

Pcrc Brcteanx Tnuiks the hour of prayer ; 
And there, iH iicatli the sca-woni cliff. 

On which the lather's hut is seen. 
The Indian stays his rocking skil^ 

And peers the hemlock-bonghs be- 
tween. 

Half trembling, as he seeks to look 
Upon the Jesuit's Cross and Book.^ 

There, gloomily against the sky 
Tlic Dark Isles rtnir tlieir snminits high ; 
And I)('srrt Kock, abrujit and bare, 
Lifts its gi-ay tunvts in the air, — 
Seen from afar, like some stronghold 
Built by the ocean kings of old ; 
Andy fiaint as smoke-wreath white and 
• thin. 

Swells In the north vast Katahdin : 

-And, wandering from its marshy feet. 
The bi-oad Penol>seot conies to nieet 

And mingle with his own bright bay. 
Slow sweep his dairk and gHtheiing floods, 
ATched over by the ancient woods, 
"Which Time, in those dim solitudes. 
Wielding the dull axe of Decay, 
Alone hath ever shorn away. 

Not thus, within the woods which hide 
Thv iM'anty of thy azure ti<b'. 

And with their falling tindn-rs block 
Thy broken currents, Kennebec ! 
GaiRS the white man on the wreck 

Of thedown-tindden Norridgewock, — 



In one lone village hemmed at length. 
In battle shorn <n half their strength. 

Turned, like the panther in his lair, 
With his fast-flowing lifi'-l>lood wet^ 

For one last stiiig^le of des|)air, 
Woond^ and nont, but tameless yet 1 

Un reaped, up6n the planting lands, 

The scant, neglected harvest stands : 
Ko shout is there, — no dance, — no 
song : 

The aspect of the "veiy diild 
Scowls with a meaning sad and wild 

Of bitterness and wrong. 
The almost infant Korridgewock 
Essjiys to Itffc the tomahawk ; 
And ])luck8 his father's knife away^ 
To mimic, in his frightful ]>lay, 

Tlu- scai]>ing of an Knglisli foe t 
Wreathes on his lin a horrid smile, 
Bums, like a snake s, his small eve, while 

Some bough or sapling meets iiis blow. 
The f:sht v, as he drojis his line, 
Stalls, when he sees tlie hazels (quiver 
Along the maigin of the riwr. 
Looks up and down the njijiling tidc^ 
And gr:Ls]i.s (lie lin lock at his side. 
For liomazeen from Tacconock 
lliis sent his runners to Konidgewock, 
With tidings that Monlton and Harmon 
of Yoit 

Far up the river have come : 
They have left their boats, — they have 

entered the wood. 
And fdled the denths of the solitude 

With the soana of the xanger's dram. 

On the brow of a hill, which slopes to 
meet 

The flowing river, and bathe its feet, — 
The bare-washed rock, and the drooping 
grass. 

And the creeping vine, as the watem 
pass, — 

A rude and unsha]iely cha])el stands. 
Built uj) in that wiUl by unskilled hands, 
Yet the traveller knows it a place of 
prayer. 

For the holy sign of the cross is there : 
And slmiiM he chance at that ]»1jio(' io ho. 
Of a Sabbath mom, or some huiio>« cd 
day, 

Wlien prayers are made and masses are 

said, 

Some for the living and some for thedead. 
Well might that traveller sUirt to see 

The tall dark fonns, thattaketheir way 
From the birch canoe^ on therivm^abara^ 
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And thf forest paths, to that rhajx l door ; 
jlnd marvel to mark the naked knees 

And thednsky foreheadsbending there, 
While, in coarse white Testura, over these 

In hle3,sin«^ or in prayer, 
Stretching abroad his tliin pale hands, 
Likeashroudedghost, theJe&uit^'^bUinda. 

Two forms are now in that chapt^l dim, 

The Jesuit, silent and sad and i«de, 
A nxiously heeding some tearful tuie, 
"Which a stranger U telling him. 

That stranger's garh is soiled and toni. 
And wet witli dew mid IcMjsely worn ; 
lier fair neglected hair falls down 
O'er cheeks witl^ wind and suushiue 
brown ; 

Yet still, in that disordered fece. 
The .lesuit's cautions eye can tra09 
Those eleiaeuts of foiiuer giuce 
Which, half eflhoed, seem aeareely less, 
Bven now» than perfect lorelineei. 

With drooping head, and voice so low 
That scarce it meets the Jesuit's ears, — 

While through her clasped fingeii flow, 

From the heart's fountam, hoi and alow, 
Her X)enitcntial tears, — 

She tells the story of the woe 
And evil of her yeara. 

•* 0 father, hear with me ; my heart 
Is sick and death-like, and my bmin 
Seems girdled with a liery chain. 

Whose scorching links will never part, 
And never cool again. 

Bear with me while I speak, — hut turn 
Away that gentle eye, the wlule, — 

The fires of gnilt more fiercely bum 
Beneath its holy smile ; 

For half I fancy 1 can see 

My mother's saluted look in thee. 

My dear lost mother I sad and pale, 

Mournfully sinking day by day. 
And with a hold on life as fmil 

As fro.stcil leaves, that, thin and gi'ay, 
Hang feebly on their parent spray. 
And tremble in the gale ; 
Yet watching o'er my childishness 
With patient fondness, — not the less 
For all the agony which kept 
Her blue eye wakeful, while I slept ; 
And checking eveiy tear and groan 
That haply might nave waked my own, 
And bearing still, without oll'ence, 
My idle woran^ and petnlanoe ; 



Reproving with a tear, — and, while 
The tooth of ]iain was keenly pn'yiiig 
U]M>n h«*r very heart, re|uiving 

My brief repentance with a amUa. 

*' O, in her meek, forgiving < ye 

There was a brightucM not uf mirthy 
A light whoae dear intensity 

Was borrowed not of eairtn. 
Along her cluvk a de»'p-ning red 
Told where the feveiiitli hectic fed ; 

And yet, each fatal token gave 
To the mild beauty of her face 
A n«'wer and a dearer gracs^ 

Unwarning of the grave. 
*T Wiis like the hue which Autumn givea 
To yonder changed and dying leaver 

Breathed over by his frosty breath J 
Scarce can the ga/er fet l that this 
is but the s^Kiiler's treacherumi ki^ 

The mockiug-smile of Death f 

"Swer-t were tlie tales she ns<Hl to tell 

NS'lien .suniMier's eve was tlear to us. 
And, fading from the darkening dcU, 
The glory of the sunset fell 

On wooded Agamenticua, — 
When, sitting by our cottage wall« 
The murmur of the Saco's tail, 

And the south-wind's expiring sigh% 
("nine, softly bleudhig, on my ear. 
With tin- li»w tones 1 loved to hear : 

Tales of the pure, — the good, — the 
wise, — 

The holy men and maids of old. 

In the all-f-acred pages told ; — 
Of Jiachel, stooped at Uaran'a foomb* 
ains, 

Amid her fkthei^s thirsty flock, 
Beautiful to her kinsman seeming 
As the brii^ht ingels of his dreamingt 

On Padan-aran's holy rock ; 
Of gentle Ruth, — and her who kept 

Her awM vigil on the mountains^ 
By Israel's virgin daughters wept ; 
Of Miriam, with her maidens, singing 

The song for grateful Israel meet, 
While every crimson wave was bringing 

The spoils of Egypt at her feet ; 
Of her, — Samaria's humble daughter. 

Who paused to hear, be>ide her well. 

Lessons of lovo and tinth, which fell 
Softly as Shiloh's flowing water ; 

And saw, K'neath his pilgrim guise, 
Tlie rroiiiised One, so long foretold 
By holy seer and bard of olil, 

Beveided before her wondering eyes I 
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"Slowly she fad'-il. Day W day 
Her step grew weaker in our hall, 
And fainter, at each even-fall. 

Her sad voice died away. 
Yet on lier thin, pale lip, the whiles 
Sat liesignation'.s holy siuik' : 
And even my lather checked his tread, 
And hushed his voice, beside her bed : 
Beneath the calm and sad rebuke 
Of her meek eye's imjiloriiii; look, 
The scowl of hate his brow loi sook. 

And in his stem and gloomy eye. 
At times, a few utiwontevl tears 
"Wet the dark lii.shfs, wliirh for years 

Hatred and pride had kept so dry. 

" Cttiro as a child to sinmber soothed. 

As if an angel's hand had smoothed 
The still, white features into rest, 

Silent and cold, without a breath 
To stir the drapery on her breast, 

Pain, with its keen and jtoisoned fiing, 

The hon-or of the mortal 

The sutfering look her brow had worn, 

The fear, the stril'e, the anguish gone, — 
She slept at last in deaw 1 

** 0, tell me, father, can the dead 

^"Walk on the earth, and look on us, 
And lay upon the livinrr's head 

Their blessing or their cui"se t 
For, 0, last night slie stood by me, 
As i lay beneath the woodland tree 1 " 

The Jesoit crosses himself in awe, — 
" Jesa I what was it my daughter saw f *' 

** She came to me last night. 
The diied leaves did not feel her 
tread; 

She stood by me in the wan moonli^t,. 

In the white robes of the deadl 
Pale, and very mournfully 
She bent her light form over me. 
I heard no sound, I f<'lt no breath 
Breathe o'er me from tliat faee of death : 
Its blue eyes rested on my own, 
Rayless and coltl as eyes of stone ; 
Yet, in their fixed, nnchanging gaze. 
Something, wliit 1i spoke of early days, — 
A sadness in their (jiiiet glare. 
As if love's smile were frozen there, — 
Csme o'er me with an icy thrill ; 
O God I I feel its presence still 1 " 

The Jesuit makes the holy sign, — 
**How passed the vision, dauglitermine ? " 



" All dimly in the wan moonshine, 
Asa wreatli of mist will twist and twine. 
And scatter, and melt into the light, — 
So scattering, — melting on my sight. 

The pale, cold vision passed ; 
But those sad eyes were fixed on miso 

Mournfully to the last." 

"God help thee, daughter, tdl me why 
That spirit passed before thine eye 1 " 

" Father, I know not, save it be 
That deeds of n^e have summoned her 

From the nnbreathing sepulchre 
To leave her last rebuke with me. 
Ah, woe for me 1 my mother died 
Just at the moment when I stood 
Close on the vei^of womanhood, 
A child in eveiy thing beside ; 
And when my wild lieai t needed most 
Her gentle counsels, they were lost. 

" ^ly father lived a stonny life. 
Of frequent change and da'ily strife ; 
And — God forgive him I — left his child 
To feel, like him, a freedom wild ; 
To love the red man's dwelling-place. 

The l ireli boat on his shaded floods 
The wild excitement of the chase 

Sweeping the ancient woods. 
The camp-hre, blazing on the shore 

Of the still lakes, the clear Stream whM« 

The idle fisher sets his wear, 
Or angles in the shade, far more 

Than that restraining awe I felt 
Beneath my gentle mother's care. 

When nii^litly at lier knee 1 knelt^ 
With childhood's simple prayer. 

" There came t change. The wild, glad 

mood 

Of unchecked freedom passed* ' 
Amid the ancient solitude 
Of unshorn grass and wavine wood. 

And waters glancing bright and fittt* 
A softened voice was in my ear, 
Sweet as those lulling sounds and fine 
The hunter lifts his head to hear, 
Now for and faint, now fcdl and near — 

Tlic murmur of the wind-swept pine. 
A manly form was ever nigh, 
A bold, free hunter, with an eye 

Whose dark, keen glance had power 
to wake 

Both fear and love, — to awe and chaim j 

'T was as the wizard mttlesnake, 
Whose evil glances lure to harm — 
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Whose cold and onall ai^ glittwring 

And brilliant coil, and changing dye. 
Draw, step by step, the gaasr oear, 

"With drooping wing and cry of fear. 

Yet powcrlt'ss all to turn away, 
A conscious, but a wiiiiug prey 1 

Fear, doobt; thou <,'ht, life itself^ erelong 
Merged in onr fcfliiig tleop and strong. 
Fadod the world which 1 h;id known, 

A poor vaiu shadow, cold and wuj>le ; 
In the warm present bliv alone 

Seemed I oi actual life to tA-ste. 
Fond loni^ngs dimly understood. 
The glow of passion s quickening blood. 
And eheriehed fantasies which press 
The youne lip with » dream's camsi^ — 
The hearts forecast and prophecy 
Took form an<l life before !iiy eye. 
Seen in the glance which met my own, 
Heard in the soft and pleading tone. 
Felt in the arms around me cast. 
And warm heart-pnlses Iw ating fasL 
Ah ! scarcely yet to God above 
Witii deeper trust, witii stronger love, 
Hs8 prayerful saint his mm heart 
lent, 

Or cloistered imn at twilight bent. 
Than 1, before a hmuan shrine^ 
As mortal and as frail as mine^ 
Withheart, andsoul, andmiud,sadfiltm, 
Knelt madly to a felloW'Worm. 

FnU soon, upon that dream of sin. 
An awful light came bursting in. 
The shrine was cold at which I knelt. 

The idol of that shiiue w:is gone ; 
A humbled thing of shame and guilt, 

Outcast, and spumed and kme. 
Wrapt in the shadows of my crime, 

mth withering heart aAd, burning 
brain. 

And tears tliat fell like fieiy rsln, 
I passed a feaifnl time. 

*' There came a voice — it checked the 

tear — 

In heart andsotdit w wiu g htaehange ; — 

My father's voice was in my ear ; 

It whis]>ered of revenge ! 
A new and liercer feeling swept" 

All lingering tenderness away ; 
And ti;:;er passions, which had slept 

In childhood's better day, 
Unknown, unfelt, arose at length 
In all their own demoniac strength. 



" A youthful warrior of the wild. 
By words deceived, by smiles iM-guilsd* 
Of crime the cheated imiUrumeiit, 
U|K}n our fatal ermndi wrat 

Through eainpand town and wihlf ri itsi 
He tnu ki d his vi< tini ; and, at last, 
Ju&t when the tide of hale had p*ui.sed. 
And ndlder thoughts came warn and iai4» 
Kxultint;, at iny feet be cast 

Tlie bloody token of snooesa. 

" O God I with what an awful power 
I saw the buried past nprias^ 

And gather, in a single hour. 

Its ghost-iike meii»ori< s ! 
And then 1 felt — alasi 1 too late — 
That nndmMaUi the mask of hativ 
That shame and guilt and wrong had 
thn»wn 

O'er Icflings which they might not own. 
The heart's wild love had known no 
change; 

And still that deep and hidden love. 
With it,s hrst fon<ln«'}M, wept aUive 

The victim of its own revenge 1 
There lay the fearful scalp, and thm 
The blood was ou its |iale brown hair I 
I thought not of the vii tini's scorn, 

1 thouj^ht not of his ha!, ful j^uile. 
My deadly wrong, my outcuiiit name. 
The charsctera of sin and shame 
On heart and forehea<l drawn ; 

I only saw that victim's smile, — • 
The still, frrv.cn places where we met,— 
The moonlit branches, dewy wet ; 
I only felt, I only heard 
The gnreting and the y>arting word, — 
The smile, — the embrace^ — the tone^ 

which made 
An Eden of the forest shade. 

*' And oh, with what a loathing eve. 

With wliat a deadly hate, and deep^ 
I saw that Indian murderer lie 

li«',fon' me, in hisdniiik. ti sh cp ! 
What though for me the deed w is done^ 
Ami words »)f mine lia<l sp'd him on I 
Yet when he murmun'd, as he slept. 

The horrom of that deed of blood. 
The tide of utter madness swept 

O'er brain and ix^som, like a Hood. 
And, father, with thiii liaud of mine — ** 

"Hat what didst thoa I" tiie Jesuit 

cvii'S, 

8huddri iii<,', as smitten with snddi'n pain, 
And hli uiing, with one thin haud^ his 
eyea. 
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With the otTior ho makes the holy sign. 
** — 1 siTioti' him as 1 would a wonn ; — 
With heui t as steeled, with ucn^'s as 
finn : 

He never woike f^spin !** 

" Woman of sin and blood and shame, 
6x)eak, — 1 would know thftt victim's 
name.** 

father," she gasped, "ft chieftain, 

known 

Ab Sa«so'8 Sachem, — Mooo Miooin ! " 

Pule pri( .st ! What pioad and lofty 
di-canis, 

What keen deairM^ what cheriahed 

schemes, 

W^hat ho|K's, that time may not recall, 
Axv. darkened by that chieftain's fall ! 
Was he not pledged, by cross and vow, 

To lift the hatchet of his sire. 
And, round his own, the Church'a Ibe, 

To li^^ht tlio avenging fire ? 
Who now the Tarrantiuc shall wake, 
"Fm thine and for the Church'a aake t 

Who sunnnon to the scene 
Of conquest and unsparing strife, 
And vengeance dearer than his life^ 

The iiery-souled Castine ? 
Three backward atepe the Jesoxt takes, — 
His long, thin frame as agne shakes ; 

* And hiatliing hate is in his eye, 
As from his lips these woixis of fear 
Fall hoarsely on the maiden's ear, — 

"The soul that sinneth shall sorely 
difil" 

She stands, as stands the stricken deer. 
Checked midway in the fearftil chase, 

When bursts, upon his eye and ear. 

The gaunt, gray rob]»er, baying near, 
Iktween him and his liiding-place ; 

Whfle still behind, witli > < II and Uow, 

Sweeps, like a storm, the coming foe. 

** Save me, O holy man ! " — licr cry 
Fills all the void, as if a tongue, 
Unseen, from rib and rafter hung. 

Thrilling with mortal agony ; 

Her hands are daqnng the Jesuit's 
knee. 

And her eye looks fearfully into his 
own ;— 

Off, woman of sin 1 — nay, tondi not 

me 

Witli those lingers of blood; — be- 
gone 1 •* 



With ft ges^pn of harm^ he apasu 

form 

That writhes at hin feet like a troddeu 
worm. 

Ever thus the spirit must, 

Guilty in the sight of lieaven. 
With a keener woe he riven. 

For its weak and sirnfU trust 

In tlie strength of himian dost ; 
And its anguish thrill afresh* 

For each vain reliance given 
To the fiuling aim of flesh. 

PAiiT 111. 

Ah, weary Priest 1-^with pals handi 

])reased 

On thy tlirol thing brow of poioy 
BalUed in thy lile-long quest, 

Overwoni with tdltng vein. 
How ill thy troubled musingii fit 

The holy (piiet of a breast 

With the l)ove of Peace at rest^ 
Sweetly brooding over it. 
1'h oughts are thine which have no part 
With the iiicfk and ])ure of heart. 
Undisturbed by outward things, 
Resting in the heavenly shade. 
By the overspreading wings 

Of the Blessed Spirit made. 
Thoughts of strife and hate and wrang 
Sweep thy heated brain along. 
Fading hopes for whose success 

It were sin to breathe a prayer 
Schemes which Heaven may never 

bless, — 

Fears which darken to despair. 
Hoanr priest 1 thy dream is done 
Of a hundred red tribes won 

To the pale of Holv Church ; 
And the heretic o'erthrown. 
And his name no longer known. 
And thy weary brethren turnings 
Joyful from tlicir years of moumiim^ 
'Twixt the altar and the j>oi c:h. 
Hark ! what sudden sound is h^ud 

In the wood and in the sky, 
Shriller than the scream of bird, — 

Than the trumpet's clang more 
hi^hl 

Eyery wolf-cave of the hills, — 
Forest arch and mountain gotge, 

IJock and (lell, and river vei^, — 
With an answering echo thrills. 
Well does the Jesuit know that Gry, 
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Which siiiiiinoDS the Notridgewock to 

die, 

And tells that the foe of his iiock ia uigh. 
He listens, and hears the rangers come, 
With loiul hurrah, and j:ir of drum, 
And hurrvin<^ feet (for IIm' (dmsc is hot), 
And the short, sharp sound of rilk shot. 
And taunt and menace, — aotweied well 
By the Indians* mocking ciy and Yell, — 
The bark of dogB» — the aqnairs mad 

Rcroatn, — 
The dash of paddles along the stream, — 
The whistle of shot as it cuts the leaves 
Of the maples around the ehnrch*s 

eaves, — 

And the grido of hatchets fiercely 
thrown. 

On wigwain-loR and tree and stone. 
Black with the ^riino of jwint and <hist, 
Spotted and streaked with hiuuan 
gore, 

A ffiim Ad naked head is thmsk 

"Within the chapel-door. 
*' H;i — Boniazecn ! — In (IfnYn name say, 
AVliat mean these sounds of bloody fray }" 
Silent, the Indian points his hand 

To where across the ech<4ng gh'n 
Sweep Harmon's dreaded ranger*band. 

And Moulton with his men. 
** Where are thy warriors, liomazeen ? 
Where are De Koaville ^ and Castine, 
And where the braves of Sawga's queen ?" 
** Let my father tind the wint«'r snow 
Which the sun drank up long moons ago I 
Under Uie fitlls of Taceonock, 
The wolves are eating the Norridgewock ; 
Castine with his wives lies closely hid 
Like a fox in the woods of Pema<iuid ! 
On Sawga's banks the man of war 
Sits in his wigwam like a squaw,— 
Squando has fle<l, and Mogg Megone, 
Struck by the knife of Sagamore John, 
Lies stilf and stai'k and cold as a stone." 

Fearfully over the Je^iit's face. 
Of a thousand thoughts, trace after trace, 
Like swift cloud-ahadows^ each other 
chase. 

One instant, his fingers grasp his knife. 
For a last Tain etraggw for cherished 

life, — 

The next, he hurls the blade away, 
And kneels at his altai^s foot to pray ; 
Over his beads hia fingen stray. 
And he kiss<is the cross, and calls aloud 
• On the Virgin and her Sou ; 
For terrible thonghta hia memory crowd 



Of evil seen an<l done, — - 
Of scaliNi brought home by his mrfgp 
flock ^ 

From Casco ufd Sawga and flagidahock 
In the Chnroh*8 service won. 

No sliiift the gloomy faivage brooks. 
As scowling on the prisat he looks : 
««CoweaasB— oowesan — tawhich weM> 

seen 

Ix!t my father look upon Iktmazuen, — 
My father's heart is the heart of a Stnuiw, 
But mine isso hard that it does not tliaw{ 
Let my father ask his (lod to make 
A dan< <• and a fieast for a great saga- 
more, 

When he paddlea acrots the weefeern hdce, 
With hw dogs and hia aqoawa to the 

spirit's sliore. 
^'Cowesass — cowesass — tawhich wesM* 
seen t 

Let my lather die like Bomaiwen 1 " 

Throui^h the eluipd's narrow doors. 

And through each?rindow in the walls^ 
Bound the nriest and warrior pours 

The deadly shower of English haUa. 

Ix)W on his eross the Jesuit ffills : 
While at his hide the Nonitlgewock, 
With failing breath, essays to mock 
And menace yet hat«li foe, — 
Shakes his s< alp. trophies to and fto 

Kxultingly InTore their eyt-s, — 
Till, cleft and torn by shot and blow^ 

Defiant still, he dies. 

** So fare all caters of the frog | 
Death to tlie liabylonihh dog ! 

Down with the beast of Home ! '* 
With shouts like these, around thadead» 
Uncons<Mous on his bloody lied. 

The r.uiijers crowding eo!iie. 
Brave men ! the dead priest cannot hear 
The unfeeling taunt, — thehrutal jeer ;— 
Spurn — for lie sees ye not — in wrath, 
The syniV)ol of your Saviour's death ; 

Tear from his death-grasp, in yourzeal. 
And tramule, as a thin^ accursed, 
The cross ne cherished m the dust ; 

The dead man cannot feel I 

Brutal alike in deed and word. 
With (^ouB heart and hand of qtiiffl^ 

How like a fiend may man Iw made, 
PlyiiiL' the foul and rnonstrftus trnde 
Whose harvest-licld is human life, 
Whoae sidEle la the reeking aword I 
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Qnenchinf?, with rpcklos5?lirin(l in blood, 
Sparks kiiullfd by tlie breath of (Jod ; 
Urging the deathless soul, iinshiiven. 

Of open guilt or secret %in. 
Before the bir of that pure Heaven 

The holy only enter in ! 
O, by the widow's sore distress. 
The orphan's wailing wretchedness, 
By Virtue struggling in the accursed 
Enibinces of polliitinf^ Lust, 
By the fell discord of the Pit, 
Aud the pained souls that |>eonle it» 
And by we blessed peace whim fills 

The Paradise of God forever, 
Besting on all its holy hills. 

And tlowing with its crystal river, — 
Let Christian nands no longer bear 

In tiiuiuph on his crimson car 

The foul and idol god of war ; 
No more the purple wreaths prepare 
To bind amid his snaky hair ; 
Nor Christian bards his glories tell. 
Nor Christian tongues his prsises swelL 
« 

Through thegun-smoke wreathing white. 
Glimpses on the soldieis* sight 
A thing of human shape I ween. 

For a moment only seen. 
With its lo<jse liair backward streaming, 
And its eyeballs madly gleaming, 
Shrieking, like a soul in pain. 

From the world of light and bieathy 
Hurrying to its place again, 

Spectre-like it vauisheth ! 

"Wretched girl ! one eye alone 
Notes the way which thon li;i«t jrone. 
That great Eye, which slumbers never, 
Wateliing o'er a lost world ever, 
Tracks tliee over vale and monntainy 
By the gushing forest-fountain, 
Pluckinf:^ from the vine its fruit, 
Searching for the ground-nut's root. 
Peering in the she-wolfs den. 
Wading through the marshy fen, 
"Wliere the ^Inp^i^sh water-snaks 
Biisks beside the sunny brake. 
Coiling in his slimy bed. 
Smooth and cold against thy tread, — 
Purj)os( ]t ss, tlty mazy way 
Tlireadm^' tlirovi;.'h the linj^t-ring day. 
And at night securely sleeping 
Where the dogwood's dews are weeping ! 
Still, though earth and man discard thee, 
Doth thy Heavenly Father truard thee : 
He who spared the guilty Cain, 
Even wnen a brotw s blood. 



Crpng in the ear of Ood, 
Gav'e the earth its primal stain*— • 
He whose mercy ever liveth, 
Who repenting guilt forgiveth, 
Anil the broki'U heart reoaveth, — 
Wanderer of the wilderness. 

Haunted, guilty, crazed, and wild. 
He regaideth thy distress. 

And careth for his sinful child ! 



'T is sprin<;tinie on ti e ea«teni hills ! 
Like toiTcnts gush the summer lills ; 
Through winter^s moss and diy dead 

leaves 

The bladed grass revives and lives. 
Pushes the mouideriug wat»te away, 
And glimpsn to the April day. 
In kindly shower and sunshine bad 
The bninches of the dull pray wocmI ; 
Out from its sunned and sheltered nooka 
The blue eye of the violet looks ; 

The southwest wind is warmly blowing^ 
And odors from the springing grassy 
The. pine-tree and the s.-ussjifi-as. 

Are with it on its eriands going. 

A band is marcliing through the wood 
Where rolls the Ki-nnebec his Hood,'— 
The warriors of the wilderness. 
Painted, and in their battle dims ; 
And with them one whose bearded cheek. 
And white and wrinkled brow, liesjx^ak 

A wanderer from the slioresof Frauco* 
A few long locks of sc^ittering snow 
Beneath a battered morion flow. 
And from the rivets of the vest 
Which girds in steel Ins ample breas^ 

The slanted sunbeams glance. 
Tn the harsh outlines of his face 
Passion and sin have left their trace ; 
Yet, save worn brow and thin gray hair^ 
No sifTiis of weary age are there. 

llis step is hrm, his eye is keen. 
Nor years in broil and Mttle spent, 
Nor toil, nor wounds, nor jtain have bent 

Tha lordly frame of old Castine. 

No purpose now of strife and blood 

Urges the hoary veteran on : 
The fire of conquest and the mood 

Of cliivalry have gone. 
A mournful task is liis, — to lay 

Within the earth the bones of those 
Who perishe<l in that fearful day. 
When Norrid«;ewoek iM^carae the prey 

Of all uus^iaring foes. 
Sadly and still, dai-k thou^is between^ 
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Of comin^:^ vengoauro tiiusimI C.istine, 
Of the fallen cliicttaiii liouiazeeu, 
Who bade for Mm the Norridgewoekfl 
Di;? up tliL'ir buried tomahawks 

For firm defence or swift jittiK-k : 
AikI him whose friendship fornie<l the tie 

Which held the stern self-exilc buck 
From lapsing into lavagery ; 
Whose garb and tone and kindly glance 
Recalled a yonnj^tT, ha^)pier day. 
And prompted uif mory 8 fond essay. 
To bridge the mighty waste wluch'lay 
Between his wild home and that gray, 
Tall chateau of his native France, 
Whose chai>el bell, with far-heard din. 
Ushered his birth-hour gayly in, 
^d coanted with its solemn toll 
The mafloee tot hia fiuher^s aooL 

•Hark ! from the foremost of the band 
Suddenly bursts the Indian yell ; 

For now on the very 8|M>t they stand 
Where the Norridgewoeks fighting fell. 

No wigwam smoke is curling tlu-re ; 

The very earth is scorched and bare : 

And they pause and listen to catch aaound 
Ot breathing life, — but there eomea 
not one, 

Save the fox'sbark and the rabbit's bound ; 
Bat here and there, on the blaekened 
ground. 

White ])ones are glistening in the sun. 
And where the house of iirayer arose, 
And the holy hymn, at day light's close, 



And the aged priest 8too<l up tO 
The children of the wildemeas. 
There is nani^t mw9 aslwa aoddni tad 

dank ; 

And the bin lien boata of the Nor- 

ridgewiM k. 
Tethered to tree and stump and rock, 
BotttDg along the fiver haak I 

Blessed llair I who is she 
Leaning agunst that mapl(>-tree f 
The sun upon her fa' <* fuirus hot. 
But thi* fixi'd eyelid movt th not ; 
The s<piirn rs chirp is shrill and clear 
From the dry bough above her ear ; 
Dashing from ro< k and root itn spray^ 

Close at her frt t tlf riv rr rushes ; 

The bla<*kbird's wing against her 
brushes. 

And .wrrtly through the haaet-bnslMt 

The roKiu's uh-IIow music gushegj^- 
God save ii«T ! will she tdeep ulway f 

4 

Castine hath bent him over the sleeper : 
** Wake, daughter, — wake ! " — but 

she stirs no limb : 
The eve that looks on him is fixed and 
din; 

Aqd th«' sleep she is «)«wping shall be no 

deeper, 

Unta the an^rs oath is said, 

AndthefinalM ist ofthe trump goes forfh 
To the graves (4' the ssu and toe gram 

of earth. 
KUTU iklJSYiaON Iti DLAi>! 
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We had been wandering for many days 
Through the rough northern oountr>'. 

We had seen 
The sunset, witli its bars of purple cloud. 
Like a new heaven, shine upward from 

the lake 
Of Winnepist'Ogee ; and had felt 
The sunrise breezes, midst the leafy isles 
Which stoop their summer beauty to the 

lifNi 

Of the bright waters. We had checked 
enr steeds. 



Silent with wonder, where the mountain 
waU 

Is piled to heaven ; and, through the 

narrow rift 
Of the vast rocks, against whose rugged 
feet 

Beats the mad torrent with peqietual roar. 
Where noonday is as twili^t, and the 

Mind 

Comes burdened with the everlasting 
moan 

Of forests and of far-off wateifalls^ 
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We had looked upward where the sum- 
mer akv, 

Tasselled vnm doads light-woven hy 

the sun, 

Sprung its blue arch above the abutting 

crags 

O'er-Toofing the vast portal of the land 
Beyond the wall of moimtaiiu. We had 



The high source of the Saco ; and be- 
wildered 

In the dwarf spmce-belts off ihe Ciystal 

Hills, 

Had heard above us, like a voice in the 
cloud, 

The horn of Fabyan sounding ; and atop 
Of oldAgioochooK had s( en the mountains 
Filed to the northward, shagged with 

wood) and thick 
As meadow mole-hills, — fhe far sea of 

Casco, 

A white f^loam on the horizon of the east ; 
Fair lakes, embosomed in the woods 

and hills ; 
Moosehillock'a moontain langSy and 

Kearsarge 
Lifting his Titan forehead to the sun 1 

And we had rested nndemeath fhe oaks 
Shadowing the bank, whose gras^qdres 

are shaken 
By the perpetual beating of the falls 
Of the Wild' Ammonoosoo. We had 

tracked 

The winding Pemigewasset, overhung 
By beechon shadows, whitening down 

its rocks, 

Or lazily gliding through its intervals, 
From waving lye-fields sending np tiie 

gleam 

Of sunlit waters. We had seen the moon 
Rising behind Umhagog's eastern pines. 
Like a great Indian camp-fire ; and its 

b<'anis 

At midnight spanning with a biidge of 
silver 

The Merrimack by Uncanodnuc*s falls. 

There were five souls of us whom tray- 

el's chance 
Had thrown together in these wild 

iioi tli hills : — 
A eity law yt r, for a month escaping 
From his dull otticc, where the wearj"^ eye 
Saw only hot brick walls and close 

thronged streets, — 
BxieflesB as yet» bat with an eye to see 



Life's sunniest side, and with a heart to 
take 

Its chances all as godsends ; and Ins 

brother, 

Pale from long pulpit studies, yet re- 
taining 

The warmth and freshness of a genial 

heart, 

Whose iniiTor of the beautiful and true, 
in Man and Natiu-e, was as yet un- 
dimmed 

By dust of theologic strife, or breatb 
Of sect, or cobwebs of scholastic lore ; 
Like a clear crystal calm of water, taking 
The hue and image of o'crleaning flowers, 
Sweet hnman fiioes, white clouds of Uie 
noon, 

Slant stailight glimpses through tlm 

dewy leaves. 
And tenderest mooniise. 'Twas^ in* 

tnith, a study. 
To mark his spirit, alternating between 
A decent and professional gravity 
And an irreyerent mirthfulness, which 

often 

Laughed in the face of his divinity, 
Plucked off the sacred ephod, ^uite un* 
shrined 

The oracle, and for the pattern priest 
Left us the man. A shrewd, sagadons 

merchant, ' 
To whom the soiled sheet found in 

Crawford's inn. 
Giving the latest news of city stocks 
And siiles of cotton, had a deeper meaning 
Tlian the great presence of tlie awftu 

mountains 
Glorified by the 8anset;^and his 

daughter 

A delicate flower on whom had blown 
too long 

Those evil winds, which, sweeping from 

the ice 

And winnowing the fogs of Labrador, 
Shed their cold blight round Massachu- 
setts Bay, 

With the same breath which stivs 

Spring's opening leaves 
And lifts her half-fonued flower-hell on 
its stem. 

Poisoning our seaside atmosphere. 

It chanced 

Thatas we turned upon our homeward way, 
A drear northeastern storm came howl- 
ing np 

The valley of the Saco ; and t^ girl 
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Who bad stood with vs upon Mount 

Wabiiiu^rton, 
Her htowii ken TofBed bj the wind 

which wliirlfd 
In foists jiroun<l its sharp cold ]>iiiTia('lc, 
Who Lad joined our gay truut-tuthiiig in 

the streams 
Which UTe that giuit^t feet; whoee 

laugh was heard 
Like a binl's carol on the 5ninris« brooz*» 
Which swelled our sail amidift the lako A 

green islands. 
Shrank from its harsh, chill hreath^ and 

visibly droojK'd 
Lake a ilowcr in the froet. So, in that 

Quic't inn 

Whieh looks from Conway on the moon* 

tains piled 
Heavily af^'ainst the horiron of thr north. 
Like summer thunder-clouds, we i^^ade 

oar home : 
And while the mist hoBff over dripping 

hills, 

And the cold wind-diiTen rain-drops all 

day long 

Beat their nd mufo npon Toof and pane, 
We strove to eheer our gentle SnvawL 

The lawyer in the pauses of the storm 
Went angling down the 8aco, and, re- 
turning, 

Recounted his adventures nnd mishaps ; 
Gave us the history of his scaly clients, 
Mingling with ludicrous yet apt citations 
Of barbaroas law Latin, passages 
¥nm Izaak Walton's Angler, sweet and 
f resh 

As the ilower-akirted streams of Stafford- 
shire, 

Where, under aged trees, the southwest 

wind 

Of soft June mornings fanned the thin, 

white hair 
Of the sage fiahflr. And, if troth hetold. 
Our yonthf al oandidate fimook his ser- 
in on s, 

His comm<intarie8, articles and chmmIs, 
For the fair jiage of haman loveliness, — 
The missal of young hearts, whose sa- 
cred text 

Is rausic, its illumining sweet smiles. 
He sang the sougs she loved ; aud in 
mslow. 

Deep, earnest voice, recited many a page 

Of poetry, — the holiest, tenderest lines 
Of the sod bard of Olney, — the sweet 
^ngu, 



Simple and bsautifol as Tmth and Ni^ 
tors. 

Of him whose whitsned lodn on Kydal 

Mount 

An* lifu d >el by morning bn-**/**?* blowing 
From thegn-cn hilln, innnort4d in hislaya. 
And f^r mysell, uUniicnt to her wixh, 
1 seaidied onr landlord'a praffBred li* 

brary, — 

A weU-thiiinlMMi ntinyan, with its nios 

wood pictures 
Of scaly fiends and angels not nnlilM 

thetn, — 

Watts' unnielodioiis psafans^^Astiok 

ogy's 

jjo-Ht hulue, a musty pile of aliuanacs, 
And an old ehronic A of bonier wan 

And Indian history. And. as I rrad 
A story of the marriii^^e (»f the Chief 
Of Siiugus to the dusky Weetamoo, 
Daughter of Pasaaconaway, who dwdt 

In the old time ui»on tin- M«Triniark, 
Our fair one, in the plii\ tul ( \r n iM- 
Of her prerogjitive, — the ri^^lit ilivi?ie 
Of youlli and b(*auty, — bade us vci>,ify 
The legend, and with ready penm 
fetched 

Its plan and outlines, laughingly as- 

signing 

To each his [lart, and barring our excuses 
With absolute will. So, like the cavaliers 
Whose voices still are heard in the Eo> 

Tnanee 

Of silver-tongued Boccaccio, on the banks 
Of Amo, with soft tales of love beguiling 
The ear of langiiid beauty, plsgue-exiled 
From st^ttely Florence, we rehearsed onr 

rhymes 

To their fair auditor, and shared by turns 
Her kind approval and her playful cen- 
sors. 

It may be that these fragments owe alone 
To the fidr setting of their cirenm- 
stanoos, 

The assoeiations of time^ sceue^ and 

audience, — 
Their T)lace amid the pictures which 
fill up 

Tlie chamlxrs of my memory. Yet 1 trust 
That some, who sigh, while wandering 

in thought. 
Pilgrims of Romance o*er the olden world. 
That our hroail land, — our ■w-l^lf* 

lakes and mountains 
Piled to the clouds, — our rivers ovei^ 

hung 



Digitized by Google 



18 



THE BBIDAL OF PENNACOOK. 



By forests which have known no other 
change 

For ages, than tihe Imdding and the fall 
Of leaves, — OUT valleys lovelier than 

those 

Which the old poets sang of, — should 

but figure 
On the apocryphal chart of speculatitm 
As pastures, wood-lota, miii-sites, with 

the piivileges. 
Bights, and appurtenances, which make 

up 

A Yankee Paradise, — unsnn^:^, unknown, 
To beautiful tradition ; even their names, 
Whose uielody yet lingers like the last 
Tibmtion of the red man's re< iuiem. 
Exchanged for syllables sigiiihcaut 
Of cotton -in ill and rail-car, will look 
kindly 

Upon this ctfort to call up the ghost 
Of our dim Past, and Usten with pleased 

ear 

To the responses of the questioned bhade. 

I. THB MERRIMACK. 

O CHILD of that white-crested mountain 

whose sprin.i?^ 
Gush foi th in the shade of the cliU-eagle's 
wings, 

Down whose slopes to the lowlands thy 

wild W!it«'rs shine, 
Leaping gniy walls of rock, flashing 
through the dwarf pine. 

From that clon<l-curtainederadle so cold 

and so lone, 
From the anus of that wintry-locked 

mother of stone, 
By hills huniir with forests, through 

vales wi<le and free, 
Thy mountAin-born brightness glanced 
down to the sea 1 

UTo bridge archer] thy waters save that 

where tlie tn'es 
Stretched their long arms above thee 

and kissed in the breeze : 
Ko sound save the lapse of the waves on 

thy shon'H, 
The plunging of otters, the light dip of 

oars. 

Green -tufted, oak-shaded, by Amos- 

keaj^'s fall 
Thy twin Uncauouuucs rose stately and 



Thy Nashua meadows lay green and un- 
shorn. 

And the hills of Pentucket were tasselled 
with com. 

But thy Penuacook valley was fairer 

tnan these, 
Andgreener its grasses and taller its trees. 
Ere the sound of an axe in the forest 

had ning, 

Or the mower his scythe in the meadows 
had swung. 

In their sheltered repose looking out 

from the wood 
The haric-bnOded wigwams of Pennacook 

stood. 

There glided the com-danos^ the coun- 
cil-tire shone. 

And sgainst the red war-post the hatchet 
was thrown. 

There the old smoked in silence their 

pipes, and the yonng 
To the pike and the white-perch their 

baited lines Hung ; 
There the hoy shnped his arrows, and 

tlii-re the shy nuiid 
Wove her numy-hued baskets oudbriglil; 

wampum braid. 

0 Stream of the Mountains ! if answer 

of thine 

Conld rise firom thy waters to questum 

of mine, 

Metbinks t}ir<>ni!;h the din of thy 

thronged banks a moan 
Of sorrow would swell for the days which 

have gone. 

Not for thee tlie dull jar of the loom and 

the wheel, 
The gliding of shuttles, the ringing of 

steel ; 

But that old voice of wateis^ of bird and 

of breeze. 

The dip of the wild-fowl, the ziutliqg of 
trsesl 

n. THB BASRABA.^ 

Lift we the twilight curtains of the Ftost 
And, turning mm familiar sight and 

sound, 

Sadly and full of reveivnce let US cast 
A glance upon Tradition's shadowy 
grotuidf 
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Xied by the few pale lights whichy glim- 

mering n»und 
That diin, strange land of Eld, seem 
dyin^ fast ; 
And that which hUtoiy givet not to the 

ey<% 

The faded coloring of Time's tapstry. 
Let Fancy, with her dieam-dii)i>ed broiih, 
supply. 

Roof of bark and walls of pine, 
Through whose cliinks tUe sunbeama 
shine. 

Tracing many a golden line 

On the ample floor within ; 
Where, utM>n that earth-tloor stark, 
Lay the gaudy mats of bark. 
With the bears hide, rough and daik» 

And ,the led-deer's skin. 

Window-tracery, small and slight^ 
Woven of the willow white, 
Lent a dimly checkered light. 

And the nis^ht-stai-s glimmered down, 
When* till' lo<l_:''-tir<*'s licavy stnoke. 
Slowly tltiougli an oi>ening broke. 
In the low roof, ribbra with oak. 

Sheathed with hemlock brown. 

Gloomed liehind the rh;inj:r^less shade, 
Bv the solemn pine-wood made ; 
Throuffh the rugge*! |>alisade, 

III the open foreground planted, 
niiin]»se.s came of rowers rowing, 
Stir of 1 raves and wild-flowers blow- 

Steel-like gleams of water ilowiog^ 
In the sunlight slanted* 

Here the mighty Bashaba 

Held his iong-unouestioned sway. 

From the White Hills, far away. 

To the great sea's sounding slliDI6$ 
Chirf of chiefs, his regjd word 
All the river Sachems heard. 
At hut CiiW the war-dance stirred. 

Or was still once more. 



Nightly down the river goinfiT, 
Swift4*r was the hunter's rov^ing. 
When he saw that lodge-fire glowing 

O'er the waters still and rm ; 
And the s< jua\v*sdark<*y«* hnnn-il brightfll^ 
And she drew her hhiiik«'t ti^'htiT, 
Aa, with ([uicker step and lighter. 

From that door she fled. 

For that chu'f had niai^** skilly 
And a ranisei- s dark will. 
Over powers of good and Ul, 
Powers which bless and pow«n wMdl 

ban, — 
\S'i/ard Ion I of IV'nnaeook, 
Chiefs ni>un their war-iuith shook. 
When they met the steady look 
Of that wise dark man. 

Tales of him the gray squaw told. 
When the winter night-wind cold 
PieifiHl her blanket's thickest fold. 

And hrr ftn> honied low andsmal^ 
Till the v. ry eiiiM ulN-d, 
Drew its U'ar-skiu over head. 
Shrinking from the pale Ughte thed 

On the trembling waU. 

All the subtle spirits hiding 
lender earth or wave, abiding 
I n the cavemed rock, or riding 

Misty elouds or moniing bieen; 
Every dark intelligcih-e. 
Secret soul, au«i iutlueuce 
Of all things which outward aema 

Feel% or hear% or sees^ — 

These the wizard's skill confessed. 
At his bidding banned or blessed, 
Stormful woke or 1uI1»mI to rest 

Wind and ehuid, and tire and flood} 
Burned for him th«^ drifted snow, 
Bade through ice fresh lilies blow. 
And the leaves of smimier grow 

Over winter's wood I 

Not untnie that tale of old I 
Now, as then, the wise and bold 
All the powers of Nature hold 

Subject to their kiiii,My will ; 
From tli«' wnndei ing ernwds iushore^ 
Treading life's wiKl waters o'er, 
As upon a msrble floor, 

Mo?es the strong man sUU. 



There his spoils of chase and war. 
Jaw of woU and black bear's paw. 
Panther's skin and eagle's claw, 

Lay beside his axe and bow ; 
And, adown the roof- pole hung. 
Loosely on a snake-skin stning, 
Li the smoke his scalp-locks swung 

Grimly to and firck. 



Still, to such, life's elements 
With their sterner laws dispense^ 
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And the chain of consequence 

Broken in their pathway lies ; 
Time and change their Tasaals making, 

Flowers from icy ]»iIlows wakiu^ 
Tresses of the suiuise shaking 
Over midnight akica. 

• 

Still, to earnest souls, the ami 

Kests on towered Gibeon, ^ 
And the moon of Ajalon 
Lights the battle^gronnda of life ; 

To his aid the atrong reversea 

Hidden powers and ^]^ant forces, 
And the high stars, in their course;^ 
Mingle in his strife 1 



ni. THE DAVOHTEB. 

Thb aootrhlack browa of men, — the 

veil 

* 

Of women thronginground thcbed, — 
The t inklingcharni of ring and shell, — 
The Powah whispering o'er the 
deadl — 

AU these the Sachem'a home had 

known, 

When, on lier jounie)' long and wild 
To the dim World of Souls, alone, 
Jn her young Tteauty paaaed the mother 
of hifl child. 

Three bow-shots from the Sachem's 
dwelling 

They laid her in the walnut shade, 

When' a green hillock gently swelling 

Her fitting mound of burial niaile. 
There trailed the vine in summer hours, 
The tn>e-perched aqnirrel dropped 
his shell, — 
On velvet moi^s an<l pnle-Lued flowers. 
Woven with leaf and spray, the. softened 
sonshine fell 1 

The Indian's heart is hanl and cold» — 
It closes darkly o\'.t its care, 

Andfomied in Nature'sstemest mould, 
Is alow to feel, and strong to bear. 

The war-puint on the Sachem's face, 
Un\M't with teal's, shone Herce and 
rt^d. 

And, atill in battle or in chaae, 
Biy leaf and snow-rime crisped beneath 
Hia foremost tread. 

Yet when her name was heard no more. 
And when the robe her mother gave^ 



And small, light moccasin slie wore, 

Had slowly wasted on her grave, 
Unmarked of him the dark maida aped 
Their sunset dance arid moonlitplayj 
No other shared his lonely bed. 
No other fair young head upon his 
boeom lay. 

A lone, stem man. Yet, as sometimet 

The teniiKist-sinitteii tree receives 
From one small rout the sap which 
dimba 

Its topmost apray and crowning 

leaves, 

So from his child the Sachem drew 
A life of Love and Hope» and felt 
His cold and rugged natore through 
The softness and the wannth of her 
young being melt. 

A laugh which in the woodland rang 

Beniocking April's gladdest bird, — 
A light aTid gi aceful form which sprang 
To meet him when his step was 
heard, — 
Eyes by his lodge-fire flashing dark, 

Small ti I igers stringing bead ami shell 
Or weavingmatsof bi ight-hucd bark, — 
With these the household-god** had 
gTBG^ his wigwam weu. 

Child of the forest ! ■ — strong and free. 
Slight-robed, with loosely llowiug 
hair. 

She swam the lake or climbed the tree, 

Or struck the Hying bird in air. 
O'er the heaped drifts of winter's moon 
* Her snow-shoes tracked the hunter's 

way ; 

And dazzling in the sunnner noon 
The blade of her light oar threw oil its 
shower of spray 1 

Unknown to her the rigid nile. 

The dull restraint, the chiding frown. 
The weary torture of the school. 

The taming of wild nature down. 
Her only Ion*, the legends told 

Around tlie Ininter's fire at night ; 
Stais rose and set, and seasons rolled, 
ilowers bloouiiid and snow-llakes fell, 
unquestioned in her sight 

Unknown to her the subtle skill 
With which the artist-eye can trace 

In rock and tree and lake and hill 
The outlinea of divineat grace ; 
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Uuknown the fine soul's keen unrest, 
Which sees, admires, yet yearus 

alway ; 

Too ( losi'iy oil her mother's breast 
To note iu r smiles of love the child of 
Nature lay ! 

It is enough for snch to he 

Of common, natural tliin;:^ a part, 

To feel| with bird and stream and tree. 
The pokes of the same great heart ; 

Bnt we, from Nature long exiled 
In our (old homes of Art and 
Thoii^;lit, 

Grieve like the stranger-tended child. 
Which seeks its mother s arms, and sees 
hnt feels them not. 

The garden rose may richly bloom 

In onltnred emil and graial air 
To cloud llif li;^'ht of Fashion's room 
Or droo[) in Beauty's iinMiii'_:lit hair, 
In lonelier ^jraci', to sun and <1<'W 

The swectbrier on the hillside shows 
Its single leaf and fainter hne, 
Untnined and wildly free^ yet still a 
sister rose 1 

Thns o'er the heart of Weetamoo 
Their mingling shades of joy and iU 

The instincts of ner nature threw, — 

The savar^e wa-s a woman still. 
Midstoutlines dim of maiden schemes, 

Heart«colored proi>hecieaof life, 
Bose on the ground ot her yonng dreams 
The light of a new home, — the lorer 
and the wife. 



XT. TBX WEDDIKO. 

Cool and dark fell the autumn night, 
Bnt the Bashaba's wigwam glowed with 

light, 

For down from its roof hy green withes 

hung 

Flaring and smoking the pine-knots 
swung. 

And along the river f^reat wood-fires 
Shot into the night their long red spires, 
Showing behind the tall, dan wood. 
Flashing before on the sweeping flood. 

In the changeful wind, with shimmer 

and shade, 
KoW high, now low, that firelight played*. 



On tree-leaves wet with evening dews, 
On gliding water and still canoes. 

Til*' tmpperthat nij;ht on Tun < 's brook. 

And the weary tishcr on ( nn! .. tk. 

Saw over the mar.>hei» and iliruu^li the 
pine, 

And down on the lirer tha daaca^Ughtt 
FortheSangns Saclim had eeme to woo 

The Ha-shalKi's dan^;ht«'r Wwtamoo, 
And laid at hrr fatlu r's fcrt that ni^t 
His softest furs and wampum white. 

From the Crystal Hills to the far south- 
east 

Til'' river S iL'aniores came to the f«»nHt ; 
And chiels whu^c homeit the uma- winds 
shook. 

Sat down on the mats of Ftonaoook. 

They came from Sunapee's shore of roek. 
From the snowy sources of Suo<jgauo<-k, 
And from rougn Cote whose thick woods 
shake 

Their pine-cones in Umbagog Lake. 

From Ammonooenc*s mountain pass. 
Wild as his home^ came Chei>»'waas ; 
And the Keenompa of the iiilla which 

throw 

Their shade on the Smile of Manito. 

With pipes of pMoe and bows unstmng^ 

Glowing with paint came old and younj^. 
In wampum andfursantl feathers arrayed. 
To the dance and feast the l^haba made. 

Bird of the air an<l beast of the field, 
All which the woo<1m and waters yield, 
On dishes of birch and hemlock piled, 
Garnished and graced that banquet wild. 

Steaks of the brown bear fat and larpjo 
From the rocky sloj>esof the Ke^rsarge $ 
Delicate trout from Babboosuck brook. 
And salmon speared in the Contoocook ; 

S(juirrels which fed where nuts fell thick 
In the gravelly bed of the Otternic ; 
Andsmsll wild-hensin reedosnares cauf^t 
From the hanks of Sondagardee hroognt ; 

Pike and perch from the Suncook taken, 
Nuts from the trees of the Black Hilla 
shaken. 



Digitized by Google 



22 



THE BRIDAL OF PENNACOOS. 



CranbeiTiespickedin the Squamscot bog, 
And gi-apesnom theymes ofoscata^uog : 

And, drawn from that great stone vase 

which stands 
In the river scooped by a spirit's hands, 
Oarniahed with 8|K>ons of shell and horn, 
Stood the birclien dishes of smoking com. 

Thus bird of the air and beast of the field, 
All whieh the woods and the waters yield, 
Fui iiished in that olden day 
The bridal feast of the Bashaba. 

And merrily when that feast was done 
On the fire-lit green the dance begun. 
With squaws* shrill stave, and deeper hum 
Of old men beating the Indian drum. 

Painted and plnmed, with scalp-locks 
flowini^ 

And red arms tosdng and bla4^ eyes 

glowing. 

Now iu the light and now in the shade 
Around the fins the dancers played. 

The step was qniclvor, thesonf^ more shrill, 
And the beat of the small drumslouder still 
Whenever within the drde drew 
The Sangns Sachem and Weetamoo. 

The moons of forty wintors had shed 
Their snow upon that eldef tain's head, 
And toil and care, and battle's chance 
Bad seamed his hard dark coontenanoe. 

A fawn beside the bison grim, — 
"Why turns the bride's fond eye on him, 
In whose cold look is naught beside 
The triumph of a sullen pride t 

Ask why the graceful giape entwines 
The rough oak with her arm of vines ; 
And why the gray rock's nigged cheek 
The soft lips of the mosses seek : 

Why, with wise instinct, Katnre seems 

To harmonize her wide extremes, 

Linking the stronger with tli«' Mcak, 
The haughty with the soft and meek 1 



V. THE NEW HOME. 

A WILD and broken landscape, spiked 
with firs, 

Boughening the Ueak hari»m*8 north> 
emedgib 



Steep, cavernous hillsides, where bladlc 
hemlock spurs 
And sharp, gray splinters of the wind* 

swept ledge 
Pierced the thin-glazed ice, or bristlini; 
rose, 

Where the cold rim of the sky sank down 
upon the snows. 

And eastward cold, wide marshes 
stretched away, 
Doll, dreary flats without a bush or 

tn'o, 

O'er-crossed by icy creeks, where twice a 

day 

Gurgled the waters of the moon-struck 

sea ; 

And faint with distance came the stifled 
roar. 

The mehincholy lapse of waves on that 
low shore. 

No cheerful village with its miogling 

smokes, 

No laugh of children wrestling in the 

snow. 

No cam])-fire blazing through the hill- 
side oaks, 
Ko fishers kneeling on the Ice below ; 
Yet midst all desolate 'things of sound. 

and view, 

Tlirougli the long winter moons smiled 
durk-eyed Weetamoo. 

Her heart had found a home; andfreshly 

all 

Its beautiful affections overgrew 
Their rugged prop. As o*er some granite 

wall 

Soft \iiie-leavesopen to the moisten- 
ing dew 

And warm bright sun, the love of that 

young wife 
Found on a hard cold breast the dew 

and warmth of life. 

The steep bleak hills, Hie melancholy 

shore. 

The long dead level of the maisb he* 

tween, 

A coloring of unreal beauty wore 
Throui^ the soft golden mist of young 
love seen. 

For o'er those hills and from that di-eary 
plain, 

Nightly she welcomed home her hunter 
chief '> g'>-i tt 



Digitized by Googfe 



THE BRIDAL OF PENNACOOIL 



23 



No warmth of heart, no passionato burst 
of leeliug, 
Bepaid her welcoming smile and part- 
ing kiss, 

fond and playful dalliance half con- 
ceal lug, 

Under the gnise of mirtli, its tender- 

Ba^ in th«'ir steady the warrior's settled 

pridf, 

And vauily s pleased suiile with homage 
satisfied. 

Enough for Wectamoo, tli;il slio n]ono 
Sat on his mat and slumbered at his 
side ; 

That he whose lame to her yoang ear 

had llowii 
Now looked upon her proudly as lii« 
bride ; 

That he whose name the Mohawk trem- 

l>linj^ heard 
YouchsafVil to her at times a kindly look 
or word. 

For she had learned the maxims of her 

Which teach the woman to become a 
slave 

And feel herself the pardonless disgraoe 
Of lore s fond weakness in the wise 

and bnive, — 
The scandal and the shame which they 
incur, 

Who give to woman all which man le- 
qoirssof her. 

So passed the winter moons. The sun 
atkst 

Broke link by link the frost chain of 

the rills, 

And the warm breathings of the south- 
west passed 
Over the hoar rime of the Sangos hills, 
The gi-ay and donolate marsh grew green 

once more, 
And the birch-tree's trtnnulous shade fell 
round the Sachem's door. 

Then from far Pennacook swift runners 

came, 

With gift and greeting for the Saugns 
chief ; 

Beseeching, liim in the great Sachem's 

nanip, 

That, with the comii^^ of the ilower 
and leaf. 



The sonff of birds, the warm breeze and 
the rain. 

Young Weetamoo might greet her lonsly 
aire agsin. 

And Winnepurkit called hia chiefs to- 
gether. 

And a grave oooncil in his wigwam 

met. 

Solemn and brief in words, considering 
whether 

The rigid rules of forest etiquette 

Pemiitte<l Wootamoo once nu»re to look 
U|>on her father's face and green'bauked 
Tenuacouk . 

With interlude* of pipe-cmolEe and 

stronj^ water, 
The forest sages pondered, and at 
length, 

Concluded in a body to escort her 
Up to her father^s home of pride and 

stren^jth, 

impressing thus on Pennacook a sense 
Of Winneporkit*8 power and regal oon* 
sequence. 

So thronph old woods which Aukeeta- 
nut's hand, 
A softand many-shaded greenness lent, 

Over high Vtreezy hills, and meadow land 
Yellow with itlowers^ the wild proces- 
sion went, 

Till, rolling down its wooded banks be* 

tWtrll, 

A hiuad, clear, mountain strean^ tilS 
Merrimack was seen. 

The hunter leaning on his how undrawn. 
The fisher lounging on the pebbled 

shores. 

Squaws in the clearing dropping the 
seed-corn. 
Young children peering through the 

wig>vam doors, 
Saw witli delight, surrounded by her 

train 

OfpaintedSaugushraTea^theur Weetamoo 
a^dn. 



VI. AT PENNACOOK. 

The hills are dearest which our childish 

feet 

Uavc climbed the earliest; and the 
streams most sweet 
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Are ever thoM at whicli our young lips 
drank, 

Stoopi'd to their waien o*er the gnaey 

bank : 

Midat the oold dreary sea-wmteh, Home's 

hearth-light 
Shines ronnd tlio helmsman plunging 

through the night ; 
And still, with inward eye, the trareller 

sees 

In dose, dark, struiger streets his native 
trees* 

The home-sick diesmer's brow is nightly 
fimned 

By hroezos whispprintj of his native land, 
And on the straugur'a dim and dying 
eye 

The soft, sweet pictures of his child- 
hood lie. 

Jay then for Weetamoo, to sit once more 
A child upon her &ther^s wiffwam floor t 
Once more with her old fondness to be- 

giiile 

from his cnld eye the strange light of a 
smile. 

The long bright days of summer swiftly 

passed. 

The dry leaves whirled in autumn's ris- 
ing blast, 

And evening cloud and whitening sun- 
rise rime 

Told of the coming of the winter-time. 

Bat vainly looked, the while, young 

Weetamoo, 
PowTithe (laik river for her chiefs canoe ; 
No dusky nies.seiiger from Saugus brought 
The grateful tidings which the young 

wife sought. 

At length a rminer from lier father sent, 
To Winnepurkit's bca-cooled wigwam 
went : 

"£s^ of Saogos, — in the woods ihe 

dove 

Mourns for the shelter of thy wings of 
love." 



** If now no more a mat for her is found 
Of all which line her &ther^8 wigwam 
round. 

Let Pennaeook call out his warrior train, 
And send her back with wampum gifts 
again." 

The IwilHed runner tanied upon his track. 
Bearing the words of Winnepurkit bac k. 
" JDog of the Marsli," cried Tennacouk, 
<* no more 

Shall child of mine ait on his wigwam 
floor. 

" Gk), — let him seek some meaner squaw 
to spread 

Tlie stolen hear-skin of his beggar's l>ed : 
Son of a tish-hawk 1 — let him dig his 

clams 

For some vile daughter of the Agawams, 

' - Or coward Nipmucks ! — may his scalp 
dry bUck 

In Mohawk smoke, before I send her 

baek." 

He sliook his clenched hand towards the 

oeean Avuve, 
W'liile hoarM3 aii^cut his listening coun- 
cil gave. 

Alas poor bride 1 — can thy grim sirs 

impart 

His iron hardness to thy woman's heart t 

Or cold self-torturing pride like his atono 
For love denied and fife's 
flown I 



warm heantgr 



On Antnmn*s nay and moomftil grave 

the sndw 

Hung its white wreaths ; with stifled 

voice and low 
The river crept, by one vast bridge o'er- 
crossed. 

Built by the hoar-locked artisan of Frost. 

And many a J^Ioon in l»eauty newly bom 
Pierced the red sunset with her silver 

horn, 

Or, from tlie east, across her azure field 
Rolled the wide brightness of her full- 
orbed shield. 



But the dark chief of Saugus turned aside 1 Yet "Winnepurkit came not, — on the mat 
In the grim anger of hanl-hearted ]>ride ; \ Of the scorned ^vife ht»r dusky rival sat ; 



bore her as became a chidtaiu's 
daughter. 

Dp to her £ome beside the gliding water. 



And lie, the w iiile, in Western wooils afar, 
Urged the long chase, or trod the jmth 
of war. 
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Dry up thy tears, yoimg daughter of a 
chief I 

"Waste not onliini the sacredness of grief ; 

Be the iien^o sjurit of thy sii"e thine own, 
His lips of scomijig, aud iiiii heart of stuue. 

What heeds th6 wanior of a hundred 

fights, 

The stonii-woru wat( her through long 

huniiiig iiights, 
Cold, cmfty, proad of womsa's weak 

distress, 

Her home-hound grief and pining lone- 

liuess ? 



TIL THB DBPAJtnnUB.. 

The wild March mius hatl fallen fast and 
long 

The snowy mountai ns of the Northamon^, 
Making each vale a watercoune^ — each 
hill 

Bright with the cascade of some new- 
made rilL 

Gnawed by sunheams, softened by 

the rain, 

Heaved underneath hy the swollen enr- 

rent's strain, 
The ice-bridge yielded, and the Merri- 
mack 

Bore the huge min enthing down its 
track. 

On that strong tnrbii] water, n small lK)at 
Guided by one weak hand wob aeen to 
float; 

Evil the fate which loosed it from the 

shore. 

Too early voyager with too frail an oar 1 

Down the vexed centre of that rushing 

tide, 

The tliick huge ice-blocks threatening 

either side, 
The foam-white rocks of Amoskesg in 

viow, 

With arrowy swiftness sped that light 

cauoe. 

The trapper, moistening his moosf's m< at 
On the wet bank by Unranoonnc's f< < t, 
Saw the swift boat flash down the trou- 
bled stream — 
Slept he, or waked he f — was it truth 
or dream f 



The straining eye bant fearfully hcfon^ 
The small hand clenching on the oseleaa 

oar. 

The beail-wrought blanket tmiling o*er 

the water — 
He knew them all — woa Ibr tlM Saebem'a 

daughter I 

Sick anil aweary of her lom-ly lilV, 
Heedleiiti of (lenl the still faillifui wife 
Had left her roother^s grave, her father's 

door. 

To seek the wigwam of her chief onoe 
more. 

Down the white lapids like a sear leaf 

wliii liil, 

On the simp rocks aud pilud-up ioes 

huriid, 

Empty and broken, dnded the canoe 
In the wxrd jk^I below — but^ whan 
was Weetamoo f 



Tin. 80NO or INDIAN WOHEN. 

The Dark eye has left us. 

The 8priug-binl lias Uown ; 
On the pathway of spirits 
She wanders alone. 
The a^ng of the wood -dove has died on 

our shoi-e, — 
Mai wmek kunna-m/onec / ^ — We hear 
it no more I 

0 dark water Si)irit ! 

We cast on tliy wave 
These fnrs which may never 
Hang over her gnive ; 
Bear down to th*' lost one the robes that 
she wore, — 

Mat totmek kunita-morml — "We see her 
no more t 

Of the stnmgf land she walks in 

Ko i'owah has told : 
It may bum with the sunshine, 
Or freeze with the cold. 
Let us give to our lost one the robes that 
she wore, 

Mai wmek Ikunna-monM I — We see her 
no more 1 

The path she is treading 

Sliall soon be oiir own ; 
Each gliding in shadow 

Unseen and alone I — 
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In TBln shall we call on the BOfols gone 

before, — 

Mai toonck kunna-mome J — They hear 
na no more ! 

O mighty Sowanna ! ^ 

Thy gateways uulold, 
From thy wigwam of sunset 
Lift curtains of gold ! 
Take home the x>oor Spirit whose journey 
is o'er, — 

Mat voonck kunna-numee I — We see her 
. no morel 



So sang the Children of the Leaves beside 
The broad, dark riv( r'scoldly llowiiigtide, 
iJow low, now hai-jsli, with sob-like 

pause and swell. 
On the high wind their voicesTose and fell. 
Nature's wild music, —> sounds of wind* 

swept trees, 
The scream of biida, the wailing of the 



The roar <jf waten^ steady, deep^ and 

strong, — 

Mingled and murmured in that farewell 

fiOUg. 



LEGENDARY. 

1846. 



THE MEfiRIHACK. 

[" The Indians speak of a beautiful river, far 
Id the south, which they call Menimafik." — 

Smm DE MoKTs : 1601] 

Stream of my fatlurs ! sweetly still 
The suujst^t rays thy valley iill ; 
Poured slantwise down the long c^efile, 
Wave^ wood, and spiie bmeath them 

Kinile, 

I see the winding Powow fold 
The green hill in its belt of gold. 
And foUowing down its wavy line. 
Its sparkling waters blend with thine. 
Tliore 's not a tree upon thy side, 
Nor rock, which thy returning tide 
As yet hath left abrupt and stark 
Above thy evening water-maik ; 
Ko calm cove with its rot ky hern, 
No isle whose eniemkl swells U gcm 
Thy broad, smooth current ; not a sail 
Bowed to the freshening ocean gale ; 
"No small boat with its busy oars, 
Nor frray wall slopiiif? to thy shores ; 
Nor tanu-honse with it^ maple shade, • 
Or ri<^'id poplar colonnade. 
But lies distinct and full in sight. 
Beneath this gush of sunset light. 
Centuries af(o, that harbor-bar, 
Stretching its length of foam afar, 
And Salisbury's beach of shining sand. 
And yonder island's wave-smoothed 
straml, 

6aw the adveutuier's tiny saU^ 



Flit, stooping from the eastern gale ;^ 
And o'er these woods and waters broke 
The cheer from Britain's hearts of oak. 
As brightly on the voyager's eye, 
Weary of forest, sea, and sky. 
Breaking the dull continuous wood, 
The Merrimack rolled down his lloud ; 
Mingling that clear pellucid brook, 
Which channels vast Agioochook 
When spiing-time's sun and shower un- 
lock 

The frozen fountains of the rock. 
And more abundant waters given 
From that ]>ure lake, "The Smile of 

Heaven," 2« 

Tributes from vale and mountain-side, — 
With ocean's dark, etmial tide t. 

On yoniler rocky cnpe, which braves 
'i'lie stormy cliailenge of the waves^ 
Midst tangled vine and dwarfish wood. 
The hardy Anglo-Saxon stood, 
IMantinf^ npon the topmost crag 
The stair of England's battle-lla<r ; 
And, while fiom out its heavy t'ohl 
Saint George's crimson cross unrolled. 
Midst roll of drum and trumpet blar^ 
And weapons brandishing; in air, 
He gave to that lone promontory 
The sweetest name in nil his story 
Of her, the flower of Islam's daughters, 
Whose haiems look on Stamboul's 
watei-K, — 

Who, when the chance of war had l>ouud 
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The Moslem chain his limbs around, 
Wreathed o'er with ailk that iron chain, 
Soothed with her smiles hia hours of 

pain, 

And fondly to her youthful slave 
A dearer gift than needom gata* 

But look ! — the j-ellow light no more 
^treauu down on wave and verdant 
shoi-e ; 

And cleaiiy on the cahn air sweila 

The twilii^ht voice of distant bolls. 
From Ocean's bosom, wliitt; and thin, 
The mists come slowly rolling in ; 
Hills, woods, the river'e rocky rim. 
Amidst the sea-like vapor swim, 
While yonder lonely coast-lit^ht, set 
Within its wave-washed minaret, 
Half (quenched, a beam less star and pale, 
Shinea dimly through its cloudy veil 1 

Home of my fathers ! — T liave stfv»d 
Where Hudson rolled his lordly Hood : 
Seen snnrise rest and sunset Cade 
Along his frowning Palisade ; 
Looked down the .ipalachiaa peak 
On Juniata's silver streak; 
Have seen along his vallev gleam 
The Mohawk's softly winding stream ; 
The level light of sunset shine 
Through broad Potomac's liem of pine ; 
And autumn's rainlxjw-tinted banner 
Hang lightly o'er the Susi|nehanna ; 
Yet wheresoe'er his step might be, 
Thy wandering child looked baok to 
thee ! 

Heard in his dreams thy river's sound 
Of marmuring on its pebhly bound, 

The nnf(»gott<>.n swell and roar 
Of waves on thy familiar shore ; 
And saw, amidst the curtained gloom 
And (juiet of his lonely room. 
Thy sunset scenes before him pass ; 
As, in Agrip|>a's magic gliuss. 
The loved and lost arose to view, 
iJemembered groves in greenness grew. 
Bathed still in chiltmood'a morning 
* dew. 

Along whosf> bowers of beauty swept 
"Whatever Memonr's mourners wept. 
Sweet faces, which the chamel kept, 
Yonng, gentle eyes, which long had 

slept ; 

And while the gazer leaned to trace, 
More near, some dear familiar face. 
He wept to find the vision flown, — 
▲ phantom and a dream alone 1 



THE NOliSEMEN 

Gift from the cold and silent Put t 

A relic to the present cast ; 
Left on the cver*changing strand 
Of shifting and nnstaSle sand, 

Whi« h wastes beneath the st^idy chima 

And Ix'atingof the wav<'s of Time ! 
Wiio from its Iwd of primal ri»< k 
First wrenched thy dark, uunhaiiely 
hlockf 

Wliose hand, of curious skill nntaupht. 
Thy rode and savage outline wrought f 

The waters of my native stream 

Are glancing in the sun's warm beam ; 
From Kiiil-urge<l keel and ila.shing oar 
Tie' circli s widen to its shore : 
And cultured li«'ld and peopled town 
Slope to its willowed margin down. 
Yet, whilethismorning Kreezeis hrin^ping 
The home-life sound of school-beUa ring- 
ing, 

And rolling wheel, and rapid jar 
Of the fire- winged and steedless ear^ 

And voices from the wayside near 
Come (juick and blended on my ear, 
A s]Mdl is in this old gray stone, — 
My thoughts are with the Past alone I 

A chanrje ! — The Rtee]>led town no more 

Stretches along the sail-thronginl shore : 

Like palace-domes in sunset's cloud. 

Fade sun-gilt spire and mansion prtrad : 

Spectrally rising where they stoodf 

1 see the old, jirinu'val wood : 

Dark, shadow- like, on either hand 

I see its solemn waste expand : 

It elimhs the green and cultured hill. 

It arches o't r the valley's rill ; 

And leans from cliff and crag, to throw 

Its wild arms o'er the stream below. 

I nchanged, alone, the same bright river 

Flows on, as it will flow forever 1 

I listen, and I hear the low 

Soft ripple where its waters go ; 

I hear Dehind the panther's cry. 

The wild-bird's scream goes thrilling hj. 

And shyly on the river's brink 

The deer is stooping down to drink. 

But hark ! — from wood and rock flung 

back, 

What sound comes ii]) the ^lerrimack ? 
What sea-worn barks are those which 
throw 

The Ught spray firom each rushing prow ' 



Digitized by Google 



1 



28 LEGENDABT. 



Have they not in the Nortli Sea's blast 
Bowed lo the waves the btiuiiiiug mast ? 
Their frozen sails the low, pale sun 
Of Thule's night has shone niK>n ; 
Flapped by the sea-wind's gnsty sweep 
Hound icy drii't, and headland steep. 
Wild Jutland's wives and Lochlin's 
daughters 

Ha\'e watriicdtlieiiifatlingo'cT the waters, 
I>essciiin;4lhioU'_rli dri vi n:;- mist and spray, 
Like white- winged aea- buds on theii* way ! 

Onward they glide, — and now I view 
Their iron-ann< il and stalwart crew j 
Joy glistens in each wild blue eye, 
Turned to green earth and summer sky : 
Eadh broad, seamed breast has cast asule 
Its cuiiilK'niif]^ vest of shaggy hide ; 
Bared to the sun and soft warm air, 
Streams back the Noi'semen's yellow haii-. 
I see the irleam of axe and spear, 
The sound of smitten shields I hear. 
Keeping a hnrsh and fitting time 
To Saga's chant, and Kuuic rhyme ; 
Snch uys as Zetland's Scald has sung, 
WiB gray and naked isles among ; 
Or muttered low at midnight hour 
Round Odin's mossy stone of ]>ower. 
The wolf beneath the Arctic moon 
Has answered to that startling rone ; 
The Gael has lu'ard its stormy swell, 
The liglit Frank knows its summons well; 
lona's sable-stoled C'uldee 
Has heard it sounding o'er the sea. 
And swept, with hoary beard and hair. 
His altai''8 foot in trembling prayer 1 

T is past, — the *wildering vision dies 
In darkness on my breaming eyes I 

The forest vanishes in air, 
Ilill-slojie ami vale lie st^ukly Itare ; 
1 hear the common tread of men, 
And hum of work-day life again : 
The mystic rulic seems alone 
A broken mass of common stone ; 
And if it be the chiselled limh 
Of Berserker or idol grim, — 
A fragment of Valhalla's Thor, 
Tlie stomy Viking's god of War, 
^r Pniga of the lUmic lay, 

r love-awakening Siona, 
« know not, — for no sraTen line^ 
Nor Dniid mark, nor Knnie sign, 
Is left me here, by which to trace 
Its name, or origin, or ijlace. 
Yet, for this vision of tne Past^ 
This ghuMse upon its daAneaa cast. 



My spirit bows in gratitude 

Before the Giver of ail good. 

Who &shioned so the human mind,* 

That, from the waste of Time behind 

A sini])le stone, or mound of earth. 
Can summon the departed lorth j 
Quicken the Past to life again, — 
The Present lose in w luit luith been. 
And in their primal freslmess show 
The buried forms of long ago. 
iVs if a 2>ortion of that Thought 
By which the Eternal will is wrought^ 
Whose impulse fills uimw withhrea^ 
The frozen solitude of Death, 
To mortal mind were sometimes len^ 
To mortal musings sometimes sent, 
To \\ hisper — even when it seems • 
Rut Memory's fantasy of dreams — 
Through the mind's waste of woe and 
sin. 

Of an immortal origin I 

CASSANDRA SOUTllWICK. 
1658. 

To the Go<l of all sure mercies let Wj 

blessing rise to-day. 
From the scoffer and the cruel He hath 

plucked tihte spoil away, — 
Yea, He wlio cooh d the furnace around 

the I'aithful three. 
And tamed the Chaldean lions, hath set 

his handmaid free I 

Last night I saw the sunset melt througli 

my pnson bars. 

Last night across my damp earth-floor 
fell the jwle gleam of stars ; • 

In the coldness and the darkness all 
through the long night-time, 

My grated casement whitened with au- 
tumn's early nme. 

Alone, in that dark sorrow, hoar after 

hour crept by ; 
Star after star looked palely in and sank 

adown the sky ; 
No sound amid night's stillness, save that 

which seemed to be 
The dull and heavy beating of the pulses 

of the sea ; 

All night I sat unsleeping, for I knew 

that on the morrow 
The ruler and the cruel priest would mook 

me in my sonow, 
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Dnigg(>d to tlu ir place of market, and 

barj^aineJ for and sold, 
Like a lauib before the sliaiublcfi^ like a 
iieifer from the fold t 

0, the weakness of tlie flesh was there, — 

the shrinking and the shame : 
And the low voice of the Tempter like 

whispers to me came : 
" Why sit'st tliou thus forlornly 1 " the 

wicked munnur said, 
"Damp walls thy bower of heaaty, cold 

earth thy maiden bed t 

** Where be the smiling faces, and voices 

soft and sweet. 
Seen in thy faHier's dwelling, heard in 

the |)h'u>uint street ? 
Where be the youths whose glances, the 

snmmer Sabbath through, 
Tamed tenderly and tunidly Uito thy 

&ther's pew i 

*<Why rifat thoa here, Qumndnf — 

PJethink thee with what mirth 
Thyhappy sehoohnates <;!itheraroundthe 

warm bright hearth ; 
How the crimfltm shadows tremble on 

foreheads white and fair, 
On eyes of merry girlhood, half hid in 

golden hair. 

"Iffotfor thee the henrth-fire brightens, 
not for thee kindwordsure s|K)keii, 

Not for thee tlie nutij of Wenhain woods 
by laugliing boys are broken, 

Ko first-fruits of the orchard within thy 
lap are laid, 

for thee no tlowers of autumn the youth- 
ful hunters braid. 

** 0, weak, delude<l maiden I — by crazy 
fancies led, 

Witii wild and raving railcrs an evil path 
• to trt.>ad ; 

To leave a wholesome worship, and teach* 
in^ pure and sound ; 

And mate wiih maniac women, loose- 
haired and sackcloth bound. 

"Mad scoffers of the ])ri< sthood, who 

mock at things divine, 
Who ml against the pulpit, and holy 

bread and wine ; 
Sore from tlieir cart-tail scoui^gingl^ and 

from the ])illory lame, 
Bejoicing in their wretchedness, and 

glorying in their ahama. 
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I "And wlint a fate awaita tooe 

toiling slave, 
Drugging the slowly lengthening chain 

uf bondage to the giave ! 
Think of thy woman's nature, subdued 

in hojK'less thrall. 
The easy prey ot any, the scoti uid bcom 
ofalll". 

0, ever as the Ti nii>ter spoke, and feebia 

Nature's fears 
Wrung drop by drop the scalding flow 

of unavailing teai% 
I wrestled down the evil thr)n^hts, and 

strove in silent prayer, 
T» M, O Helper of the weak 1 that 

Thoa indeed wert there 1 

I thought of Paul and Silas, within 

rhilippi's cell. 
And how from Tetcr H shaping limba the 

prison-shai-kli'S fell, 
Till I seemed to hear the tnuiing of an 

angel's robe of white. 
And to feel a blemad preaeiioa Invlaible 

tosi^ 

Bless the Lord for all his mercies I — for 
til • pr.i( e and love I felt, 

Like dew of llernum's holy hill, npcn 

mv spirit n)elt ; 
When ••Get behind me, Satan!" was 

the language of my hearty 
And I felt the Kvil Tempter with all his 

doabta depart. 

£Qow broke the gray cold morning ; again 

tlie sunshine fell. 
Flecked with the sha<le of ItarandgTKto 

within my lonely cell ; 
The hoar>froet melted on the wall, and 

upward irciu the street 
Came careless lau;_')i ai:<l idle word, and 
tread of passing feet. 

At length the heavy bolts fell back, my 

door was open east, 
And slowly at the sheritfs side, up the 

long street I passed ; 
I heard the murmur round me, and felt^ 

but dared not see, 

How, from every door and window, the 
people gazed on me. 

And doubt and fear fell on me, ahamo 

burneil u]>on niy eheek, 
Swam earth and sky around me, my 
trembling limbs grew weak : 
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O Lord ! support thy handmaid ; and 
from her bodI cast out 
The fear of man, which brings a snare, — 
the weakness and the doubt." 

Then the dreary shadows scattered, like 
a cloud in mominff*8 breexe» 

And a low (!('<']> voicp witnin mo seemed 
whis]>t ring words like these : 

•* Though thy earth be as the iron, and 
tliy heaven a brazen wall, 

Tmst still Mis loving-kindness whose 
power is over alL" 

We paused at length, where at my feet 

the sunlit waters broki^ 
Onglariiif^ reach of shining beach, and 

shingly wall of rock ; 
The merchant-ships lay idly there, in 

hard clear lines on high. 
Tracing with rope and slender spar their 

network on the sky. 

And there were ancient citizens, cloak - 

wrapjied and grave and cold, 
And grim and stout sea-captaius'With 

faces bronzed and old. 
And on his horse, with Bawson, his cruel 

clerk at hand, 
Sat dark and haughty' Endicott, the 
ruler of the laud. 

And poisoning with his evil words the 
ruler's ready ear, 

The priest leaned o'er his saddle, with 
laugh and scoff and jeer ; 

It stirred my soul, and from my lips the 
seal of silence hroke, 

As if through woman's weakness a warn- 
ing spirit spoke. 

I died, **The Lord rohnke thee, thou 

smiter of the nn ek, 
Thou robber of the righteous, thou trsm- 

pler of the weak ! 
Go light the dark, cold h. arth-stones,' — 

go turn the i>risou lock 
Of the poor hearts thou liast hunted, thou 

wolf amid the flock I" 

Dark lowered the brows of Endicott, 

and with a deej)er red 
(^er Bawson's wine-empurpled cheek the 

flush of anger spread ; 
" Good people," quoth the white-li]>pf'd 

priest, " heed not her words so wild, 
Her Master speaks within her, — the 

Devil owns hisohildl" 



But gray heads shook, and young brows 

knit, the while the sheriff read 
That law the wicked rulers agaioBt the 

poor have wade, 
Who to their house of Rimmou and idol 

priesthood bring 
No bended knee of worship, nor gainfbl 

offering. 

Then to the stout tea-captsiins the- dier- 

iff, turning, said, — 

"Which of ye, worthy seamen, will ttks 
tliis Quaker maid ? 

in the Isle of fair liarhadoes, or on Vir- 
ginia's shore, 

You may hold her at a higher price tliSB 
Indian girl or Moor." 

Orim and sflent stood the captains ; and 

when again he cried, 
" Speak out, my worthy seamen I "-^ no 

voice, no sign replied ; 
But I felt a hard hand press my own, 

and kind words met my ear, — 
" God bless thee, and preserve the^ my 

gentle girl and dear I " 

A wdght seemed lifted from my heaxl^ — 

a pitying friend wiis nigh, 
I felt it in his hard, rough hand, and saw 

it in his eye ; 
And when again the sheriff spoke^ that 

voice, so kind to me, 
Growled back its stonny answer like the 
roaring of the sea, — 

"Pile my ship with bars of silver, — pack 

with coins of Spanish gold, 
From keel-piece up to deck-plank, the 

loomage of ner hold. 
By the living God who made me I — I 

would sooner in your buy 
Sink ship and crew and cai*go, than bear 

this child away t " 

" Well ansM-ered, worthy captain, shame 

on tlieir cruel laws ! ** 
Ran through the crowd in mumraishmd 

the i>eople*8 just applause. 
Like the herdsman of Tekoa, in Israel 

of old, 

Shall we see the poor and righteous again 
for silver soldi" 

I looked on bauehty Endicott ; with 

weaiwn half-way drawn. 
Swept round the throng his lion ^sie of 
^ bitter hate and scorn ; 
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8*1010617 he drew his bridle'-nlllf ud 

turned in silence batik, 
A Tid sneering priest and bafiled clerk rode 
murmuiing in his track. 

Uard after them the sheriiT looked, in 

bitteraeas of soul ; 
TFhrice smote his stulF the ground, 

and crushed his parclmx-iit roll. 
**Good friends," he said, " sinee \>oih 

have lied, the ruler and the priest. 
Judge ve, if from their farther wotk I 

be not wdl ideaaed.'' 

Xx>ud was the cheer which, fall and 

clear, swept round the silent bay, 
Aa» with kind words and kinder looka, 

lit' ba<l(' me go my way ; 
For He who turus the couraea of the 

strounlet of the glen. 
And the river of great waters, had turned 

tiie hearts of men. 

O, at that honr the rerj evCh seemed 

chained beneath my eye, 
A holler wonder rouni> me rose the bloc 

walls of the sky, 
A lovelier light on rock and hill and stream 

and woodland lay. 
And softer lajrsed on sunnier MUlds the 

waters of the bay. 

Thank^Vtng to tlie Lord of life I — to 

Hinj all praises 
Who from the hands of e\al men hath 

set his handmaid free ; 
All praise to Him before whose power 

the mi^jfhty are afraid, 
Who takes tli<> I- 1 ally in the snaie which 
for the poor is laid 1 

Sing^ O my soul, rejoicingly, on even- 
ing's twilight calm 

Uplift the loud thanksgiving, — pour 
. forth the grateful (tsalm ; 

Let all dear hearts with me r^oioe^ as 
did the saints of oM, 

When of the Lonl's good aogcl the res- 
cued Peter told. 

And weep and howl, ye evil priests and 

mighty men of wrong. 
The Lord shall smite the proud, and lay 

his hand upon the strong. 
Woe to the wicked mleia in his avenging 

hour ! 

Woe to the wolves who seek the flocks to 
raveu and devour i 



But let the hnml)l<» onm arias^ — the 

jwor in heurt be glad. 
And Ipt the monming ones agda witt 

rolK?H of praisi" U* «'l-'wl, 
for H<- ^v!l<) roolrd the fumsoe, and 

sniouihed the stonny wave. 
And tamttd the Clialdean lions, is mighty 

Still to save 1 



FUNEKAL IEEE OF THE SOKOKML 

i7r.6. 

AimrrVT) Rebago's lonely lake 
Then* lingt rs not a bn-t-ze to break 
The uarixjr which ila waters make. 

The solemn pines along its shore. 

The tire whi. h hang its gray rocks o'er» 

Are painted on iln ghtsby iioor. 

The son looks o*er, with hazy eye, 
Tlie snowy mountain -tops which lie 
Piled coldly up against Uie sky. 

Daaliiigand white I ss;vewlieredie bleak. 
Wild wuds heve beied some splintering 

p<*ak. 

Or snow-slide left its dusky streak. 

Yet green an Saoo's banks ].. l..w. 
And Ixdts of spruce and < <'<lar sjiow. 
Dark Cringing round those uuues of snow. 

The earth hath felt the breath of springs 

Though yet on her di liverer's wing 
The lingoing frosts of winter ding. 

Fresh grasses fringe the meadQfW*1llllQk% 
And mUdly from its sunny nooks 
The bine eye of the violet looks. 

And otlors from the springing grass, 
The sweet birch and the sassafraa, 
Upon the acaroe-felt breeses pass. 

Her tokens of renewing c^re 
Hath Nature scattered everywhere 
In bnd and flower, and warmer air* 

Rut in their hour of Intteriiess, 
What reck the broken Sokokiii, 
Beside their skugfatered chief, of this f 

Tlie turfs red stain is yet undried, — 
Scarce have the vleath-shot echoes died 
Along Sebogo's wooded side : 
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And silent now the hunters stand. 
Grouped darkly, where a swell of land 
Slopes upward fiom tlie lake's white 
fland. 

Fin and the axe hsvie swept H hare^ 

Save one lone heech, nndosing there 
Its light lesres iu the remai air. 

With grave, cold looks, all sternly mute, 
Th(^ nrcak the damp tuif at its foot, 
^d haie its coiled and twisted root 

They heave the stubboni trunk aside, 
The firm roots from the earth divide^ — 
The lent beneath yawns dark and wide. 

And there the fallen chief is laid. 
In tasselled gai bs of skius ari-ayixl. 
And gilded with his wampom-nsld. 

Tlie silver cross he loved is pressed 
Beneath the heavy aims, which rest 
Upon his scaned and ni^ed hreast 

T is done : tlie roots are barkward sent, 
The becclicii-tree stands up nnlx;nt^ — 
The Indian's htting monument 1 

When cf that sleeper's broken race 

Tlieir j^^een and plesisant (h\ elliiifj-j>lace 
Which knew them once, retains no trace ; 

O, long may sunset's light be shed 

As now ulKtn that Ix-ech's head, — , 
A green memorial of the dead J 

There shall his fittiiif; requiem he^ 

In northern wiruls, that, cold and bee. 

Howl nightly in that funeral tree. 

To their wild wail the waves whichhreak 
Forever roand that lonely lake 
A solemn undertone shall make 1 

And who shall doem the snot unblest. 
Where Nature's yonnger cmldivn rest, 
LidledontheirsoRowingmothei^sbresst t 

Deem ve tliat mother loveth less 
Iliese DTonaed fonns of the wildemess 
She foldeth in her long caress f 

As sweet o'er them her wild-flowers 
blow 

As if with fiurer hair and brow 
the Uue-cyed fiaaum slept helow. 



What though the places of their rest 
No pric^stly knee liath ever pieasedy — 
JSo ranerai rite nor prayer hathbLessadt 

What though the bi^'ot's ban be there. 
And thouglits of waiiing and des|utir. 
And cursing in the place of prayer I 

Yet III aven hath angels wateliing round 
The Indian's lowliest forest-mound, — 
And they have made it holy ground. 

Th ere eeases man's frail judgment ; all 
iiis ix)werkiss bolts of cursing fall 
Unheeded on that grassy pall. 

0, peeled, and hunted, and reviled. 
Sleep on, <Iaik tt iiant of the wild ! 
Great isatuie owns her siinx'le child ! 

And Nature's God, io whom alone 

The Rf'cret of the licurt is known, — 
The hidden language traced thereou ; 

Who from its many eumberings 

Of form and erecd, and outward thin|pB^ 

To light the naked spirit brings ; 

Kot with our partial eye shall scan, 
Nqt with our pride and scorn ahaO 

ban. 

The spirit of our brother man 1 

ST. JOHN. 
1047. • 

** To the winds give our banner t 

IJear honiewanl again !** 
Cried the Lord of Acadia, 

Ciied Charles of Esticnne ; 
From the prow of his shallop 

He ga/'Cd, as the son, 
Fnun its bed in the ocean. 
Streamed up the St. John. 

0*er the Uue western waters 

That shallop had passed, 
WIk'Io the niisf s of renolisoot 

Clun^ damp on her mast. 
Bt. Saviour had looked 

On the heretic sail, 
As the songs of tlie HugueDOt 
Bose on the gale. 

The pole^ ghostly fslhers 
Banembered her weUr 
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And had cursed hor while failing. 

With taper and bellj 
But the men of Konhcgan, 

Of Papists abhorn-d, 
Ha<i wcii'oincd mid feasted 
The heretic Lord. 

They had loaded hia shallop 

With dun-lish and ball, 
With storos for liis hirder, 

And strcl lor his walL 
Peror(iuid, from her haitioiis 

And turrets of .stone, 
Hail w.-lcotnci! Ids coming 

Witii banner and gun. 

And the prayers of the elders 
Had followed his way, 

As homeward In- ^dided, 

Down rcntccost Hay. 
O, w ell 8i>e»l La Tour ! 

For, in peril and pain. 
His lady kept watch, 

J? or lua comii^ again. 

O'er the Isle of the Phfasixnt 

The morning sun .shone. 
On the plane-trees which shaded 

The shores of St. John. 
"Now, why from 3^on battlements 

Speaks not my love 1 
Why waves there no banner 

My fortreas aboye f " 

Dark and wild, from lii.s deck 

St. Estienne gazed al>out. 
On fiie-wastetl dwellings. 

And silent redoubt ; 
From the low, shattered walls 

Which the ilanie had o'emui^ 
There lloated no banner, 

There thundered no gim I 

But beneath the low arch 

Of its doorway there stood 
A pale priest of Home, 

In his cloak and his hood. 
With the bound of a lion, 

La Tour spran^j to land. 
On the throat of the Papist 

He fastened his hand. 

"Speak, son of the Woman 

Of scarlet and sin ! 
What wolf has hven prowling 

My castle within V* 
8 



From thr* f^\^ of the soldier 

The Jesuit bn»k«', 
Half in acorn, half in sorrow, 

He smiled as he stioke : 

"No wolf, Ix)ril of hlstiennc^ 

Has ravaged tliy hall. 
But thy red'hamled riya]. 

With ftre, stfel, and hall I 

On an erfiind of nierey 

I hitherwsud eanw, 
Wliile the walls of thy castls 

Yet spouted with ume. 

•* Peiita^r*x»t'8 dark vps-Wls 

Were moored in the bay. 
Grim seu-lions, roariii)^; 

Aloud for thfir prev." 
«• P.nt what of my la<ly ?** 

Cried riiarli's nf Kstit-nne : 
"On the shot-crumbled turret 

Thy lady was seen : 

"Half-veiled In the smoke-cloud» 

ller hand ;^'ia^j>ed thy penn<Hlt 
While hei dark tre>s«'s swayed 

in the hot breath of cunuou ! 
But woe to the heretic. 

Evermore woe ! 
Wh«'n the son of thi* ehun.'h 

And the cross is his foe I 

" In the track of the sludl. 
In the path of the hall, 

Pentaj^oi't sw«'pt over 
The hreaeh of tin- wall ! 

Steel to sleel, gun to K^n, 
One moment, — and then 

Alone stood th(> victor. 
Alone with his men 1 

•* Of its sturdy defenders. 

Thy lady alone 
Saw the cross-hLizoned banner 

Float over St. .l<din." 
" Let the dasUrd look to it 1" 

Cried fiery Estienne, 
"Were D'Anlney King Louis, 

I d free her again 

" Alas for thy lady ! 

No service from thee 
Is needed liy her 

Wlioni the Lonl hath set firee I 
Nine days, in stern siience^, 

Her tnnddom she bote^ 
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But tlie tenth morning came. 
And Death opened her door I " 

As if suddenly smitten 

La Tour stn^j:f,'t'rL'd back ; 
His hand giasued his sword-hilt^ 

His foruiead grew i>]ack. 
He sprang on the deck 

Of his shallop again. 
•* We cruiae now for vengeance 1 

Oive way I " cried Estienne. 

** Massachusetts shall hear 

Of the Huguenot's wrong, 
And from island and creekside 

Her ftshers shall throng I 
Pentagoet shall rue 

"What his Pajiists have donei 
"When his palisades echo 

The Puntan's gun I " 

0, the loveliest of heavens 

Hung teiitlei ly o'er him, 
There were waves in the sunshine, 

And green isles hefore him : 
But a pale hand was beckoning 

The Huguenot on ; 
And in blackness and ashes 

Behind was St. John I 

PENTUCKET. 
1708. 

How sweetly on the wood-girt town 
The mellow light of sunset shone ! 
Eachsmall, bright lake, wliose watersstill 
Mirror the forest and the hill, 
Reflected from its waveless breast 
The beauty of a olnu<lless west, 
Glorious as if a glimpse were given 
Within the western gates of heaven, 
Left, by the spirit of the star 
Of sunset's holy honr, igar 1 

Beside the river's tranquil flood 

The dark and low-walled dwellings stood, 

Where many a rood of open lawu 
Stretched up and down on either hand, 
With corn-leaves waving freshly green 
The thick and blackened stumjis between. 
Behind, unbroken, deep and dread. 
The wild, untravelled forest spread. 
Back to those mountains, whit*' and cold, 
Of which the Indian trapper told. 
Upon whose snnunits never yet 
WM mortal foot in safety set 



Quiet and calm, without a fear 
Of danger darkly lurking near, 
The weary laborer left his plough, — 
The milkmaid carolled by her cow, — 
From cottage door and household hearth. 
Hose songs of praise, or tones of mirth. 
At length the murmur died away, 
And silence on that village lay, — 
So slept Pompeii, tower and liall, 
Ere the C[uick earthquake swallowed all, 
Undieaming of iiie n^ fette 
Which mads its dwellings desolate 1 

IIoui s passed away. By moonlight sped 
The Merrimack along his bed. 
Bathed in the palUdlnstre, stood 
Dark cottage-wall and rock and wood^ 
Silent, beneath that tranquil beam, 
As the hushed grouping of a dream. 
Yet on the stillalr crept a sound, — 
No bark of fox, nor rabbitwbound. 
Nor stir of wings, nor waters flowing, 
Nor leaves in midnight breezes blowing. 

Was that the tread of maav feet, 

Wliich downward from the hillside beat ? 
.What forms were those wj^ch darkly 
stood 

Just on the maigin of the wood 
CSiarred tree-stumpa in the moonli^^ht 

dim, 

Or paling rude, or leafless limb ? 
No, — tlirout'h the trees fierce eyeballs 
glowed, 

Darkhuman forms in moonshine showed, 
Wild from their native wilderness. 
With painted limbs and battle-dress 1 

A yell the dead might wake to hear 
Swelled on the night air, far and clear,-— 
Then smote the Indian tomahawk 
On crashing door and shattering lock, — 
Then rang the rifle-shot, — anci then 
The ahnU death-scresm of stricken 
men, — 

Sank the red axe in woman's brain. 
And childhood's cry arose in vain, — 

Burst ingthrough roof and window came, 
lied, fast, and fierce, the kindled flame ; 
And blended fire an<l mooiiliglit glared 
On still dead men and weapons bared. 

Themomingsun looked brightly through 
The river willows, wet willi dew. 
No sound of combat hlled the air, — 
Noshout was heard, — nor gunshot there : 
Yet still the thick and suUen smoke 
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From smouldering Taim ibwly hrolcA ; 

And on the p^'onsward mmiy a stnin. 
And, hi^re ami there, the mangled slain, 
Told how that midnight holt had sped, 
Pentuokety on thy fiitod head 1 

Even now the villager can tell 
Where Ituile Inside hia hearthstone fell. 
Still riiow the door of wasting oak, 
Th rough which the fatal death-ahothiolu^ 
And ]><>int the curious stranger where 
De liouville's cor.>c lay grim and bare, — 
Whose hideous head, in death still feared. 
Bore not a trace of hair or beard, — 
And still, within the church van I ;;round. 
Heaves darkly up the aneient mound. 
Whose grass-grown surface overlies 
The victims w that aacriftoe. 



THE FAMILIST'S HYMK. 

Father ! to thy anfferinff poor 

Strength and grace and laith imparl 

And with thy own love restore 
Comfort to the broken heart ! 

O, the failing ones oonfinn 

With a holier strength of zeal 1 — 

Give thou not the fcchle wnnn 
Helpless to the spoiler's heel 1 

Father I for thy holy sake 

' We are si)oiIed and hunted thus ; 
Joyful, for thy truth we take 

Bonds and burthens unto us : 
Poor, and weak, and robbed of all, 

Weary with onr daily task, 
Tliat thy truth may nev<T tall 

Through our weakness, Lord, we ask. 

Hound our fired and wasted homes 

Flits the forest-bird unseured. 
And at noon the w ild Ixiast comes 

Where our frugal meal was shai'ed ; 
For the song of praises there 

Shrieks the crow the livelong day ; 
For the sound of evening prayer 

Howls the evil beast of prey 1 

Sweet the songs we loved to sing 

Underneath thy holy sky, — 
Words and tones that used to bring 

Teai"s of joy in every eye, — 
Dear the wrestling hours of prayer, 

Wlieu wo gathered knee to knee^ 
Blameh'ss youth and hoary hair, 

Bowed, b God. alone to thee. 



As thine early children, I>onl, 

Shared tlu'ir wealth and daily htiadg 

Even so, with one aeeorJ, 

We, in lovi^ each oilier fed. 
Not with OS the ouser'a hoanl. 

Not with us his gr:i.-j»ing h.aiid; 
Ripial rrjund a ( *imiii<)h Wo.ird, 
Drew our meek and brother baud 1 

Safe our quiet Eden lay 
Wh(i) the war-wlioop stirred fh§ 

laud 

And the Indian turned away 
From our home his bloody hand. 

Wt II that fori'^t -ranger saw, 

That the burthen and flie curse 

Of the white uuiu's cruel law 
Batted also upon us. 

Tom apart, and driven forth 

To our toiling Imnl and long. 
Father 1 from the dust of earth 

lilt we still our grateful song t 
Grateful, — that in l>ond.H we sliaro 

In thy love which niaketh fn e ; 
Joyful, — that the wrongs we bear, 

I>faw ns nearer. Lord, to thee I 

Grateful ! — that w^here'er we toil,-* 

Hy Wachuset's wooded side. 
On Nantucket's sea-wora isie. 

Or by wild Neponset's tide, — 
Still, in spirit, we are near. 

And »)iir evening hymns, which risa 
Seitanite and discordant here. 

Meet and mingle in the skies I 

I/et the srofTer seom nn«l mock, 

Ixct the proud ami evil priest 
liob the needy of his llovk, 

For his wine^up and his feast, — 
Red*len not thy holts in store 

Through the hlai-kness of thysklesf 
For tlic sighing of the poor 

Wilt Thou not, at length, arise ff 

Worn and wasted, oh ! how long 

Shall thy trodden |*<)or eonijdain ? 
In thy name they bear the wrong. 

In thy cause the bonds of ]iain I 
Melt oppre j-sion's heart of steel, 

L«'1: the banish ty priesth'>od SCO, 
And their blinde<l followers feci. 

That in us they mock at Thee t 

In thy time, O Lord of hosts, 
•Stretch abroad that baud to save 
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Which of old, on K^jypt's coasts, 
Smote a[iart tlie IWd Sou's wavel 

Lead us from thm evil lund, 
From the spoiler set us free. 

And once more our feathered band. 
Heart to keart, abali worship thee 1 

THE FOUNTAIN. 

Tkavfxler ! on thy journey toiling 

By the swift I'owow, 
With the summer snnshiiM ™^^^Bff 

Oil thy heated brow. 
Listen, wliilc all else is still, 
To the brooklet Iiom the hiU. 

Wild and sweet the flowers are blowlllg 

I'y tlmt streamlet's side, 
And a greener verdure showing 

Where its waters glide, — 
Down the hill-slope mnniroiiqg oo» 
Over root and mossy stone. 

Where yon oak his broad arms flingeth 

(Xer «ie dojiing hill. 
Beautiful and freshly springeth 

Tliat soft-flowing rill, 
Through its dark roots wreathed and 
bare. 

Gushing up to san and air. 

Brighter waters sparkled never 

In that magic well. 
Of whoso gift of life forever 

Ancient legends tell, — 

In tilt' lonely il('S(«rt wasted. 
And by mortal lip untasted. 

Waters which the prinid CastHian*^ 

Sought with longing eyes, 
Underneath the briijht pavilion 

Of the Indian skies ; 
Where his forest pathw^ lav 
Throngli the blooms of Flonda. 

years ago a lonely stranger. 

With the dusky brow 
Of the otitcast forest-mnger. 

Crossed the sw*ift Powow ; 
And betook him ti) the rlil 
And the oak upon the hill. 

O'er bis face of moody sadness 

For an instant shone 
SonielhiiiLC like a ^dcuni of gladness^ 
As he titoo|tcd him down 



To the fountain's grassy side. 
And his eager thirat supplied. 

With the oak its shadow throwing 

O'er his mossy seat, 
And the cool, sweet waters flowing 

Softly at his feet, 
Olosely by the fountain's rim 
That lone Indian seated bim. 

Autumn's earliest frost had given 

To the W oods below 
Hues of beanty, snob as beaven 

Lendeth to its bow ; 
And the soft breeze from the west 
Scarcely broke their dimmy rest. 

Far Ix^hind was Oeeiin striving 

AViih his chains of sand ; 
Southward, sunny gh'ni]»ses giving^ 

*Twixt the swells ot land, 
Of its calm and sOvery track, 
BoUed the tranquil Menimaek. 

Over village, wood, and meadow 

Glased that stranp.r man, 
Sadly, till the twilight shadow 

Over all things ran, 
Save where spire and westward pane 
lashed the suuset bock again. 

Hazing thus. upon the dwelling 

Of his warrior sir«»s, 
Where no lingering trace was telling 

Of their wigwam fires, ^ 
WTio the gloomy thoughts might know 
Of that wandering child of woe ! 

Naked lay, in sunshine glowing. 

Hills that ones bad stood 
Down their aides the sbadows tbvow 

ing 

Of a mighty wood. 
Where tbe deer bis covert kep^ 
And tbe eagle's pinion swept I 

Where the birch canoe had glided 

Down the swift Fowow, 
Dark and gloomy bridges strided 

Those clear waters now ; 
And where once the Ixmver swam, 
Jarred the wheel and frowned the dam 

For the wood-bird's meny singing 

And the hunter's cheer, 
Troii clang and hammer's ringing 
Smote upon his eai- ; 



Digitized by Google 



TH£ 1 

And the thick and sullon finioke 
From the blackened foiges broke. 

Could it be his fathets ever 

Loved to Viu'^vr beret 
Thcsr l.are hills, this coTKjiiPred ri?er, — 

Could they hold thuiu dear, 
With their natiye lo?eHiieiB 
Tamed and tortured into this I 

Sadly, as the shatles of even 

Gathered o'er the hill. 
While the western half of heaven 

Blushed with sunset still, 
From the fountain's mossy seat 
Turned the Indian's weary fuvt. 

Year on year hath flown forevor, 

But lie came no more 
To the hillsid*' or the river 

Where he came before. 
But the villager can tell 
Of that atiange man's visit weU. 

And the merry children, laden 
With their fruits or flowers, — 

Roving boy and laughing mai<lwn» 

In ^eir schfMil-dav houni, 
Loye the simple tale to tell 
Of the Indian and his welL 

THE EXILES. 
1660. 

Thr goodmnn sat beddo hik door 

One Kultry nfti'rnoon, 
With his young wife singing at his side 
An old and goodly tune. 

A glimmer of heat was in the air ; 

The <lark j^Ffen woo<l>» wi-rc still ; 
And the skirts of a heavy thuuder-cloud 

Hung over the western hill. 

Black, tliick, and vast arose that doud 

Above the wilderness, 
As some dark world from upper air 

Were stooping over this. 

At times the solemn thunder pealed. 

And all was still again. 
Save a low murmur in the air 

Of. coming wind and ndn. 

Just as the hrst big rain -drop fell, 
A weaiy atruiger came. 
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And stmid Ix-fore the farmer's door. 
With travel soiled aud lame. 

Sad seemed he, yet snstaining hojie 

Was in liis <juiet glmu-e. 
And peace, Uke autuum's moonlight, 
clothed 

His tranquil countenance, 

A I(K)k, like that his Mitster WOTS 

In I'ilaUi's eoinu il-hall : 
It told of wrongs, — but of a love 

Meekly forgiving alL 

"Friend! wilt thou give me shelter 
here?" 
The stranger meekly said ; 

And, leaning on his oaken stalT, 
The goodman's features read. 

** My life is hunted, — evil men 

Are foUow^ing in my track ; 
Tlje tniees of the torturer's whip 

Are on my aged back. 

And much, I fear, 't will peril thee 
Within thy doors to take 
A liuntcd weker of the Truth, 
Oppressed for conscience' sake.** 

O, kindly spoke the goodman's wife, — 

"Come in, old man !" quoth she. — 
•* Wc will not lojwc thee to the storm. 
Whoever thou mayst be." 

Th"n came the afjed wanderer in, 

Aud sili-iit sat him down ; 
While all within grew dark as night 
Beneath the storm-cloud's frown. 

Rut while the sudden lightning's blaiC 

Fillc<l every eottar^e nook, 
And with the jarring tliuuder-roll 
^ The looeened casements shook, 

A heavy tiTimp of liorses' feet 
Came sounding up the lane. 

And half a score of horse, or more, 
Came plunging through the rain. 

"Now, Ctoodman Macey, ope thy door,— 
We would not be house-breakers ; 

A ruefal deed thon 'st done this day, 
In harboring banished Qoakers. 

Out looked the uiutious goodman then* 
With much of fear and awe^ 
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For then, with Inoid wtgdrandied with 

mill, 

The pariiiU priest he saw. 

" Open thy door, thou wicked many 

Ami let thy ]'ii.stor in, 
Ami ^'ive (J<hI tluinks, if forty Stripes 
Kcpay thy deadly bin." 

** seek ye ? " quoth the goodman, — 

The stranger is my guest : 
He is woru with toil and grievous 

PnyJet%e old nuoi rasi.** 

'* ^Tow, out upon thee, canting knave ! " 

And strong hands shook the door. 
*' Believe me, Macey," quoth the 
priest, — 

" Thou 'It rue thy conduct sore." 

Then kindled 'ULaeefs eye of fire : 
" No priest who walks the eaitiit 

Shall pluck away the stranger-guest 
Made welcome to my hearth. 

Down from his cottage wall he caught 

The matchlock, Imtly tried 
At Pre^ton-imns and Marstouomoor^ 
By liery Ireton's side ; 

"Where Puritan, and Cavalier, 

With shout and psalm contended ; 
And Rupert's oath, and Cromwell's 
prayer, 

With battle'thunder Uoided. 

Up rose the aneient stranger then : 

** My spirit is not free 
To bring the wrath and violence 

Of evil men on thee : 

" And for thyself, I pray forbear, — 

Bethink thee of thy Lord, 
Who healed again the smitten ear. 

And sheathed hia follower's sword. 

** I go, as to the slaughter led : 
Friends of the poor, farewell ! ** 

Beneath his hand the oaken doOT 
Back on its hinges fell. 



"Come forth, old gray beard, yea and 
nay," 

The reckless scoffers cried, 
As to a horseman's saddle-bow 
The old man's arms were tied. 



And of his bondage hard and 

In l^ston's crowded jail, 
Where suHering woman's prayer was 
heard. 

With sickening childhood s wail. 

It suits not with our tale to tell : 
Those scenes have passed away, — 

Let the dim shadows of the past 
Brood o*er that evil day. 

**Ho, sheritf!" quoth the ardent 
priest, — 

** Take Goodman Maoey too ; 
Tilt* sill t)f this da3''8 heivsy 

His back or purse shall rue." 

" Kow, goodwife, haste thee ! " Haoey 

cried. 

She caught his manly arm : — 
Behind, the pai-son urged pursuit. 
With outcry and alarm. 

Ho ! speed the Maceys, nerk ornaught,^ 
The river-eonrse was near : — 

The plashing uu its pebbled shore 
Was music, to their ear. 

A gray rock, tasselled o'er with birch^ 

Above the watei-s hun^ 
And at its base, with every wave^ 

A small light wherry swung. 

A leap — they gain the boat — and there 

The goodmuu wields Ids oar : 
"111 luck betide them all,"-- he cried,— 
The laggards upon tiie shore." 



Down through the crashing underwood. 

The burly sheriff came : — 
"Stand, Goodman Maoey, —yield thy- 
self ; 

Yield in the King's own name." 

" Now out upon thy hangman's fiuse I ** 
Bold Maoey answered then, — 

"Whip vfomen^ on the village green. 
But meddle not with incn,** 

The })rie8t came panting to the shores — 

His grave cocked hat was gone ; 
Behind him, like some owl's nest, hung 
His wig upon a thorn. 

" Come back, — come hack 1 " the par> 

son cried, 
" The church's curse beware." 



^ THE KXTT.Kft. 



"Curse, an* thou wilt," sai»lMaoey, "but 
Thy blessing prithee spare." 

«yfle scoffer I *' cried the baffled priest, — 

" Thou 'It yet the gallows see." 
Who s burn to be hanged, will not be 

drovvued," 
Qaoth Macey, merrily ; 

"And so, sir sheritrand priestjgood by I" 

lie l>eut liiiu to his oar. 
And the small boat glided quietly 

From the twain apon the ahora. 

JJow in the west, the heavy cloads 

Scattered and fell asunder. 
While feebler came the rash of nin. 

And fainter growled the thnnder. 

And through tlie broken clouds, the sun 
Looked out serene and warm, 

Painting its holy symbol-light 
Upon the passing storm. 

O, beautiful ! that rainbow span, 
0*er dim Crane-neck was bended : 

One bright foot toiu-lu d f]|»- castrrnhills, 
And one with ocean blended. 

By green Pentucket's southern slope 
The small boat glided fast, — 

The watchers of '* the lilock-hoiLse " saw 
The strangers as they passed. 

That night a stalwart garrison 

Sat shaking in their shoes, 
To liear tlie dip of Indian oars, — 
The glide of birch canoes. 

The fisher-wives ni Salisbury, 

(The men were all away,) 
Looked out to see the strauger oar 
Upon their waters play. 

Deer- Island's rocks and fir-trees threw 

Tlicir snn set-shadows o'er them, 
And Newbury's spire and weathercock 
Peered o'er the pines before them. 

Around the Black Rocks, on their left, 
The marsh lay broad and green ; 

And on their right, with dwarf bhrubs 
crowned, 
Plom Island's hills were seen. 

With skilful hand and wary eye 
The barbor-bar was crasted;— 



! A plaything of the restless waTO, 
The boat on ocean tossed. 

The glory of the sunset heaven 

On lantl and watrr lay, — 
Ou the st«*« j» hills of Agttwain, 
On cape, uud blutf, and buy. 

They ivassed the gray ro^^ks of Ospe Atthf 

And (iloueest»'r'H harlM)r-bar ; 
The" watch -lire of tlie gjirriHou 
Shone like a setting star. 

How brightly V)pik<* the moming 

Un Massaohust tts liay ! 
Blue wave, and bright green island. 

Rejoicing in the day. 

On passed the bark in siiffty 

Round i^lc and headland steep^ — 

No tempest broke above them. 
No fbg-clood Tciled the deep. 

Far round the ]il<*ak and stormy Cape 
The vcnt'iouH Macty paiiSi'd, 

And on Nantucket's naked isle 
Drew up bis boat at last. 

And how, in log-built cabin, 

They braved the rough sea-weather j 
And there, in peace and qoietness^ 

Went down life's vale together : 

How others drew aroun<l them, 
^ And how their fishing sited. 
Until to every wind of neaven 
Nantucket s sails were spread ; 

How pale Want alternated 
With Plenty's golden smUe ; 

Behold, is it not written 
In the annals of the isle I 

And yet that isle remaineth 

A refuge of the freo, 
As when tnio-hearted Macey 
Beheld it from the sea. 

Free as the winds that winnow 
Her shrubh'ss liills of sand, — 

Free iis tlie waves that hatter 
Along her yielding laud. 

Than hers, at duty's summons^ 

No loftier sjiirit stirs, — 
Nor falls o'er human suti'cring 

A readier tear than ben. 
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God bless the sea-beat island 1 — 

And graut forevermure. 
That c£uity and freedom dwell 

Aa now upon her shore I 

THE NEW WIFE AND THE OLD. 

Dark the haUa* and cold the feast, — 
Gone the bridemaids, gone the priest : 

All is over, — all is done, 
Twain of yesterday are one ! 
Blooming girl and manhood gray, 
Autumn in the arms of May ! 

Hushed within and hnshed without, 
Dancing feet and wreatlers' shout j 
Dies the bonfire on the hill ; 
All is (lai k and all is Still, 
Save tlie starlight, save tlie breeze 
Moaning through the graveyard trees ; 
And the great sea-waves below. 
Pulse of we midnight beating slow. 

- From tlio I'rief dream of a liride 
She hatli wakened, at his side. 
With half-uttered shriek and start, — 
Feels she not his beating heart I 
And the ]»rr-s.snre of his arm. 
And his breathing near and warm ? 

Lightly from the bridal bed 
Sprint^s tliat fair dishevelled head. 
And a led infi:, new, intense, 
Half of shame, half innocence. 
If aiden fear and wonder speaks 
Through her lips and changing cheeks. 

From the oaken mantel flowing 
Faintpst li^ht the lamp is throwing 

On the mirror's antique mould, 
Ili^h-backcil chair, and wainscot old. 
Ami, tliiowLrh I'adcil c urtains slcaling, 
His dark slee|)ing face revealing. 

Listless lies the stronf^ man there^ 
Silvcr-stroakt'd his cureless hair; 
Lips of love have left no trace 
On that hard and haughty face ; 
And that forehead's loiittod thought 
Love's ^t hand bath not unwrougbt. 

** Yet," she sighs, '* he loves me well. 
More than these calm lips will telL 

Stooping to niv lowly state, • 
He halli made me rieli and Lfreat, 
And 1 bless him, though he be 
Hard and stem to all save me I " 



While she -speaketh, falls the light 
O'er her hngera small and white ; 
Oold and gem, and costly ring 
Back the timid lustre fling, — 

Love's seleetest f^ifts, and rare, 
His proud hand had fastened there. 

Gratefully she marks the glow 
From those tapering lines of snow; 
Fondly o'er the sl^'ejx-r bending 
His black hair with golden blending, 
In her soft and hfpxt eunm, 
Cheek and lip together press. 

Ha ! — that start of horror ! — Why 
That wild stare and wfldei* ery. 
Full of terror, full of juin ? 

Is there madness in her Itrain ? 
Hark ! tliat g:isping, hoarse and low, 
** Spare me, — spare me, — let me 
go ! " 

Go<l have mercy ! — Icy cold 
Spectral hands her own enfold^ 
Ihnwiuff silently from them 
Love's fair gifts of gold and gem, 
*MVaken ! save nie : " still as death 
At her side be slumbereth. 

Binff and bracelet all are ^ue^ 

Aiulthat i( e-oold hand withdrawn ; 

But she hears a murmur low% 

Full of sweetness, full of woe, 

Half a sigh and naif a moan : 

'* Fear not 1 give the dead her own I " 

Ah ! — the dead wife's voice she knows"! 
That cold haiul, w hostt pressure froze. 
Once in wannest life had borne 
Gem and band her own hath worn. 
'^Wake thee 1 wake thee 1" Lo^ his 
ejjres 

Open with a dull surprise. 

Tn his arms the strong man folds her, 
Closer to his breast he holds lier ; 
Trembling limbs his own are meeting. 
And he feels her heart's quick beating ; 

Nav, my^ dearest, why this fear ? " 
'<Hush!" shesaitb, '*tbe dead is here 1" 

" Nay, a dream, — an idle dream. *' 
Bnt before the lamp's pale gleam 
Tremblingly her hand .--lie raises,— 
TheR' n<^ more the diamond blades, 
Clasp of pearl, or ring of gold, — 
"Ahl" she sighs, "her hand was oold t** 
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Broken w oj Js of t-lioer he saith^ 
But hia cUik lip «^uiveruLh, 
And as o'er the past he thinketh. 
From his young wife's arras he shrinketh ; 

Can tliosr M)rt antis roiiiul him lie^ 
Underneath his dead wile'a ej^e 2 

She her fair joong head can rest 

Soothed and cliildliko ou his biMSt^ 
And in ti"Ui»tful inuoceuee 
Draw new strength and ooura^ thence ; 
He, the psond mao, feels witma 
Bot the oowaidioe of sin I 

She can marmur in lier tlionght 
Simple prayers her mother taught. 
And His Messed angels call. 

Whose great love is over all ; 
He, alone, in }>r.iy<TlcsH pri»le. 
Meets the daik i'a3t at her side 1 



One, who living? shrank with drr>ad 
Frum his louk, or word, or tread. 
Unto whom her early ^mre 

Was ai freedom to tin* .slaVf, 
Moves liiiii ;it this miiini^lit hour, 
With the dead's imcousciuus power 1 

Ah, tlie dead, the iinfoif(ot I 

From tlu'ir soh nin homes of thought^ 
WluTe the tvjTi's.s sh;i<in\vs bltild 
Darkly over luc aiid Iruiui, 
Or in loTa or sad rebuke^ 
Back apoo the living look* 

And the tendcrcst ones and weaki'st, 
W ho t heir wron^ harebomo the nM*ekestr 
Lifting Croro those dark, still ]daoe8^ 

Sweet and sad-n nK'mlx'n'il ftici^ts, 
O'er the guilty lifarts l-< liind 
An unwitting triumph Uud. 



VOICES OP FREEDOM. 

MBOM 1888 TO 1848. 



T0T7BSAIHT UOUYERTUBS." 

'T WAB night. The tranquil moonUght 

smile 

With which Ileaven dreams of Earth, 
shed down 
Its l)eauty on the Indian isle, — 
On broad green field and white-walled 
town ; 

And inland waste of rock and wood, 

In searching sonshine, wild and rude, 

R^KSe, mellowed tliroti^h the silver ^eam, 

Soft as the landM-ajw of a dream. 

All motionless and dewy wet. 

Tree, vine, and flower in ahadow met : 

The myrtle with its snowy bloom, 

Crossing the nightshade's soiemn 

^loom, — 
The wmte ceeroiHa's silver rind 
Kelieved 1^ deeper green behind, — 
Thf' orange with its fniit of gold, — 
The lithe paullipia's verdant fold, — 
The passion-flower, with symbol holy, 
Twining its tendrils long and lowly, ^ 
The rhcxias dark, aiifl cassia tail. 
And jMouilly rising over all, 
The kingly palm's imperial stem. 
Crowned with its Imiy diadem. 



Star-like^ beneath whose sombre shades 

The fury-winged cncnllo played I 

Y< s, — lovely was thine as]M'ot, then. 

Fair island of the Western Sea I 
Ijiivish of beauty, even when 
Thy bmtes were happier than thy men. 

For tliey, at least, were free I 
IJcg.inllcs^ of thy glorious rlime, 

Unmindlul ol thy soil of Howers, 
The to9ing negro sighed, that Time 

No faster spctd his hours. 
P'or, by tiie dewy inoonlight still, 
He h'd the wcjiry-tuniing mill, 
Or bent him in the chill morass, 
To nlaek the long and tangled grassy 
And hear above his scar-worn back 
The heavy slave-whip's fr<'(|ucnt crack : 
While in his heart one evil thought 
In solitaiy madness wnmght, 
One Italefol fire surviving still 

Tlie quenching of the imniortal mind, 

One sterner ])assion of his kind, 
Which even fetters could not kill, — 
The san^ hoj^ to deal, erelong;, 
A ven§mnce bittever than his wrong I 

Hark to that cry 1 — long, loud, and shrill. 
From field and foxert, rock and hill. 
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Thrilling and horrihle it rang. 

Around, bent;ath, above ; — 
The wild beast from his cavern sprang 

The wild bird from her grove ^ 
Nor fear, nor joy, nor agony 
Were mingled in that niidiii^'lit cry ; 
But like the lion's gi'owi oi wrath. 
When fiiUa that hunter in his patii 
Whose barbed anow, deeply set, 
Is rankling in his bosom yet, 
It told of hate, full, deep, and strong. 
Of vengeance kindling oat of wrong ; 
It was as if the crimes of yeuB — 
The unrr.iuitcd toil, tlie tears, 
The sluunc and liule, whii-li liken well 
Eai th's garden to the nether hell — 
Had found in nature's self a tongue. 
On which the gathered honor hung ; 
As if from clift", and sti"oani, and glen 
Burat on the staitled ears of men 
That YMce which rises unto God, 
Solemn and stem, — the ciy of hlood ! 
It ceased, — and all was still once more, 
Save ocean chafing on his shore. 
The sighing of the wind between 
The broad banana's leaves of green. 
Or bough b^ restless plumage shook. 
Or mutmnnng voice of mountain brook. 

Brief was the silence. Once a^n 
Pealed to the skies that frantic jeU, 

Glowed on the lienvens a fiery Stain, 

And flashes rose and fell ; 
And painted on the blood -red sky. 
Dark, naked arms were tossed on high ; 
And, round tiie white man's lordly hall, 

Trod, fierce and free, thchrute hr umde; 
And those who credit along the wall, 
And answered to his lightest call 

With more than s^Kmiel dread, — 
The ereatnres of his lawless beck, — 
Were trHinjtliiit^ on his very neek ! 
And on the niglit-air, wild and clear. 
Rose woman's shriek of m<m than fear ; 
For bloodied arms were round herthrown. 
And dark cheeks piessedagainst her own ! 

Then, injoied AfHc f — for the shame 

Of thy own daughters, vengeance came 
Full on the seornful hearts of those, 
Who moekf'd thee in thy nameless woes, 
And to thy hapless children gave 
One choice, — pollution or the grave ! 
Wlien; then was he whose fiery zeal 
Had tanL,'iit the trampled heart to feel, 
Until desjKiir itself grew strong, 
And vengeance fed & toreh fimn wrong ? 



Now, when the thunderlwlt is speeding ; 
Now^ when oppression's heart is bleed- 
ing; 

Now, when the latent curse of Time 

Is raining down in fire and blood, — 
That curse which, through long years of 
Clime, 

Has gathered, drop by drop, its flood, — 
Why sfaikes he not, the foremost one, 
Where murder's sternest deeds aie donel 

He stood the aged palms beneath. 

That shadowed o er his humble door, 
ListeTiiii!^, with half-suspended breath. 
To the wild sounds of fear and death, 

Tous&aint I'Ouverture ! 
'What marvel that his heart beat lii|;h I 

The blow for freedom had been given. 
And ]>]ood had answered to tlie cry 

Which Earth sent up to Heaven 1 
What marvel that a fierce delight 
Smiled grimly o'er his brow of night, — • 
As groan and shout and bursting flame 
Told where the midnight temjjesit came. 
With blood and lire along its van. 
And death behind ! — he was a Ifon 1 

Yes, dark-sonled eliieftain ! — if thelight 

Of mild Keligion's heavenly ray 
Unveiled not to thy mental sight 

The lowlier and the purer way. 
In wlii('h the Holy Snfl'crer tro<l, 

Meekly amidst the sons of crime, — 
That calm reliance upon God 

For justice in his own good time^ » 
That gentleness to which beUxiglS 
Forgiveness for its many wiT>ngs, 
Even as the primal martyr, kneeling 
For mercy on the evil>deuing^ — 
Let not the fevored white man name 
Thy stem appeal, with words of Itlarao. 
Has Jul not, with tlie light of heaven 

Broadly around him, made the same ? 
Yea, on his thousand warwfields striven. 

And gloried in his ghastly shame ? — 
Kneeling amidst his brothers blood. 
To offer mockery unto God, 
As if the High and Holy One 
Could smile cm deeds of murder done !— » 
As if a human sacrifK^e : 
Were pun-r in his Holy eyes. 
Though offered up by Christian hand^ 
Than the foul rites of Ptigsn lands 1 

* * « • « 

Sternly, amidst his household band. 
His carbine grasped within his hand. 
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T&ewArteiMhkfltood, prepared and still. 

Waiting the jhork of madderunl men, 
Un<"haiii«'<l, a:i*l ficn *' as ti^i i-s, wlim 
Tbe hum wiucL» thiouuli iheir cavcrned 
hiU. 

And one was weeping in his si^^ht, — 

The s\v</et«^st llovvtT of all tln' — 
Tlio hritlo who s«H*ni(Mj hut vesternight 

Love's fair embodied sniile. 
And, clinging to her trembling knea, 
Looked up the form of infancy, 
Witli tearful ^,'lance in cither face 
The secret of its fear to trace. 

Hal stand or dial" Thf white man's 

eye 

His 8tt»ady musket gleamed alon^ 
As a tall Negro hasteneil nigh. 

With fearless step and stroiig. 
"What, ho, Toiuaauitr' A moment 
more, 

His shadow crossed the lighted floor. 
« Away ! ** he shouted ; ** fly with me, — 

The white man's bark ia on tht; s«'a ; — 
Her sails must catch tlie seaward wind, 
For sudden vengeance sweeps behind. 
Our brethren from their graves have 

snokt'U, 

The yoke is spamed* — the chain is 

broken ; 

On all the hills our fires are glowing, — 
Thnragh all thevalea red blood is flowing! 
No more the mocking White shall rest 
His foot U}>o?i th<« Nejjro's brcitst ; 
No more, at morn or eve, shall drip 
The warm blood from the driyer^a whip: 
Yet, though Toussaint haa Tengeance 
sworn 

Forall the wrongs liis race have borne, — 
Though for each drop of Negro blood 
The white man's Teins shall pour a flood ; 
Not all alone the sense of ill 
Around his heart is linirfrinir still. 
Nor deeper can the white man feel 
The generons warmth of gratefoi seaL 
Friends of the Kegro ! fly with me, •— 
The path is oj »cn to the sea : 
Away, for life !" — He spoke, and ^iressed 
The young child to his nianly brtriwt, 
As, headlong, through the cracking cane, 
Down swept the dark insurgent train, — 
Drunken and fjrim, with shont ami yll 
Howled through the dark, like souuds 
fnok hmL 

Far out, in peace, the white man's sail 
Swayed free before the sunrise £^e. 



Ciond'Iike that island hung alhr. 

Along the bright horizon s verge. 
O'er whieh the curse of servile war 

iitdied its red torrent, sui^ on sui^ ; 
And he — the Negro champion — whera 

In the tierce tumult stniggled he f 
(Jo trace him by the fiery ^lare 
Of dwellings in the miilnight air, — 
The yeUs of triumph and despair, — • 

Tad atreama that crimson to the sea ! 

Sleep ralmly in thy dungeon-tomb, 

Beneath liesaui^un's alien bkv. 
Dark Haytien I — for the time ahall oome^ 

Vea, even now is nigh, — 
When, everywhere, thy name shall be 
Redeemed from color's infamy ; 
And men shall learn to speak of thee, 
As one of earth's great siiirits, bom 
In servitude, ami nursed in scom^ 
Casting aside the weary vv» ight 
And f«*ttcrs of its low estate. 
In that strong m^esty of sonl 
Which knows no color, tongoe, or 

elime. — 

Which still hath spunitnl the base control 

Of tyrants through all time 1 
Far other hands than mine may wreathe 
The laurel round thy brow of death, 
And >j.eak thy praise, jus on whose word 
A thousand tier^ siiirits stirnid, — 
Who croahed his foeman as a worm, — 
Whosestepon human hearts fell firm:— • 
lie mine the iK'tter task to lind 
A tribute for thy lofty mind. 
Amidst whoae ghwmy vengeance shone 
Some milder virtues all thine own, — 
Some gleams of feelinrj pure and warm^ 
Like sunshine on a sky of stoim, — 
Proofs that the Negro's heart retains 
Some nobleness amidst its chains, — 
That kindness to the wronged ianefST 

Without its excellent nnvard, — 
Holy to human-kind and ever 
Acceptable to God. 

THE SLAVE-SHIPS.** 

" Thai Sitel, Umt fw>rf1<lioii«i hark, 
Boflt i* lbs eelipie, and rigs* < l with rurww dark.'' 

Ml ltd 11'.% l^feida$» 

All ready ? " eried the captain; 

" Ay, ay I " the seamen said ; 
** HeaVe up the worthless lubbers, — 

The dyiuf^ and the dead." 
Up from the slave-ship's j)rison 

i^'ierce, bearded heads were thrust : 
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" Now let the sharks look to it, — 
Toss up the dead ones lirst I ** 

Corpse after corpse came up, — 

Death had Iwcn busy there j 
"Where every blow is mercy. 
Why should the snoiler span f 

Cori)s<i after coqise they cast 

Sullenly from the ship. 
Yet bloody with the traces 

Of fetter-Imk and whip. 

Gloomily stood the captain, 

"With his anns upon his breast, 
With his cold brow sternly knotted, 

And his iron lip compressed. 
**Are all the dead dogs over ?" 

Growled tlnou'^h that matted Up^ — 
** The blind ones are no belter, 

Let 's lighten the good ship." 

Hark ! from the ship's dark boeom. 

The very sounds of hell ! 
The lingin^ clank of iron, — 

The maniac's short, sharp yell ! — 
The hoars(^, low curse, thnMtt-stifled, — > 

The starving infant's moan, — 
The horror of a breaking heai-t 

Poured through a mother's groan. 

Up from that loathsome prison 
The stricken blind ones eame : 

Below, had all been darkness, — 
Ahove^ was still the same. 

Yet the holy breath of heaven 
Was sweetly breathing there. 

And tlie heated brow of fever 
Cooled in the soft sea uir. 

*' Overboard with them, shipmates 1 " 

Cutlass and dirk wore plied ; 
Fettered and blind, one after one. 

Plunged down the ressers side. 
The sabre smote above, — 

Beneath, the lean shark lay, 
"Waiting with wide and bloody jaw 

His j^uick and human prey. 

God of the earth ! what cries 

Rang upward unto thee ? 
Voices of agony and blood, 

From ship-deck and from sea. 
The last dull plunge was heard, — 

The last wave caught its stain,— 
And the unsated shark looked up 

For human hearts in vain. 



Red glowed the western waters,— 

The setting sun was there. 
Scattering alike on wave and dofod 

His Rery mesh of hair. 
Amidst a group in bliudness, 

A solitary eye 
Gazed, from the burdened slaver's deck. 

Into that burning sky. 

"A storm," spoke out the gazer, 
Is gathering and at iiaud, — 
Curse on 't — 1 d giye my other eye 

For one firm rood of land." 
And then he laughed, — but only 

liis echoed laugh replied, — 
For the blinded and the suffering 

Alone were at his side. 

Night settled on the waters, 

And on a stormy heaven, 
While fiercely on that lone ship's trade 

The thunder-gust was driven. 
" A sail ! — thank God, a sail ! " 

And as the helmsman spoke, 
U]) through the stormy murmur 

A shout of gladness broke. 

Down came the stranger vessel. 

Unheeding. on her way, 
So near that on the slayer's deck 

Fell off* her driven spray. 
** Jlo ! for the love of merey, — 

We 're perishing and blind I " 
A wail of utter agony 

Came back upon the wind : 

'* Help us / for we are stricken 

With blindness evei^ one ; 
Ten days we Ve floated fearfolly, 

Unnoting star or sun. 
Our ship 's the slaver Leon, — 

We 've but a score on board, — 
Our slaves are all gone over, — 

Help, ~ for the loTe of God t 

On livid brows of agony 

The broad red lightning shone, — * 
But the roar of wind and thnndi^ 

Stifled the answei-ing groan ; 
Wailed from the broken waters 

A last despairing cry. 
As, kindling in the stormy light. 

The stranger ship went by. 

m m h m 0 

In the sunny Guadaloune 
A dark-hnlled vessel lay, — 
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With a crew who noted never 

The nightfall or the day. 
The blossom of the orange 

Was white by every stream, 
And tropic leaf, and Ho\v<t, and bird 
Were in the warm suubeuuL 

And the sky was bright as ever. 

And tlie moonlight sh j.t ;i< wi ll, 
On the i)ahn-tree8 by the hillside, 

And the streamlet of the deli ; 
And the glances of the Creole 

Were still as archly deep, 
And her smiles as full as ever 

Of paiisiou and of sleep. 

But vain were l>ird and Uoasoniy 

Tlie ^'en earth and the sky, 
And the smile of huniiiu faces. 

To the slaver's darkened eye ; 
At the breakini^ of the morning, 

At the star-lit evening time, 
O'er a world of light and Ix'mity 
Fell the blackness of his crime. 

STANZAS. 

[" The deopotism which our fcthem could not 
bear in their native country U expirinj?, and the 
gwonl of justice in h- r n f'lniml li.iiuls ha^ ap- 
plieU its cxtcrminatiog di^ri' tu -*l,ivery. ."^liall 
the Unit«^l .States — the friv Unlteil Stafcx, 
which could not bear the bondx of ,a king — 
cradle the bondaRv which a kin^ in aboUi^hinK ? 
Stiall a Republic Ik* less fm* than u Monarchy ? 
Siiall wc, in the vigor and iiuoyancy of our 
manhcMHl, be ltM*i cuer^i'tic in ri>:ht«>ousncfis than 
a kingdom in itn age ? " — Dr. F^'!' «'5 ,-l^/*/r< 

** Genius of America I — Spirit of our free in- 
fltitationa ! — where art thoo? — IIow art thou 
fiUloD, O Lucifer! non of the morning, — how 
art thou fallen from Ilearen ! Hell fW)ni heneath 

is moved for th»*c, to meet tin-*' at th\ rominj^I 
— The kinps of the earth cry out to thee, Aha! 
Aha! — ART T.iou Br.ooME UU mm TO?*' — 
Speech of Samitei J. Jic^.J 

Our fellow-eouiitrynien in chains ! 

Slaves — in a laud of li^^iit and law ! 
Slavea — crouching on the veiy plains 

Where rolled the atorm of Freedom's 
war I 

A groan from Eutaw's haunted wood, — 
A wail where Caniden's martyi"s fell, — 

By every shrine of patriot Uood, 
From Motdtrie's wall and Jaapar^a well ! 

By storied hill and hallowed grot, 
By mossy wood and marsliy glen, 

Whence tang of old the rifle-shot. 
And hurrying shout of Marion's men ! 



The groan of brt-ak lug hearts is there, — . 

The falling la.>>h, — the feller's clank I 
SUivest — BLAVBs are breathing in that 

air, 

Which old i>e Kalb and ^umt^ diank 1 

What, ho f — onreountrynien in chains I 
The whip on woMAN's'ahrinking tUnh ! 

Our soil yet n*ddeuiug with tin- stains 
Caught from her ucoui^^ig, wanu and 
fresh ! 

What ! mothers from their children 

riven ! 

What ! Cod's own image bought aud 
soUl I 

AxBRiOANs to market driven. 
And bartered as the brute for gold 1 

Speak ! shall their agony of prayer 

Come til rilling to our hearts in vain I 
To us whose fkthers scorned to bear 

The jtrtltry vienace of a chain : 
To us, whose Imast is loud and loug 

Of holy Liberty aud Light, — 
Say, shall these writhing shves of Wrong 

Plead vainly for their plundered Bight 1 

What ! shall we send, with lavish Immth, 

Our sympathies across the wave. 
Where Manhood, on the field of death. 

Strikes for his freeilom or a grave ? 
Shall prayers go up, and hymns he sung 

ForCi recce, the ALoslem fetter8[»urning. 
And millions hail with pen and tongue 

Our %ht on all her utam burning f 

Shall Ikdgiuni feel, and gallant Franceu 
Bv Yendome's pile and Schoenbmn • 

wall. 

And Fi'land, gasping on her lance. 

The iujpulse of our eh»'» ring call ? 
And shall the SLAVt:, beneath our eye, 

Clsnk o'er our fields his hateful chain t 
And toss his fettered aims on higli, 

And groan for Freedom's gift, iu vain ! 

0, say, shall Prussia's bsnner be 

A refuge for the stricken slave t 
And shall the Russian s<'rf go free 

By liaikal's lake and Neva's wave ? 
And shall the wintry-bosomed Dane 

Kelax the iron hand of pride, 
And hill his houdnien ea-1 the eliaiii, « 

From fettered soul aud limb, aside ? 

Shall every flap of England's flag 
Proclaim that all around are 
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From "farthest Ind " to each blue crag 
That beetles o'er the Western Sea ? 

And shall we scoff at Europe's kings. 
When Freedom's tire is diin with us, 

And round our country's altar clin^ 
The daumiiig shade ol Slavery's curse ? 

Go — let us ask of Constantine 

To loosf his in^s)) on Toland's tliroat ; 

And beg the luixi of Mahnioud's line 
To spare the stru^^^^Iin-^ Suliote, — 

Will not the scorching answer come 
Fron. .urbaued Turk, and scornful 
Kuss : 

Go, loose your fettered slaves at home, 
Thon turn, and ask the like of us t '* 

Just God ! and shall we cahiily rest, 
. The Chiistian's scorn, — the heatheu's 

mirth, — 
Content to live the lingering jest 

And by- word of a moi'king Earth I 
Shall our own glorious land retain 

That curse which Europe st onistobear ? 
Shall our own brethren di-ag the chain * 

Which not eren Russia's menials wear ! 

then, in Freedom's manly part, 
Trom graybeanl eld to fiery youth. 
And on the nation's naked heart 

Scatter the living coals of Truth 1 
Up, — while yi' slundx-r, deeper yet 
The shadow of our fame is growing ! 

— while ye pause, our sun maj set 
In Uood, around our altan flowing 1 

Oh 1 rouse ye, ere the storm comes 
forth, — 

The gathered wrath of God and man, — 
like that which waste«l Egy]>t's earth, 

"NViicn liail and fire alxnc it ran. 
Hear ye no warnings in the aii* { 

Feel ye no earthouake underneath ? 
Up, — up I why wm y« slumber where 

The sleeper only wakes in death t 

Up mvf for Freedom ! — not in strife 

like that your sterner fathers saw, — 
The awful waste of human life, — • 
. The glory and the guilt of war : 
But break the chain, — the yoke remove, 
And smite to earth Op])res8ion*8 rod, 
"With those mild arms of Trutli and Love, 
Made mighty through the living God I 

Down let the shrine of 
And leave no traces 



Nor longer let its idol drink 
His daily cup of human blood ; 

But rear another altar there. 

To Truth and Love and Mercy given. 
And Fi ecdonr.si^ift, and I'leedom's prayer, 
KSiiaii call an answer down from 
Heayenl 



THE YANKEE GIRL. 

Shb sings by her wheel at that low cot- 
tage -door, 

Which the long evening shadow is 

stretching before. 
With a music as sweet as the music 

which seems 
Breathed softly and £unt in the ear of 

our dreams 1 

How brilliant and mirthM the light of 

her eye, 

Like a star glancing out from the blue 

of the sky ! 
And lightly and freely her dark tresses 

play 

O'er a hrowand a hoaom as loirely as they 1 

Who comes in his pride to that low cot- 
tage-door, — 
The haughty and rich to the humhle and 

poor ? 

'T is the gi'cat Southern planter, — the 

master who waves 
His wlup of dominion o*er hundre d s of 

uayes. 

* * Nay, Ellen, — for ahame I Let those 

Yankee fools spin, 
Who would pass for our sXaves with a 

ehange of their skin ; 
Let them toil as they will at the loom 

or the wheel. 
Too stupid for shame^ and too Tulgar to 

feell 



Moloch sink, 
where it stood ; | 



<* But thon art too lovely and predons a 

gem 

To he bound to their hurdeuB and sul- 
lied by then), — 

For shame, Ellen, shame, — cast thy 
bondage aside, 

And away to the Souths as my blessing 
and pride. 

' ' 0, come where no wintw thy footsteps 
can wrong, 
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Six't iMrhere flowers axe bloaaomiiig all the 

year long, 

wnere the shade of the palm-tree is 

over iny home, 
JLikdL the leTiion aiuI oraags an white in' 
their bloou 1 



O, come to my home* when my 

vants sliall Jill 
I>epart at thy bidding aud come at thy 
call ; 

Tliey shall heed thee as mistross with 

trembling and awe, 
JLnd each wish of thy heart shall be felt 
as a law." 

« 

could ye hnve seen her — that pride 

of our girl's — 
^rise and cant back the dark wealth of 
her cnrlsy 

'With a scorn in her eye which the g^r 

COilM foel, 

.And a glance like the suuslune that 
fluhes on steel ! 

*• Go l)a(;k, hau«^hty Southron 1 thy 

treasures of gold 
Ats dim with the blood of the hearts thou 

hast sold ; 

Thy hoTTio may be lovely, but loond it 

1 hciir 

The crack of the whip and the footsteps 
of fear 1 

''And the sky of thy Sonth may be 

brighter than ours, 
And greener iliy landscapes^ and fairer 

thy flowers ; 

But dearer the blast round our moun- 
tains which raves, 

Than the sweet suramcr zephyr which 
breathes over slaves 1 

" FnU low at thy bidding thy negroes 

may 

With the iron ot bondage on spirit and 
heel ; 

Yet know tiiat the Yankee gbl sooner 

would he 

In fettei-s with them, than in freedom 

with thee 1 " 

TO W. L. G. 

CuAMPioN of those who groan beneath 

Oppression's iron li;ui-l : 
In view of penury, hate, and death, 

I aee thee fearless stand. 



Still Ix'arin;; up thy lofty brow. 
In tile steadfast stteugth of truth, 

In manhood asaUng wi^li the tow 
And promise of thy yooth. 

Go on, — for thou Irvst chown well ; 

Ua in the strength of (iixi ! 
Long as one hnman heart shall swell 

])«>neath the tyrant's ro«I. 
S[M'uk ifi a sluiiil>(>rin^ nation's ear. 

As tliuu Imst ever Ki>uken, 
Until the dead hi sin shall hear, ^ 

The fetter's link be broken I 

I love thee with a brotln r's love, 

I feel mv piil8«-.s thrill, 
To mark thy spirit soar above 

The cloud o| human ill. 
My heart hath l*-a]H (l to answer thins^ 

And eeho back thy wonU, 
As leaps the warriors at the shine 

And flash of kindred swords t 

They tell me thou art rash and vain, — 

A searcher alter Imiw ; 
That thoo art striving but to gain 

A loiif^' enduring name ; 
That thou hiist n»'rv»'d tlif Afrie's hand 

Aud steeled the Afrie's heart. 
To shake aloft his Tengefial brand. 

And tend his chain apart 

Have I not known thee well, and read 

Thy mighty puri»ose lon^ ? 
And watched the trials which haTe mads 

Tljy human spirit stnui^; ? 
And shall the slundenT's demon breath 

Avail with one like me. 
To dim the sunshine of my ftith 

And earnest trust in thee f 

Go on, — the daE^fff'r's point may glare 

Amid thy jiathway's gloom, — 
The fote which sternly uireatens then 

Is glorious martyrdom ! 
Then onward with a martyr's zeal ; 

And wait thy sure reward 
When man to man no mon shall kneel* 

And God alone be Lord 1 
1M8. 

SONG OF THE FREE. 

Pride of New England I 

Soul of (lur fathers ! 
Shrink we all eraven-like. 

When the storm gathers f 
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What though the tempest be 

Over us lowering, 
"Where 's the New-Englandcr 

Shanu'fully coworing f 
Graven grt'cii aud holy 

Around us are lying, — 
Free were the sleepers all. 

Living and dying ! 

Back with the Southerner's 

Pftdlocks and scourges ! 
Go, — let liim fetter down 

Ocean's free surges ! 
Go, — let hiin silence 

Winds, clouds, and waters, — 
Never New England's own 

Free sons iunl daughters 1 
Free as our rivers are 

Ocean- ward going, — 
Free as the breeses ara 

Over US blowing. 

Upto our altars, then, 

Haste we, and summon 
Counige and loveliness, 

Munhooil and woman ! 
Deep let our pledges be : 

Freedom forever ! 
Trace ynih oj)pression, 

Never, O, never ! 
By our own hirtli right -gift, 

Granted of Heaven, — 
Freedom for heart and lip, 

Be the pledge given 1 

If we liave wlnsj)ered truth, 

"WhisiJer no longer ; 
Speak as the tempest does, 

St< rner and stronger ; 
Still Ik- the tones of truth 

Louder and firmer, 
Startling the* haughty Sonth 

With the deep munniir ; 
God and our chai ter's right, 

Freedom forever ! 
Tnice with oppression, 

Never, 0, -never 1 * 
U88. 

THE HUNTEKS OF MEN. 

Hatb j9 heard of our hunting, o*er 

mountain and glen, 
Through cane-hrake and forest, — the 

hunting of men t 
Tha lords of our land to this hunting 

havegone^ 



FREEDOM. 

As the fox-hunter follows the sound of - 
the horn ; 

Haik 1 — the cheer and the hallo I — the 

eniek of tlie wliip, 
And the yell of the hound as he fastens 
his grip ! 

AU blithe are our hunters^ and noble 

their match, — 
Though hundreds arc caught^ there an 

millions to catch. 
So speed to their hunting, o'er mountain 

and glen, 

Through cane-lirak(> and foies^ — the 
hunting of men 1 

Gay luck to our hunters 1 — how nobly 
. they ride 

In tiie glow of their zeal, and the strength 
of their pride ! 

The jmest with his cassock flung back 
on the wind, 

Just screening the politic statesman be- 
hind, — 

The saint and the sinner, with cursing 

and piuyer, 
The drunk and tiie sober, ride merrily 

there. 

And woman, — kind woman, — wife, 

widow, and maid, 
For the good of the hunted, is lending 
her aid : 

Her foot 's in tlie stirrup, her hand on 

tlic rein, 

How blitJiely she rides to the hunting of 
men ! 

0, goodly and grand is our hunting to 

8et% 

In this "land of the brave and this 

home of the free," 
Priest, warrior, and statesman, fhnn 

Georgia to Maine, 
AUmountin;^' tlic saddle, — all grasping 

the rein, — 
Right merrily hunting the black man, 
whose sin 

Is the curl of his hair and the hue of 

his skin ! 

Woe, now, to the hunted who turns him 
at bay ! 

WiU our hunters be turned from their 

pnr]iose nnd prey ? 
VV' ill their heai ts fail within them ? — 

their nerves tremble, when 
All roughly they nde to the hunting of 

men t 
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flo 1— ALMS for our hunten 1 all weary 
and faint, 

71x1116 cone of the afauur and pnyer 

of the saint. 
The horn is wound faiatly, — the echoes 
are still. 

Over cane-brake and nifsr, and foraet 

and hill. 

fiiste, — alms for oar honten 1 the 
hunted once more 

Ba?» tamed from their flight with their 
backs to the shore : 

What right have they here in the home 
of the white, 

Shadowed o'er by our banner of Free- 
dom and Right T 

Ho !— alms for t^ hunten I or never 



again 



Will they ride in their pomp to the 
hnntiag of men I 

Alms, — alms for oar honten 1 why 

will ye delay, 
When their pride and their glory are 

melting away ? 
Ihe parson has tamed ; for» on chaige 

of his own, 
Who goeth a warlare, or huntinfi^, alone ? 
The politie stateeman looks bacK with a 

sigh, — 

There i«i doubt in his hearty — then is 

fear in his eye. 
0, haste, lest that doubting and fear 

shall prevail, 
And the head of his Steed take the place 

of the tail. 
0, haste, ere he leave us ! for who will 

ride tlien. 

For pleasure or gain, to the lumting of 
men! 

1835. 



OLIERICAL OPPRESSORS. 

tin ttw report of tiie cclelnmleil prMlarerj 

n»eeting in Charlcstovm, P. ('., on the 4th of 
the 9th month, 1*J5, iiubli?h**«l in th<' roiiricr 
of that city, it i« stated : Tke CLEKdY n/ aU 
dtnominationt attended in a Aotfy^itCifPtMa their 
BAxcnoir TO fas psoosiaoNS, and adding by 
inetr pregmes to thelmprMilTn ehaisetsrcf ttw 
•oene!"] 

Just God ! — and these are they 
Who ininisterat thine altar, GodofRight ! 
■Wlwho their hands witli prayer and 
blessing lay 

On Isnefa Ark of Ijj^ t 



What ! preach and kidnap men f 
Give thanks, — and rob thy own 

flicted poor f 
Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then 
Bolt hanl the captive's door t 

What ! servants of thj own 
Maicifal Son, who eame to ledt and 

save 

The homeless and the outcast, — fetter* 
ing down 
The tasked and plondersd sUto I 

Pflate and Herod, friends ! 
Chief {)rie8t8 and rulers, as of old, com- 
bine ! 

Joit Go<l and holyt ia that chnroh, 

whi< h It iuls 
Strength to the spoiler, thine f 

Paid hypocrites, who turn 
JiKl^'nuTit aside, and rob the Hi»Iy Rook 
01 those high words of truth wludi 
search and burn 

In warning ond raboko ; 

Feed fat, ye locusts, feed ♦ 
And, in your tassellcd pulpiis, tliauk 
the Lord 

That, from the toiling bondman's otter 

nood. 

Ye pile your own full board. 

How long, 0 Lord I how long 

Shall su< h a priesthood barter truth away. 
And in thy name, for robbery and wrong 
At thy own altars pray f 

Is not thy hand stretched forth 
Visibly in the heavens, to awe and smite ' 
Shall not the living God of all the 
earth, 

And heaven above, do right t 

Woe, then, to all who fjrind 
Their brethren ol a commuu Father 
down ! 

To all who plunder Cram the immorlal 

mind 

Its bright and glorious crown I 

Woe to the priesthood ! woo 
To those whose nira ia with the price of 

blood, — 

Perverting, darkening, changing, as they 
go, t 
The aeawihing tratha of God I 
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Their glory and their might | 
Shall peri^ ; and their very names 
shall be 

Tile before all the people, in the light 
Of a world's liberty. 

0, gpeed the moment on 
Wben Wrong shall cease, and liberty 

juid Love 

And Truth and Eight throughout the 
eaith be known 
Ab in their home above. 



THE CHRISTIAN SLAVK 

[In a late publiration of L. T. Tasistro — 
'* Baudom Sboto and sSoutbern BreoiM " — i-^ i 
desertptkm of a tia've metlon at New Orivais, nt 

which the auctioneer ivcoiiinu ii'lol tlioWOOUUl 
on the stand as ^* ▲ good Cuiu:iriA:t '. " J 

A CniiTSTiAN ! going, gone ! 
Who bids for God's own image! — for 

h is grace, 

"Which that poor victim of the market- 
place 

Hath in her suffering won f 

My God ! can such things be ? 
Hast tiiounotsaid that whatsoe'er is done 
Unto thy weakest and thy hnmbleBt one 

Is even done to thee f 

In that Bad victim, then. 
Child of thy pitying love, I see thee 

stand, — 

Once mure the jest- word of a mocking 
band, 

Bound; sold, and scourged again 1 

A Christian np for sale ! 
Wet witli lier blood your whips, o*er- 

tiisk her frame. 
Hake her life loathsome with your wrong 
and shame, 
ffer patience shall not fail 1 

A heathen hand might deal 
Back on your heads the gathered wrong 

of yoars t 

Bat her low, broken prayer and nightly 

tears, 

Te neither heed nor fed. 

Con well thy lesson o'er, 
Thoa prudciU teacher, — tell the toiling 
•laTO 



FREEDOIL 

No dangerous tale of Him who came t» 

save 

The outcast and the poor. 

But wisf'ly shut the ray 
Of G od's free G ospel from her simpl e heart. 
And to her darkened mind alone impart 

One stem command, — Owr 1 

So slialt thou deftly raise 
The market piice of human iiesh ; an<t 
whUe 

On thee, their pampered goest* tlw 

])lanters smile, 
Thy church shall praise. 

Grave, reverend men shall tell 
Frnni North era pulpits how thy woric 

was l)]est, 

While in that vile South Sodom £r$t 
and best. 
Thy poor disciples seU. 

0, shame ! the Moslem thrall. 
Who, with his master, to the Prophet 
kneels. 

While turning to the sacred Keblafeela 
His fetters break and falL 

Cheers for the tnrbaned Bey 

Of robber-peopled Tunis I be hath torn 
The dark slave-dungeons open, and hath 
. borne 
Their inmates into day : 

But our poor slave in vain 
Turns to the Christian shrine Ids aching 
eyes, — 

Itsrites will only swell his market prioe^ 
And rivet on his chain. 

God of all right ! how long 
Shall priestly robbers at thine altarstand» 
Lifting in prayer to thee, the bloody hand 

£kd haughty brow of wrong I 

0, from the fields of cane. 
From the low rice-swamp^ firam the 

trader's cell, — 
From the black slave-ship's foul and 
loathsome hell. 
And coffle's weary chain, — 

Hoarse, horrible, and strong, 
Rises to Heaven that agonizing cry. 
Filling the arches of the hollow sky. 

How hOSQ, 0 G0]>, HOfW iMHQ t 
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STANZAS FOB THE TIHS8. 

Is this the land our fathers lovpd, 
The freedom which they toiled to win I 

Is this the soil whereon they mored f 
Ate these tlitf c^i-aveB they slumber In? 

Are we the sons by wliorn an' Iwrne 

The mantles which the dead hare worn t 

And shall we cnmeli above these flraves, 

"With craven soul and fettered lip? 
Yoke in with mark imI ainlhrdndfd slaves. 

And tremble at the driver's whip f 
Bend to the earth our pliant knees, 
Andapaak— bat aaonrmastoesplessBt 

Shall outrofi^ed Nature come to fool ? 

Shall Mercy's tears no longer flow ? 
Shall rtifliMi threats of coid and steel, — 

The duneeon's gloom, ~ the assas- 
sin's olow, 
Turn back the spirit roused to aare 
The Trath, our Country, and the Slave t 

Of human skulls that shrine was made. 
Round which the priests of Me xico 

Before their loatlisome idol prayed ; — 
Is Freedom's altar ftahioned sol 

And must we yield to Freedom's Qod, 

As offering meet, the negro's blood f 

ShaU tongues be mute, when deeds are 

wrought 

Which well mu^t shame ertranest 

hell ? 

Shall freemen lock the indignant thought ? 

ShaU Pity's bosom cease to swell T 
ShaU Honor bleed shall Tmthsao- 

cumb ? 

Shall pen, and press, and soul be dumb ? 

No ; — by each spot of haunted ^und, 
Where Freedom weeps her children's 

fall, — 

By Plymouth's rock, and Bunkers 
monnd, — 
By Griswold*s stamed and shattered 

wall, — 

By Warren's ghost^ — by Langdon's 

shade, — 
By sU the memories of onr dead t 

By their enlarging souls, which burst 

The bauds and fetters round them 
■ set,— 

Bf the free Fil^prim spirit nursed 
Within onr inmost bosoms, yet, — 



By all above, aronad, beloir. 

Be ours the indignant answer, — NO I 

jS'o ; -^gnided by our country's laws, 

Fortnith, and right, andsnflbring man. 
Be ours to strive in Freedom's oaose, 

Ah < hri-itians r>mf/, — as freemen SMl/ 

Still jiomiii;^ on unwilling onn 
That truth ojipression only fears. 

What ! shall we guard onr neighbor still, 
Whi!i' wiifiiaii shrieks IxMH-uth hisrod^ 

And while he tramplen down at will 
The ima^e of a oommon Ood f 

Shall watch and wsrd )><• round him se^ 

Of jNorthem nerve and bayonet ff 

And shall we know and Hhare with hun 
The danger and the growing shams t 

And M-e our Fi< < dom's light grow dim. 
Which sliotild have filled the world 
with lUmie ? 

And, writhing, feel, where'er we turn, 

A world's repdroaeh aroond ns bom f 

Is *t not enough that this is borne ? 

And asks our haughty neighlior more f 
Most fetters which his slaves have wont 

riank round the Yankee fanner's doort 
Must ho be told, h«'siile his plotigh, 
What he must speak, and when, and 
howt 

Must he be told his freedom stands 
On Slavery's dark foundations 
strong, — 
On breaking hearts and fettered hands. 

On robbery, and crime, and wrong t 

That all his fatlir-rs tn'it^'lit is vain, — 
That freedom's emliem is the chain t 

Its lift", its soul, from slavery drawn f 
False, foul, profane 1 Go^— teach a 

well 

Of holy Truth from Falsehood bom ! 

Of Heaven refredied by airs from Hell I 
Of Virtue in the arms of Vice ! 
Of Demons planting Paradise I 

Rail on, then, brethren of the 
South," — 
Ye shall not hear the truth the less;— 
No seal is on the Yankee's mouth. 
No fetter on the Yankee's press 1 
From our Green Mountains to the sea. 
One voice shaB thunder, — Wx Aia 
i 
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LINES, 

WRITTEN ON READING THE MESSAGE 
OF GOVERNOR BXTKEB, OF tESV- 
aYLYAKIA, 1886. 

Thamk God for the token 1 — one lip ie 

still free, — 
One spirit untrammelled, — unbending 
one knee ! 

Like the oak of the moontain, deep- 
rooted and firm, 

Erect, when the multitude bends to the 
storm ; 

When traitors to Freedom, and Honor, 

and Go<l, 

Are bowed at an Idol polluted with 

blood ; 

When the xecreant Nodh has forgotten 

her trust, 

And the lip of her honor is low in the 

dust, — 

Thank God, that one ann from the 

shackle has broken I 
Thank God, that one man as %fiwma» 

has spoken 1 

(Ver'thy craos, Alleghany, a Uast hae 

been blown ! 

Down thy tide, Susquehanna, the mur- 
mur has gone I 

To the land of the South, — of the char- 
ter and chain, — 

Of Libt i-ty sweetened with Slavery's 
])ain ; 

Where the cant of Democracy dwells on 
the lips 

Of the foi^pers of fetters, and wielders of 

whips ! 

Where "chivalhc " honor means really 
no more 

Than sconrging of women, and robbing 

the ]>oor I 

Where the Moloch of Slayery sitteth on 
high. 

And the words whieh he ntten^ are — 
WoBSHip, OK mm 1 

Right onward, 0 speed it 1 Wherever 
the blood 

Of the wronged and the goiltlesB is ery- 

inr^ to God ; 
Wherever a slave in his fetters is pining ; 
Wherever the lash of the diiver is twin- 
^ ing; 

WheieTer from kindrodt -tom mdely 
apart. 



Comes the sorrowfiil wall of the hrokdi 

of heart ; 

Wherever the shackles of tyranny biiKl, 
In silence and darkness, the God-given 
mind ; 

There, God speed it onward I — its tmth 

will felt, — 
The bonds shall be loosened, — the iron. 

shall melt 1 

And 0, will the land where the free soul 

of Penn 

Still lingers and breathes over mountain 
and glen, — 

Will the land where a BiinzBi^a spirit 
w*ent forth 

To the ])eeled and the meted, and outcast 
of Earth, — • 

Where the words of the Charter of Lib- 
erty first 

From the sonl of the sage and the pi^ 

triot burst, — 
Where first for the wronged and the weak 

of their kind, 
The Christian and Statesman their efforts 

combined, — 
Will that laud of the free and the good 

wearaehainf 
Will the call to the rescue of Freedom 

be Taint 

Xo, Ritner I— her "Friends" at thy 

warning shall stand 
£iect for the tmth, like their ancestral 

band ; 

Foigetting the feuds and the strife of 
past time^ 

Coonting coldness iignstioe, and silence 

a crime ; 

Turning back from the cavil of creeds, 
to nnito 

Onoe again for thepoor in defence of the ■ 

Right ; 

Breasting calmly, but firmly, the full 

tide of Wrong, 
Orerwhelmed, hat not home on its soigra 

along ; 

IJnappalled by the danger, the shame^ 

and the pain. 
And ocantiug eaeh trial for Troth m 

their gain 1 

And that bold-hearted yeomanry, hon- 
est and true, 
Who, haters of fraud, otb tolahooritsdos) 
Whose fathers, of old* sang in oraesrt 
with thhiSb 
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On the banks of Swetaia, the aaogi of 

the Khine, — 

The German-bom pilgrims, who first 
dared to brave 

The scorn of the pioud- in the eenie of 
the slave : — r 

Will the sons of such men yield the 
lords of the South 

One brow for the brand, — for the pad- 
lock one mouth ? 

They cater to tyrants I — They rivet the 
chain. 

Which their fathers smote o£^ on the 
negro again! 

No^ never ! — one voice, like the sound 

in the cloud. 
When tlM roar of the itorm WBzee kmd 

and more loud, 
Wherever the foot of the j&eemen hath 

pressed 

From the Delaware's marge to the Lake 

of the West, 
On the South-going bteena ahall deepen 

and grow 

Till the land it sweeps over shall tremble 
below 1 

The voice of a zboili, — npiiaen, — 

awake, — 

Pennsylvania's watchword, with Free- 
dom at stoke. 

Thrilling up from each valley, flung 

down from each heiqlit, 
" OuK Country and LiBEETY 1 — GOD 

ITOJR THE KlOHT 1 " 



THE PASTORAL L£TT£B. 

So, this is all, — the utmost reach 

or priestly power the mind to fiitter t ' 
When laymen think — when women 

preach — 

A war of words— a ** Pastoral Let- 
ter!" • 

Kow, ahame upon ye, pariah Popes I 
Was it thus with those^ yoor j^ede- 

cessors, 

Who sealed with racks, and lire, and 
ropes 

Their loving-kindnen to tnnsgreason ? 

A ** Pastoral Letter," grave and dull — 
Alas I in hoof and horns and features, 

How different is your Brookfield bull, 
I^m him who hallows fhun BL Pe- 
ter's 1 



Your m-storal ri^ti and powert htm 

narm. 

Think ye, can words alone preteire 

them ? 

Toor wiser fathen traght the ann 
And .sword of temporal powar to aenre 

them. 

O, glorioos dayi, — when Ghnreh and 

State 

WerL- wcddpd hy your sptritnnl (atheial 
And on submi&^ve bhoulders sat 

Your Wilsons and your Cotton Ma- 
thers. 

No vih^ '* itincmtit " thfii oould mar 
The beauty of your tnmtjuil Zion, 

But at his peril of the hcat 
Of hangman's whip and branding-Iron. 

Then, whole8omolawsrplif'V»'<l theChnrah 
Of heretic ana nujw hief-niaker. 

And priest and bailiff joined in eearch. 
By tume, of Fapiat, witeh, and Qaa> 

ker ! 

The stocks were at each ehurcli's door, 
The gallows stoo<i on IWtou Common, 

A Papist'a earn the pillory bore, — 
The gallows-rope, a Quaker woman I 

Your fathers dealt not as ye deal 
With " non-professing " frantic teach- 
ers ; 

They bored the tongue with red-hot steel, 
And flayrd the hacks of ** female 
preachers." 
Old Kewbury, had her llelda a tongue. 
And Salem'a atreeta oould tell their 
story. 

Of fainting woman dragged along, 

Gabbed by the whip, accui^^ and 
gory! 

And will ye ask me, why this taunt 

Of memories sacred from the scomer 1 
And why with reckless hand I plant 

A nettle on the gnu es ye honor ? 
Not to reproach New Kiif^land's (lead 

This record from the past I summon, 
Of manhood to the scatlold led, 

And suffering and heroic woman. 

No, — for yourselves alone, T turn 
The pages of intolerance over, 

That, in uieir spirit, daric and stem, 
Ye haply may your own discover ! 

For, if ye claim tlie " pastoral right," 
To silence Freedom s voice of waraingi 



* 
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And from your precincts shut the light 
Of Freedom's day around ye dawn- 

If when an earthquake voice of power. 
And signs in earth and heaven^ 'are 

showing 

That forth, in its appointed hour, 
The Spirit of the l>ord is going ! 

And, with that Spirit, Freedom's light 
On kindred, tongue, and people break- 
ing* 

inioM damibeiiBg ndUkiis, at the sight, 
In glory and in strength an waking ! 

When for the sighing of the poor, 

And for the needy, God hath risen, 
And chains are breaking, and a door 

Is opening for the souls in prison ! 
If then ye would, with puny hands, 

Arrest the very work of Heaven, 
And land anew w evil bends 

Which God's right ana of power hath 
liven,— 

What marvel that, in many a mind. 
Those darker deeds of bigot madness 

Are closely M'iih. your own combined, 
Yet " less in anger than in sadness" I 

What marvel, if the peoule learn 
To daim the right of uree opinion t 

"What marvel, if at times th«y spnm 
The ancient yoke of yoor dominion } 

A ^rious remnant linger yet, 
Whose lips are wet at Freedom's foon- 

tains, 

The coining of whose welcome feet 
Is beautiful upon our mountains I 

Men, who the gospel tidiugs bring 
Of Liberty and Love forever, 

Whose joy is an abiding spring, 
Whose peace is as a gentle liver \ 

But ye, who scorn the thrilling tale 
Of Carolina's high-souled daughters, 

Wliich e<'hoes liere the mournful wail 
Of sorrow iioin Edisto's waters, 

Close while ye may the public esr, ~ 
With maliee vex, with slander wound 

them, — 

The pure and good shall throng to hear, 
And tried and manly hearts snzieund 
them. 

O, ever may the power which led 
Their way to such a fiery trial. 



09 ITfiSEDOM. 

And strengthened womanhood to tread 
The wiiu'-press of such self-denial. 

Be round them in an evil land. 
With wisdom and with strength from 

Heaven, 

With Mii i:ini'.s voice, and Judith's hand, 
AudDeborah'ssoug, for triumph given 1 

And what are ye who strive witli Ood 

Agiiinst the ark of his salvation, 
Moved by the breath of ]>rayer abroad. 

With blessings for a dyiug nation 1 
What, but the stnbble and Uie hay 

To perish, even as flax consUBtDg, 
With all that bnrs liis glorious way, 

Hefore the brightness of his coming t 

And thou, sad Angel, who so Icmg 

Hast waitetl for the glorious token. 
That Earth Irom all her bonds of wrong 

To liberty and light has broken, — 
Angel of Freedom ! soon to thee 

The sounding tnim])('t sliaU be given. 
And over Earth's fiill jubilee 

Shall deeper joy be telt in Heaven 1 

WRITTEK FOB THE MEETING OF THE 
ANTISLAYIRT SOCISTY, AT CHAT- 
HAM STREET CHAPEL, N. T., HELD 

ON THE 4th of thb 7th mouth, 

1834. 

0 Thou, whose presence weat before 

Our fathoi-s in their weary way, 
As with thy chosen moved of yoro 
The hre by night, the cloud by day I 

When from each temple of the free, 
A nation's song aseends to HeaVBtt, 

Most Holy Father ! unto thee 
If ay not onr hnmble prayer be given f 

Thy children all, — though hue and foim 
Are varied in tliine own good will, — 

With thy own holy breathings warm. 
And fiishioned in thine image stilL 

We thank thee, Father ! — hill and plain 
Around us wave their fruits once more, 

And dnsteied vine, and blossomed grain. 
Are bending lonnd esch eottsge door. 

And peace is here ; and hope and love 
Are round us ai> a uiautlc thrown. 
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And imto Thee, saprame above^ 
The knee of iiimyer irlMmvdaloiM. 

But O, for those tliLs day can bnil|^ 
As unto us, uo juyful thrill, — 

For thoae wbicH imder Fraodom's wing, 
Are bound in SUvoiy's lettem ■till : 

For thosti to whom thy living word 
Of light and krre is nerer firm, — 

For those whose ears have u<-ver heard 
The promiM and the hiipe of Uoaviui 1 

For broken heart, and clouded mind* 
Wheraoa no human mercies fsU, — 

Of be thj* gracious love inclined. 
Who, as a Father, pitiest all 1 

And grant, O Father f that the time 
Of Berth's deliverance may be uear. 

When every land and tongue and clime 
The measage of thy lo?e ahaU hear, — 

When, smitten as with fire from hsavmi. 

The capt ive's chain shall sink in dual. 
And to his fettered soul Im* fi^vea 
The glorious freedom of the just 1 

LIHE3, 

WllITTEN FOR THE CELEBttATION OP 
TRB THIRD AmriYBBaAaT OF BBIT- 
ISI{ EMANCIPATION AT THB BBOAD- 
WAY TABKIINACLB, K. Y., "VIBBTOF 
AUQUST," 1537. 

O Holy Father f — just and true 

Are all tliy works and words and WajB, 
And unto thee alone are due 

Thanksgiving and eternal prabo 1 
As children of thy gracioaa care, 

We veil the eye, we bend the knee. 
With broken words of praise and prayer. 

Father and God, we come to thee. 

For thou hast heanl, O God of Bight, 

The si:j;hiii'^ of the island slave ; 
Ami stretched for him the arm of mii;ht, 

Not shortened that it could not save. 
The laborer sits beneath his vine, 

The shackled soul and hand are free, — 
ThanKstrivinj^ ! — for the work is tliine ! 

Pnuse 1 — for the blessing is of thee 1 

And 0, we feel thy prcaenoe here, — 
Tby awf ol arm in jndgment baie I 



Thine eyahatfa mm the bondman's tear, — 
Thine ear hath beard the bondman'a 

))raypr. 

Praise ! — for the pri«le of man is low, 
Tlie counsels of the wiiiC are naught. 

The fountains of repentanoe flow ; 
What hath onr God in mercy wroo^tt 

Speed on thy work, L<ord (jod of iiosta I 
And when the bondman*a ehain is 

riven. 

And sw»'!1h from all our guilty coasts 
The nnthem of the (w*- to ll< MV«'n, 

O, not to those whom tbou hiist led, 
Aa with thy cloud and tire bufora^ 

But onto thee^ in fear and dread, 
lie pniaa and gloiy cTenBora. 



LINES, 

WRITTEN FOU THE ANNIVKItSARY TKL- 
EUitATlON OF THE FilUii Ol; ALUUST, 
▲T MlLTOtr, 1840. 

A FEW briff years have pa^^s^d away 

Since Britain drove her niiiUuu slaves 
Beueath the tropic's fiery niy : 
God williHi their freeilom ; and to-day 
lifis MnomaaboFC thoae island gtaFca I 

He spoke 1 across the Oirib Sea, 
We heard the claeh of breaking chains. 

And felt the heart-throb of the free^ 
The first, stronjif nnlse of lib« rty 

Which thrilled along the bondman's 
veins. 

Tliou^h louf? delayed, and far, and slow^ 

The liriton's triimijdi sliall be ours: 
Wears slavery here a prouder brow 
Than that which twelve short years ago 
Scowled daikly fiom her island bow- 
en! 

Mighty alike for good or ill 

With mother-liuid, we fiiUy ahare 
The Saxon atreogth, — the nerve of 

steel, — 
The tirele^ss energy of will, — 
The i)ower to do^ the pride to dare. 

What she has done cnn we not do ? 

Our hour and men an- lM>th at hand ; 
Tlie blast which Fre«'d«jiir.s any^el blew 
OVr her green islands, echoes throoj^ 

£aoh valley of our forest land. 
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Hear it, old Europe I we litt?e sworn 

The death of slavery. — When it faUs, 
Look to your vassiils in their turn, 
Your pour duuib iiiiiiiuus, crushed and 
woniy 

Your prieoos and your palace walls I 

O kingly mockers ! — scoffing show 
IHiat deeds in Freedom's name we do ; 

Yet know that every taunt ye throw 

Across tlie waters, goads our slow 
Progression towards the right and 
true. 

Not always shall your ontrar^ed poOT, 

Appalled by democratic ciimc, 
Grind as their fathers ground before, — 
The hour which sees our prison door 
Swing wide shsU he AetrtriDmph time. 

On then, my brothers ! every blow 
Ye deal is felt the wide earth through ; 

Whatever here uplifts the low 
Or hinnl)le8 Freedom's hateful foe, 
Blesses the Old World through the 
New. 

Take heart ! The promised hour draws 

nr^r, — • 

1 hear tlie downward beat of wings, 
^ And Freedom's trumpet sounding clear : 
Joy to the people ! — woe and fear 
To now-world tjrsnti^ old-world 
kij^l" 

THE FAREWELL 

CW A VIRGINIA SLAVE HOTHEK TO HER 
DA176HTEBS SOLD UfTO SOUTHERN 
BONIkAOS. 

Gone, fjone, — sold and pone. 
To tlic rice-swamp dank and lone. 
Where the slsve-whip ceaseless swings. 
Where the noisome insect stings^ 
"Where tho fever demon strews 
Poison with the falling dewfl^ 
Where the sicUy sonheams gisrs 
Throng the hot and misty uir, — 
Gone, g^one, — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Virginia's liUls and waters, — 
Woe is me» my stolen danghteis -I 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 



There no mother's eye is near theniy 

There no mother's ear can hear tikem J 
Never, when the torturing lash 
Seams their back with many a gash. 
Shall a mother^s kindness bless them» 
Or a mother's arms caress them. 
Gone, gone, — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone^ 
From Viiginia'shiUsaBd mibat, — 
Woe is me^ my stolen dsnn^ters t 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
0, when weary, sad, and slow. 
From the fields at night they go. 
Faint with toil, and raeked with pain^ 
To their cheerless homes again. 
There no hrotfaei's Toioe disll greet 
fhem, — 

There no father's welcome meet them. 
Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
From Yiiginia's hills and waters, — ' 
Woe is me^ my stolen daughters t 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rioe-Bwamr) dank and lone. 

From the tree whose shadow lay 
On iLeir childhood's place of play, — 
From the cool spring where they drank, — 
Bock, and hill, ana rivulet buik, — 
From the solonn house of prayer, 
And the holy counsels there, — 
Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Yii^ia's hifls and waten^ — 
Woe is me, my stolen dasghters 1 

• Gone, gone, — sold and gon^ 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,— 

Toiling through the weary day. 
And a1 iiif^'lit tlio s]ioilcr's prey, 
O that they had curlier (iiod. 
Sleeping calmly, side by side, 
Where the tyrant's power is o'er. 
And the fetter galls no more ! 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone^ 
From y iiginia's hills and waters, 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters I 

Gone, gone, — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
By the holy iove He heareth, — 
By the hnused reed He spareth, — 

O, may Tie, to whom alone 

All their cruel wrongs are known. 
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Still their Tiopc and refuge prove, 
With a more than motlier's love. 
Gone, gone, — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
From Vitginia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is mc^ my stolen daughten i 



THE MORAL WARFABE. 

"When Freedom, on her natal day. 
Within her war-rocked cradle lay. 
An iron race aronnd her stood, 
B;ij)tized her inl lut brow in blood ; 
And, through the atonn which roond her 

swept. 

Their coiiataiit ward and watching kept. 

Then, where our quiet herds repose^ 
The roar of l>aloful battle rose, 
And brethren of a conimoii tongue 
To mortal strife as u^m .s sprung. 
And every gift on Freedom's shrine 
Was man for beast, and blood for wine 1 

Our fathers to their graves have gone ; 
Their strife Is past, — their trinm]^ won ; 
But sterner trials wait the race 
Which rises in their honored place, — 
A moral warfare with the crime 
And folly of an evil time. 

So let it be. In God's own Tiii^^ht 
We gird us for tht^ coming hf^ht, 
And, strong in Him whose cause is ours 
In conflict with unholy powers, 
, We grasp the weapons He has given, — 
The Light, and Truth, and Love of 
Heaven. 



THE WORLD'S CONVENTION 

OF THE FRIENDS OF EMAKCJl'AriON, 
BBLD IN LONDON IN 1840. 

Yes, let tlioin feather ! — Summon forth 
The pledged philanthropy of Earth, 
From every land, whose hills have heard 

The bugle blast of Freedom waking ; 
Or shrickinnj of her symbol-bird 

From out liis cloudy eyrie breaking : 
Whei*e Justice hath one worshipper, 
Or truth one altar built to her ; 
Where'er a human eye is weeping 

0*er wroTigs %v}iich Earth's sad chil« 
dren know, — 



Where'er a single heart is k« «'pin^( 

Its prayerful watrli with Iniin m w<rf» : 
Thence let them ooium, and gieei each 
other. 

And know in each a Mend and hrother I 

Yes, let them come 1 from each green vale 
Where England's old baronial balls 
Still bear upon their stoned walla 
The grim cnisailer's rusted mail, 
Battt^red by Puyiiini spear and brand 
On Malta's rock or Syria's sand I 
And mouldering pennbn-stavei onoe wt 

Within the soil of F^tine^ 
By Jordan and (n nesnret ; 

( )r, iKirne with England's bottle line, 
U't-r Acre's shattered turrets stooping. 
Or, midst the camp their banneradvMp* 

With dews from hallowe<l Herraonwet^ 
A holier bumniuns now is given 

Than that gruy hennit*s voice of old. 
Which unto all the winds of heaven 

The banners ot the Tross unrolled I 
Not for the long-deserted shrine, — 

Not for the dull unconscious sod. 
Which tells not bv one lingering sign 

That there the hojM' of Isiiiel trod ; — 
But for that riU TH, for which alone 

In pilgrim eyes are sanctihed 
The garden moss, the mountain stone. 
Whereon his holy sandals pressed, — 
The fountain which his lip hath 

blessed, — 
Whate'er hath touched his garment's hem 
At Bethany or Bethlehem, 

Or Jordan's river>side. 
For FiiEEDOM, in the name of Hira 
Who came to raise Earth's drooping 
poor. 

To break the chain from every Umb^ 

The bolt from every prison door I 
For these, o'er jill the esirtli hath passed 
An ever-deei)€ning trumpet blast. 
As if an angel's breath had lent 
Its vigor to the instrument. 

And W ales, from Snowden's mountain 
wall. 

Shall startle at that thrilling call. 
As if slie heard her bards again ; 

And Erin's " liarp on Tara's wall" 
Give out its ancient strain, 

Mirthful and sweet, yet sad withsl, — 
The melody which Erin loves. 

When o'er that harp^ 'mid bursts of glad* 
ness 
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And slogan cries and lyke-wake sadness, 

The hand of her O'Connell moves ! 
fiootland, from lake and tarn and rill, 
And mountain hold, and heatheary hill, 
Shall catch and echo l>ack thenote^ 
As if she Ueaid upon her air 
Once more her Camerouian's prayer 

And song of Freedom float 
And cheering echoes shall reply 
From each remote dependency, 
Where Britain's mighty sway is known, 
In tropic sea or frozen zone ; 
Whereer her sunset flag is fHirling, 
Or morning gun-firc*8 smoke is curling ; 
From Indian Bengal's groves of palm 
And rosy fields and gales of balm. 
Where Eastern pomp and power are rolled 
Througli regal Ava s gates of gold ; 
Ami from the lakes and ancient WOods 
And dim Canadian solitudes, 
Whence, sternly from her rocky throne^ 
Queen of the North, Quebec looks down ; 
And from those bright and nmsomed 
Isles 

Where all unwonted Freedom smiles. 
And the dark laborer still retains 
Hm scar of skveiy's broken chains I 

From the hoar Alps, which sentinel 
The gateways of the land of TdO, 
Where morning's keen and earliertg^laiioe 

On Jura's rocky \vall is thrown, 
And from the olive bowers of France 
And vine groves garlanding the 

Bhone, — 
Friends of the Bhusks," a« tnw and 
tried 

As those who stood by Oge's side, 
And heard the Haytien's tale of wrong, 

Shall gather at that summons strongs — 
Broglit', Passy, and him whose song 
Bmithed over Syiia's holy sod, 
And in the paths which Jesus trod. 
And munntued midst the hills whichhem 
Orownless and sad Jerusalem, 
Hath echoes whereso'er the tone 
Of Israel's prophet-lyre is known. 

Still let them come^ — from Qoito's 

f walls, 

And from tlie Orinoco's tide, 
From Lima s Inca-haunte<l halls. 
From Santa Fe and Yncatan, — 

Men who by swart Ouerrero's siile 
Proclaimed the deathless kights of MAN, 

Broke every bond and fetter off, 

And hailed in eveiy sable serf 



A free and brother Mexican ! 
Chiefs who across the Andes' chain 
Have followed Freedom's flowing 
pennon. 

And seen on Junin'*s fearful plain, 
Glare o'er the broken ranks of Spain 

The fire-burst of Bolivar's cannon I 
And Hayti, from her mountain laud, 

Shall send the sons of thosewho hurled 
Defiance from her blazing strand, — 
The war-gage from her Petion's band^ 

Alone agwnst a hostile world. 

Nor all unmindful, thou, the while. 
Land of the dark and mystic Nile ! — 
Thy Moslem mercy yet may shame 
All t^rrants of a Christian name, — 
"VMien m the shade of Gizch's pile, 
Or, where from Abyssinian hills 
£1 Gerek's upper fountain fills, 
Or where from Mountains of the Mo<m 
£1 Abiad bears his watery boon. 
Where'er thy lotus 1 lossoms swim 
Within their ancient hallowed wa- 
ters, — 

Where'er is heard the Coptic hymn, 

Or song of Nubia's sable daughters, — 
The cui-se of slavery and the ciime. 
Thy bequest from remotest time, 
At thy dark Hehemet's decree 
Foreveimore shall pass from thee ; 

And chains forsake eacli c antive's limb 
Of all those tribes, whose hills around 
Have echoed back the cymbal sound 

And victor hom of Ibrahim. 

And tbou whose glory and whoso crime 
To earth's remotest bound and clime. 
In mingled tones of awe and seom, 
The echoes of a world have borne. 
My country ! glorious at thy birth, 
A day-star llnsliing brightly forth, — 

The herald-sign of Freedom's dawn ! 
O, who ooold dKsm that saw thee then. 

And watched thy rising from afar. 
That vapors from opprc&sion's fen 

Would cloud the upwaid tending star ? 
Or, that earth's tynnt powos, which 
heard, 

Awe-struck, the shout which hailed 

thy dawning, 
Would rise so soon, prince, peer, and 
king, 

To mock thee with their welcoming. 
Like Tlades when her thrones were stirred 
To greet the down-cast IStar of Mom* 
ingl 
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"Aha ! and art thou fallen thus ! 
Art THOU become as one of / " 

Land of my fathers I — th^ro will stand. 
Amidst that worM-asa^mhled Itaiid, 
Those owning thy iiiaternai claim 
Unweft1t«iied Dy thy crime tnd shame, — 
The sad repn)vers of thy wrong, — 
The children thou hast spumed so long. 
Still with afTfrtion's foud<'st yearning 
To their unnatural mother turning. 
No traitors tbey I — but tried and leal. 
Whose own is hut thy f^oncral weal. 
Still blending with the patnot's ?«>;il 
The Christian's love for human kind. 
To oaste and dhaate imoonfined. 

• 

A holy gathfring ! — peaceful all : 
No threat of war, — no savage call 

For vengeance on an erring brother I 
But in th<»r stead the godlike plaa 
To teach the brotherhood of man 

To love and reverence one another^ 
As sharers of a common blood. 
The childrm of a oommon 
Yet, even at its li^jhtest word. 
Shall Slavt'rv's darkest d»'j)ths be stirred : 
Spain, watching from her Moro's keep 
Her slave-ships traversing the deep. 
And Rio, in her strength and pri^ 
Lifting, alopf^ hor mountain -side. 
Her snowy battlements an<l towers, — 
Her lemon-groves and tropic bowers, 
With bitter bate and sallen fear 
Its freedom-giving voice shall hear ; 
And where my conntry'a flag ia tiow- 
ing, 

On breezes from Monnt Vernon blowing 

Above the Nation's council haljs, 
Where Freedom's praise is loud and long, 
While close l)eneath the outward walls 
The driver plies his reeking thong, — 
The hammer of the roan-thief nils, 
0*cr hypociitie cherk and brow 
The crimson flush of shame shall glow: 
And all who for their native land 
Are pledging life and heart and hand, — 
Worn watchers o'er her chan/^ing weal, 
Who for her tarnished honor feel, — 
Thronj,'h cottjige door an<l council-hall 
Shall thunder an awakening call. 
The pen along its nage thall bom 
With all intolerable scorn, — 
An eloquent rebuke shall go 
On all the winds that Southward blow, — 
From priestly Hps, now sealed anddumb^ 
WanuDg and dread appeal shall come^ 



Like those which Israel hmrd fromhiiBf 
The Prophet of the Cherubim, — 
Or those which tad Eaaaaa hnrled 

Against a sin -accursed world ! 
Its wiznni leaves the Pn*HS shall flil^ 
Unceasing from its iron wing. 
With charaetera inscribed thereoB^ 

As f(>arfnl in the de^itot'sliall 
As t<» the pomp (if Bal'vlon 

The lire-sign on the |mlace wall 1 
And, from her dark iniquities, 
Methiuks I see niv country riae : 
Not challenging the nations round 

To note her tardy justice done, — 
iler cajttives from their chains unbound. 

Her f>riaoM opening to the ann : — 
Hut tenrfoUy her anus e.\t«nding 
Over the p<Mir and unotlendiiig ; 

iler regal emblem now nu lunger 
A bird of prey, with talons rwking. 
Above the dying canti?e shrieking^ 
But, spnviding otit licr ample wing^—- 
A broad, imjwirtial covering, — 

The weaker sheltered by the 8ti-uu> 
ger ! — 

O, then to Faith's anointed eyes 
The promised token shall begiv<en; 

And on a nation's sacrihce. 

Atoning for the sin of ^ears. 

And wet with pcnitentuU tears, — 
The fire ahaU (all from Heaven 1 



KEW HAMPSHIRE. 
1845. 

God Ueas Kew Hampshire ! — from her 

granite peaks 
Once more tne voice of Staric and 

l^angdon sjK'aks. 
The long-bound of the exuitiog 

South 

For v(>ry shame her self-foiged chain 

has 111 ok en, — 
Tom the black seal of slavery from her 
mouth, 

And in the clear tones of her old time 

spoken ! 

O, all undreamed-of, all unhoped-for 
chang(>s ! — - 
The tyrant'a ally proves his sternest 

foe ; 

To all his biddings, from her mountain 
ranges. 

New Hampshire thunders an indig- 
nant Mo I 
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WhobttnoipdMiNdniT O, faint ofliettt, 
Look upwaid to tbose Noitliem moan- 

taiQs cold, 
Flouted by freedom's Tictor-flag un- 
rolled, 

And gather Btrangth to liear a numlier 

l)art ! 

Ail is i)ot lost. The angel of God's 

Encampe ¥nth Frasdom on the field 

of figlit ; 

Still to her banner* day by day, are 

pressing, 

Unlooked-for allies, striking for the 
right ! 

CSoorage, then, Northern hearto t— Be 

linn, be true : 
What one brave State hath done, can ye 

notalaodot 



THE NEW YEAB: 

A immMWK I) TO THS PATBOini QV THS 
l!lll]nBn.VAllIA VaXBMAlK, 

The wave is breaking on the shore^ ~ 
The echo fading from the chime^ — 

A^n the shadow moveth o*flr 
Tha dial-plate of time 1 

O, seer-seen Angel ! waiting now 
With weary feet on sea and shoM^ 

Imroticnt for tlie last tlrcatl vow 
That time shall be no more 1 

Once more aeroes thy sleepless eye 
The semblance of a smite liaa passed : 

The year departing leaves more nigh 
Time's fearfullest and last. 

O, in that dying year hath been 

The sum of ail since time Le^'nn, — 
The birth and death, the joy and pain. 
Of Nature and of Alan. 

Springs ivith her change of son and 

shower, 

And streams released from Winter's 
ehain, 

And bursting had, and opoiing flower, 
And greenly growing ^ain ; 

And Summer's shade, and sunshine warm, 
And TaiubowB o*er her hill^tops bowed, 

Aiid voices in her rising storm, — 
God speaking from his cloud 1 — 



flLEEDOM. 

And Autumn's fruits and clustering 

sheavei^ 

And soft, warm days of golden 
The glory of her forest leaves, 
And hai'vest-moon at night ; 

And Winter with her leafless grove. 
And ]msoned atieam, and djifting 
snow. 

The hriUianoe of lier heaven ahova 
Andof her earUi hekfw 

And man, — in whom an angel's mind 
With earth's low instincts hnda 
abode, 

The highest of the links which hind 
. Brute natoK to her God ; 

His infant eye hatii leen the light, 
liis childhood'amerriest 1 a ug hter rung^ 

And active sports to manlier might 
The nerves of boyhood strung 1 

And quiet love, and paasbn's fires, 
Have soothed or homed in manhood'a 

breast, 

And lofty aims and low desires 
By turns disturbed his rest. 

The wailing of the newly-born 

Has mingled with the funeral knell ; 

And o'er the dying's ear has. gone 
The merry mamage-belL 

And Wealth has filled his halls with 

mirth, 

While Want, in many a humble shed. 

Toiled, shivering by lier cheerless hearth, 
The live-long night for bread. 

And worse . than aU, — the human 
slave, — 

ThA spoi-t of lust, and pride^ and 

scorn ! 

Plucked off the crown his Maker gave^ — » 
His regal manhood gone 1 

0, still, my country ! o'er thy plains, 
Blackened with slavery's blight and 
ban. 

That human chattel drags his chains, — 
An uncreated man 1 

And still, where'er to sun and breeifl^ 
My country, is thy iiag unrolled. 

With scorn, the gazing stranger aeea 
A stain on every fo^ 
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0, tear the gorgeous emblem dowu ! 

It ffathers sconi from every eye, 
And despots smile and good men frown 

Whene'er it peaaee by. 

Shame ! shame 1 its starry splendors 
glow 

Above the skyer^ekeHiioniejaflt — 

Its folds are rulfling even now 
Uis crimson llag of sale. 

Still round our country's proudest hall 
T\u; ti-ade in human llesh is driven. 

And at each carclt's.s hanmier-lall 
A human heart is riven. 

And this, too, sanctioned by the men 
Vested witli ])Ower to shield the nght, 

And throw each vile and robber den 
Wide open to the light. 

Yet, shame upon them ! — there they sit, 
Men of the North, sulxlued and still ; 

Meek, pliant poltroons, only fit 
To moA. a mMter's wUL 

Soldy — bargained off for Southern 
votes, — 
A paeslTe herd of Kofthim males, 
JnBt braying through their purchased 

throats 
Whate'er their owner rulea. 

And be,* — the baaeatof the hose^ 

The vilest of the vile, — whoae name, 

Embalmed in iiiiinite disgrace. 
Is deathless in its shame 1 — 

A tool, — to bolt the people's door 

Against the people clainonnf,' there, 
An ass, — to traniitle on their iioor 
A people's right of prayer ! 

Nailed to his self-ni.ido f,Mb])et fast, 
Self-j)illoried to the |tuhlie view, — 

A mark for every jiassing blast 
Of scorn to whistle through ; 

There let him hang, and hear the bo&st 
Of Southrons o'er their pliant tool, — 

A new Stylites on his post, 
«' Sacied to ridicnk r 

Look we at home I — our noble hajl, 
To Freedom's holy purpose given, 

Now reara ita black and ruined wall. 
Beneath tiie wintgr heaven, — 



TfUiiig tlie story of its doom, — 
The fiendish mob, — the prostrate 
law, — 

The fier>' jet through midnight*! glooo^ 
Our gazing thousanUa saw. 

Look to oar States •^tbe ^loor man's right 
Tom from him: — and the aona ol 

those 

Whose blood in Freedom's sternest fight 
Sprinkled the Jei-sey snows. 

Outlawed within th»' land of Penn, 
That Slavery's guilty fears might ceaae. 

And those whom (Jod ci-euted men 
Toil on as brntea in peace. 

Yet o'er the blai^knf •^'^ nf the storm 
A bow of promise bends un high. 

And gleams of aunahine, soft and warm, 
BrMk throogh oar doodad aky. 

£Bfit, West, and l^orth, the ahout ia 
heard. 

Of freemen riaing for the lifjtd : 

Each vnlley hath its rallying wOfd,^ 
Each hill ita aignal light. 

O'er ICaandmaetts' rocks of gray. 
The strengthening light of freedom 

shines, 

Rhode Island's Narragan.sett liay, — 
And V ermont's snow-hung pines I 

From Hudson's frowning palisadea 
To Alleghany's liiurelled crest. 

O'er lakcsuud prairies, streams and glades. 
It shines upon the West. 

Speed on the light to those who dwell 
In Slavery's land of woe and sin, 

And through the blackness of that hell. 
Let Heaven'a own light break in. 

So shall the Southern eonscienee quake 
Before that light |)Ourcd lull and 
atrong, 

Sr, shall the Southern heart awake 
To all the boudman'a wrong. 

And from that rich and sunny land 
The song of grateful millions rise. 

Like that of Israel's ransomed band 
beneath Arabia's skies ; 

And all who now are boond beneath 
Our baaner'a ahade^ our ea^'a wing^ 
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From Slavery's night of moral death 
. To light and life Bhall spring. 

Broken the bondman's cliain, and gone 
The nia&ter's guilt, and hate, and £ear. 

And unto both alike shall dawn 
A New and Happj Year* 



MASSACHUSETTS TO VIRGINIA. 

[Written on reading an account of the pro- 
ceedings of t\u' citlaeos of Norfolk, Va., in refer- 
ence to UeoBaa LAnma, the alleged ftigitive 
•UiTe, the leenlt of whoee ceee In Me— ehneetta 

will probably he similar to that of the Begro 

SoMEKSLT in Kiiglaud, in 1772.] 

The blast from Freedom's Northern 

hills, upon its Southern way, 
Bears greeting to Vii-ginia from Hasaa- 

chusetts Bay : — 
No word of haughty challenging, nor 

battle bugle's (xeal. 
Nor steady tread of niarohing files, nor 

clang of lioneinen*8 ateeL 

No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along 

our higiiways go, — 
Around onr silent anenala untrodden 

lies the snow ; 
And to the laiid-bree;^e of OUrpoitS, npon 

their errands far, 
A tiuMuand aaila of commerce swell, but 

none are spread fior war. 

We hear thy threats, Virginia I thy 

stormy words and high, 
Swell hsnhly on the Southern winds 

wliich melt along our sky ; 
Yety not one brown, hard hand for^gpes 

its honest labor here. 
No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends 

his aze in fear. 

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs 

along St. George's bank, — 
. Cold on the shore of Labrador the fog 

lii s white and dank ; 
Through storni, and wave, and blinding 

mist,8toutare the hearts which man 
The fishing-smacks of Jf arblehead, the 

sea>boats of Cape Ann. 

The cold nortli light and wintry sun 
glare on their icy forms, 
. Bent grinily o'er tlieir straining lines or 
wiestUng with the storms ; 



FEEEDOM. 

Free as the winds ^bey drive betore^ 
rough as the waves they roam. 

They Imx^ to scorn the slavei^a threat 
agpinst their roeky homa. 

What means the Old Dominion t Ha& 

she foigot the day 
When o'er her concpiered valleys swept 

the Briton's stvA army ? 
How side by side, witli sons of hers, the 

Massachusetts men 
Eneountered Tarleton's charge of lire^ 

and stout Comwallis, then ! 

Forgets she how the Bay State, in an- 
swer to the call 

Of her old House of Burgesses, spoke out 
from Faneuil Hall ? 

When, echoing back her Henry's cry, 
came pulsing on each breath 

Of Northern winds, the thrilling sounds 
of LiBBRTT oji Death 1 " 

What asks the Old Dominion f If nofV 

her sons have proved 
False to their fathers' memory, 9— false 

to the faith they lovetl. 
If she can sooflT at Freedom, and its great 

charter spurn. 
Must we of Massachusetts from truth 

and duty turn I 

We Lunt your bondmen, flying from 
Slavery's hateful hell, — 

Our voices, at your bidding, take up tlie 
bloodhound's yell, — 

We gather, at your summons, above our 

fatliers' graves, 
From Freedom's holy altar-lioms to tear 
your wretched slaves ! 

Thank God ! not yet so vilely can Massa- 
chusetts bow ; 

The spirit of her early time is with her 
even now ; . 

Dream not because her Pilgrim blood 
moves slow and calm and cool, 

She thus can stoop her cbainless neck, 
a sister^s slave and tool 1 

All tliat a sister State should do, all that 

a, free State may, 
Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in 

our early day ; 
liut that one dark loathsome burden ye 

must stagger with alone. 
And reap the bitter harvest which ye 

yourselves have sown I 
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Hold, while yc may, your stnigx^ing 

slaves, aud burUeu Gud'a li-ee air 
With woman's shriek benetth the Issh, 

and manhood's wild despair ; 
Cling closer to tin* " cleavin;^ curae** that 

writes unon your plains 
The blasting of Abnighty wnth agsinst 

alandof ehaina. 

Still shaino your gallant ancestry, the 

cavalieiii of old. 
By watching Toand the shamhies where 

human flesh is sold, — 
Gloat o'er the iiew-lK)ni child, andcount 

his market value, when 
the maddened mother^s err of wot dudl 

pierce the darec^s den 1 

Lower than plummet soundeth, sink the 

Virginia name ; 
Plant, if ye will, your fathers' graves 

with rankest weeds of shame ; 
Be, if ye will, the "^"'^•^ of Uod's Cur 

universe, — 
We wash oar hands forerer of yoor siu 

and shame and cone. 

A voice Anom lips whereon the coal from 
Freedom s shrine hath Iteen, 

Thirled, as but yesterday, the hearts of 
Berkshire's mountain nit-n : 

The echoes of that solemn voice are badly 
lingering still 

In sll our sunny valleys on mtj wind- 
swept hill. 



And when the prowling man-thief 

hunting for his prey 
Beneath the very shadow of Bunker's 

shaft of gray. 
How, through the free lips of the son, 

the father's warning srwke ; 
How, from its lx)n(l.s of trade and sect, 

the Pilgrim city broke ! 

A hundred thousand right snns were 

lift«'<l uj) on hi;^h, — 
A hundred thousand voices sent back 

their load reply ; 
Thnragh the throng towns of Ebkx 

the startling summons mnr^, 
And up from bencn and loom and wheel 
ner young mechanics sprang ! 

The voice of free, broad Middlesex, — of 

thousands as of one, — 
The shsffc of Banker calling to that of 

Lexington,-— 



From Norf«)lk'8 ancient villages, from 
riymouth's rocky bound 

To where Kantaekt t Mm the anna of 
ocean ckise her roond ; — 

From rich and rural Worcester, where 

through the oslm TC|iase 
Of enltnred vah s and fringing woods the 

LT' ittlf Nashua flows, 
To where \Vu< InrM t's wintry blast! the 

mountain larches stir, 
Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling eiy 

of <*OodsavoLstim«rl'* 



And sandy liarnstable rose up, wet with 

the salt sra spiay, — 
And Bristol sent her answering shout 

down Namij^ansrtt Ii;iy ? 

Along the broad Connecticut old Hamp- 
den felt the thrill, 

And the cheer of Hampshire's woodmen 
flwopi down from Uolyoke UilL 

The voioeof MssMchnsetts ! Of her free 

sons and daughters^ — 
Deep calling tinto dt>i>p aloudt*->the 

sound of many waters ! 
Against the burden of that Yoioe what 

tyiant power shell stand t 
No/tUcrs iu tJw Bay StaUi Ko Otm 

Uf(m her land/ 

Look to it well, Virginisns I In cshn- 

ness w<' have borne. 
In answer to our faith and trust, your 

insult and your scorn ; 
YonVe spurned our kindest counsels, — 

you 've huntctl for our lives, — 
And Briakrn nnind our hearths and 
honicji your manacles and gyves 1 

We wage no war, — we lift no arm,— 
we lling no t n-h within 

The fire-damps of the tjuaking mine be- 
neath your soil of sin ; 

We leave ye with your bondmen, to 
wrestle, while yc can, 

With the strong upward tendencies and 
godlike soul of man I 

But for us and for our children, the VOW 

which we have given 
For freedom and humanity is registered 

in heaven ; 
Noibm-hnnf in nur borders^ — nopiraU 

an our strand ! 
No fdUn in Bay Staie, — no dam 

upmawriamdi 



uiyiii^ca by Google 



64 VOICES OF FBEEDOIL 



• THE RELIC. . 

[PEinrsTiTAinA Hall, dedicated to Fre« Di«irus- 
■ion and the oauM? of human liUrty, wn-j lie- 
•tmyefl hy a mob in 1838. The fallowing was 
writteo on cwBlllDg a cane wrought from a frag> 
nent of tbt wooo-wock whktk the fln IukI 
•pand.] 

TOKKN of friendship true and tried, 
From one who.se fiery ht art of youth 

With mine has beaten, side by sid^ 
For Liberty and Tmth ; 

With honest pride the gift I takfl^ 

And ^uiifie it for the giver's aake. 

Bnt not done because It tellt 

Of generous hand and lu art sincere ; 
Around that ^nft of friendship dwells 

A nieniury doubly dear, — 
Earth's noblest aim, — man's holiest 
thought, 

"With that memofial frail inwron^t I 

Pure tiboQ^ts and sweet, like flowers 
unfold. 

And precious memories round it ding, 
Even as the Projdiet's rod of old 

In Ix^anty blossoniinf]^ : 
And buds of feeling pure and good 
Spring from its cold nncooseions wood. 

Kclic of Freedom's shrine ! — a brand 
Plucked from its buraing ! — let it be 

Dear as a jewel from the hand 
Of a lost friend to me ! — • 

Flower of a perished garland lef^ 

Of life and beauty unbereft 1 

O, if the young entirasiast bears, 
O'er weary waste and sea, the stone 

Which crumbled from the Forum's stairs^ 
Or round the rartlu-non ; 

Or oliye^boueh from some wild tree 

Hung oyer old Thermopylas : 

If leaflets from some lioro's tomb, 

Or moss- wreath torn from ruins 
hoary, — 
Or faded flowers whose sisters bloom 

On fields reno\med in stor\', — 
Or fragment from the Alhunibra's crest, 
Or the gray rock by Druids blessed j 

Sad Erin's shamrock greenly growing 
Where Freedom letl her stalwart kern. 

Or Scotia's " rough bur thistle " blowing 
On Brace's Bannockbnm, — 



Or Kunnymede's wild English rose. 
Or lichen plucked from Semx>ach'a 
snows! — 

If it he true that things like these 

To heart and eye bright visions brings i 

Shall not far holier memories ' 
To this memorial cling ? 

Which needs no mellowing mist of i 
time 

To hide the crimson stains of crime ! 

Wreck of a temple, unprofaned, — 
Of courts where Peace with Froedom 
trotl, ' 
Lifting on high, with hands unstained. 

Thanksgiving unto God ; ' 
Where Mercy's Toioe of love was plead* | 
ing 

For human heails in bondage bleeding ! ^ 

Where, midst the sound of rushing feet 
And curses on the night-air flung. 

That pleading voice rose calm and sweet 
From woman's earnest tongue ; 

And lUot tamed his scowling glanea. 

Awed, from her tranquil countenance t 

That temple now in ruin lies ! — 
The fire-stain on its shattend wall^ 

And open to the changing skies 

Its bhick and roofless hall. 
It stantls l)efore a nation's sight, 
'A grave&tone over buhed Kight ! 

But from that ruin, as of old, 
The fire-scorched stones themselves 
are crying, 
And from their ashes white and cold 

Its timl)ers are replying I 

A voice which slavery cannot kill 
Speaks from the crumbling arches still 1 

And even this relic from thy shrine^ 

0 holy Freedom I hath to me 
A potent )H)wer, a voice and sign 

To testify of thee ; 
And, grasping it, methinks I fed 
A deeper nim, a stronger zeaL 

And not unlike that mystic rod, 

Of old stretched o'er the Kgjpliau 
wave, 

WTiich opened, in the strength of God, 

A ])athway for the slave, 
It yet may imnt the bondman's way, 
And turn the spoiler frt>m his prey. 
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THE BRANDED HAND. 

WsLCOME home again, brave seaman ! 

with thy thoughtful brow and gray* 
And the old heroic spirit of our ctniv, 

better day, — 
With that front of calm onduranoe^ on 

whose steady nerve in vam 
FteBsed the iron of tiw priMMi, amoto the 

fiery ghafts of pain I 

U the tyrant's brand upon thee ! Did 
the brutal cravens aim 

To make God*8 truth thy falsehood, his 
holiest work thy shame ? 

When, all blood -qnenchtHl, from the tor- 
ture the iron wus withdrawn, 

How laiij^ied their erfl aqgel the beffled 
fooilB to Minn 1 

They change to wrong the duty which 

God hath written out 
On the great heart of humanity, too 

lef:^ble for doubt ! 
They, the kmtlisoino moral Icpors, 

blotched from I'ootsole up to crown, 
Give to ahame what Qodhath given unto 

honor and xenbwn ! 

Why, that brand is highest honor I — 

than its traces never vet 
Vposn old uniiorial liatchmenta was a 

prouder blazon sot ; 
And thy unborn generations, as they 

tread our rocky strand, 
Shall tell with pride the stoiy cf their 

fii;thei'8 ERAMBSD HAND 1 

As the Templar home was welcon^ bear- 
ing back from Syrian wars 
The aeaia Arab lanoes and of Fttynim 

scymitars, 

The pallor of the prison, and the shackle's 

crimson span. 
So we meet thee, so we greet tiiae, troest 

friend of Ch)d and man. 

He suffered for the ransom of the dear 
Bedeemei's graven 

Thou for his living presenceinihe hound 
and bleeding slave ; 

He for a soil no longer by the feet of an- 
gels trod. 

Thou for the true Shechinah, Ihe piee- 
ent home of Qod t 
6 



For, while the jurist, sitting with the 

dave-whip o*er him swnng^ 
From the tortured tratha of fieedom tte 

lie of slavery wrung, 
And the solemn priest to Moloch, on 

each God -deserted shrine, 
Broke the bondman's hrurt for bread, 

|)oure<l the bondman's bkod for 

wine, — 

While the multitude in hlindnem to a 

far-off Saviour kn* It, 
And spumed, the while, the temple 

whore a present Saviour dwelt ; 
Thou hehdd'st him in the task-field, in 

the prison shadows dim. 
And thy mercy to the bandman, it waa 

mercy unto him 1 

In thy lone and longnisht-watcihea, sky 

ulxn e and wave 1m*1ow, 
Thon (iiilst learn a higher wisdom than 

the babbling schoolmen know ; 
€k>d*s stars and siknee tanght thee, as 

his angels only can. 
That the one sob* saered tbinj^ Itenealh 

the cope of heaven is Man ! 

That he who treads profanely on the 

scrolls <if and creed, 
In the deptli of (^od's irreat goodneSB 

may Und mercy in his need ; 
But woe to him who crushes the soul 

with chain and rod. 
And hrnis with lower naturea the awful 

form of God 1 

Then lift that manly right-hand, hold 

]>louf:liinaii of the wave ! 

Its branded palm shall prophesy, ''Sal- 
vation TO THE Slave ! " 

Hold up its fire-wrought languiige, that 
whoso reads may feel 

His heart swoll strong within him, his 
sinews change to steeL 

Hold it up hefore our sunshine^ up 

agsinift our "Northern air, — 
Ho ! men of Mass;\eliiisett8b for the love 

of God, look thei-e ! 
Take it henceforth for your standard, 

like the Brnce's heait of yore, 
In the dark strife closing round y^ let 

that hand be seen belore ! 

And the tyrants of the slaTe-land shall 
tiemUe at that sign, 
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VOICES OF FREEDOM. 



When it points its finger Sontliward 

along the Puritan line : 
Woe to the State -gorged leeches and the 

Church's locust band. 
When they look from slavery's ramparts 

on the ooming of tJiat mmd 1 



TEXAS. 
▼Old OF MSW SNOLUUK 

Up the hOlnde, dovm the glen. 

Rouse the sleeping citizen ; 
Summon out the might ot* men 1 

Like a lion growling low, — 
Like a night-storm rising slow, — 
Like the tread of unseen foe^ — 

It is coming, — it is nigh, ! 
Stand your nomes and altars by ; 
On your own free thresholds die. 

Clang the bells in all your spires ; 
On the gray liills of your sires 
Fling to heaven your signal-firea. 

From Wachuset, lone and bleak. 

Unto Berkshire's tallest peak. 

Let the flame-tongued heralds speak. 

O, for God and duty stand, 
Heart to heart and nand to hand, 
Bound the old gmyea of the land. 

"Wlioso shrinks or falters now. 
Whoso to the yoke would how. 
Brand the craven on his hrow 1 

Freedom's soil hath only place 
For a free and fearless race, — 
Kone for tiaitora fiJae and haaa. 

Perish party, — perish clan ; 
Strike togemer while ye can. 
Like the arm of one stiong man. 

Like that angel's voice sublime, 

Heard above a world of crime. 
Crying of the end of time, — 

With one heart and with one mouth, 
liCt the North unto the South 
Speak the word befitting both : 

** What though Issachar be strong ! 
Ye tnay load his back with wrong 
Overmuch and over long : 



Patience with her cup o'emm. 

With her weary thread oulspnn. 
Murmurs that her work is done. 

* ' Hake our Union-bond • chain. 

Weak as taw in Freedom's fltnin 
Link by link shall snap in twain. 

** Yainly shall your sand-wrought rop« 
Bind the starry cluster up. 
Shattered over heaven's blue cope t 

'* Give us bright though broken rays. 
Rather than eternal hue, 
Clouding o'er the full-orbed hJam. 

Take your land of sun and bloom ; 
Only leave to Freedom room 
For her plough, and Ibrge^ and loom ; 

" Take your slavery-blackened valea ; 
Leave us but our own free gales, 
Blowing on our thousand sails. 

** Boldlv, or with treacherous art, 
Strike the blood-wrought chain apart ; 
Break the Union's mighty heai-t ; 

" Work the ruin, if ye will ; 
Pluck upon your heads an ill 
Which shall grow and deepen stilL 

** With your bondman's riglit arm bar^ 
Witii his heart of black despair. 
Stand alone, if stand ye dare I 

"Onward with your fell design ; 
Dig the gulf and dmw the line : 
Fire beneath your feet the mine : 

" Deeply, when the wide abyss 
Yawns between your land and this, 
Shall ye feel your helplessnc 



" By the hearth, and in the bed. 
Shaken by a look or tread, 
Ye shall own a guilty dread. 

** And the curse of unpaid toil, 

Downwanl tli rough Jtmr generous Soil 
Like a fire shall bum and spoiL 

" Our bleak hills shall bud and blow, 
Vines our rocks shall overgrow, 
Plenty in our valleys flow ; — 

** And when vengeance clouds your ikiay 

Hither shall ye tuni your eyes^ 
As the lost on ParadiJBe 1 



Digitized by Google 



TO XASSACHUSETTS. 



67 



** "We "but ask our rocky stmnd, 
Freedom's true and brother band, 
Freedom's strong and honest hand, — 

** Valleys l>y the slave vntrod. 

And the Pil«^irn's mountain Rodg 
Blessed of our lathera' God 1 " 

TO FAKEUIL HALL. 
1844. 

Hen t — if manhood still ye claim. 

If the Northern pulse can thrill, 
Roused by wroiif^ or stung by shame^ 

Freely, strongly still, — 
Let the aounds of traffic die ; 

Shut the mill-gate, — leaTe the eta]], — 
Fling the axe and liammer by, — 

Throng to Faueuii Uall 1 

Wrongs which freemen never brooked, — 

Dangers grim and fierce as they, 
Which, like couching lions, looked 

On your lathers' way, — 
These yonr instant demand, 

Shaking; with their earthqnaKe-eall 
Every rood of Pili^riin land. 

Ho, to l aueuii Uail 1 

From your capes and sandy bars, 

From your mountain -ridges cold, 
ThrouLch whose pines tlio westering stais 

Stoop their crowns of gold, — 
Come, and with yonr focnstene wike 

Echoes from that holy wall 
Once a^ain, for Freedom's sake, 

£U>ck your fathers' haU 1 

(T]!, and tread beneath yonr fSset 

Every cord by party sjmn : 
Let your hearts together beat 

As the heart of one. 
Banks and tariffs, stocks and trade. 

Let them rise or let them fall : 
PWdom asks your common aid, — 

Up, to f aueuU HaU 1 

(Tp, and let each voice tiiat speaks ^ 

Ring from thence to Southern plains, 
Sharply as the blow which breaks 

Piison-bolts and chains ! 
Speak as well becomes the free : 

Dreaded more than steel or ball. 
Shall your calmest utterance be^ 

Heard from ITaneuii HaU 1 



Have they wronged us f Lei HI tiMB 

Render back nor tlinvits nor ] mi vers } 
Have they chained our lm*-boru men ! 

Let us unchain theirs ! 
Up, your banner leads the van, 

Blazoned, *' Liberty for aU ! " 
Finish wliat yonr sires began 1 

Up, to Jr'aiiuuii HaU 1 

TO MASSACHUSEITS. 
1844. 

What though around thee blaxea 

No licry rallying sign I 
From all thy own high places. 

Give heaven the Light of thine f 
What thooj^ nnthriUed, nnmoving, 

The statesman stand apart. 
And conies no warm apjtrnvii)<t 

From Mammon's crowded mart I 

StiU, let the land be shaken 

By a summons of thine own I 
By all save truth f<>rs;ik«'n. 

Why, tttaud with that alone ! 
Shrink not from strife nneqnal I 

With the best is always hope ; 

And ever in the sccjiu-l 
God holds the hght side up j 

Bat when, with tidne uniting. 

Come voices long and loud, 
An<l far-oir hills are writing 

Thy lire- words on the cloud ; 
When from Penobscot's fountains 

A deep response is heard. 
And across the Western mountains 

KoUs back thy rallying word ; 

Shall thy line of battle falter. 

With its allies just in view t 
0, by hearth and holy altar. 

My fatherland, be true ! 
Fling abroad thy scrolls of Freedom I 

Speed thcin onward far and fast ! 

Over hill and valley .sy>eed them. 
Like the sibyrs on the blast 1 

Lo 1 the Empire State is shaking 

The shackles from her hand ; 
With the rugged North is waking 

The level sunset land ! 
On they come, — the free battalions f 

Vjuit and West and North they eomCi^ 
And the h«'art-l)eat of the millions 

Is the beat of Freedom's drum. 
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** To the tyrant's plot no favor I 

No heed to ulace-ft:d knaves 1 
Bar and bolt tne door forever 

Against the land of slaves ! ** 
Hear it, motlier Eailli, and hear it, 

The Heavens above us spread 1 
The land is roused, — its spirit 

Was aLeepiiic^ but not dead 1 



THE PINE-TREE. 
1846. 

Lift a^in the stately emblem on the 

Say State's rusted shield, 
OiTB to Northern vdnds the Pine-Tree 

on our banner's tattered field. 
Sons of men wliosat in council with their 

Bibles round the board. 
Answering England's royal missiTe with 

alirm, *'ThuS8AITH the Lord !" 
Rise again for home and freedom ! — set 

the battle in array ! — 
What the fathers did of old time we 

their sens must do to-day. 

Tell us not of banks and taviHs, — cease 

your paltry jjedler cries, — 
Shan the good State sink her honor that 

your gambling stocks may rise ? 
Wonxi ye barter man for cotton ? — That 

your g-ains may sum up higher, 
Must we kiss the feet of Molocn, pass 

our children through the fire ? 
Is the dollar only real ? — God and truth 

and r\ffht a dream ? 
Weighed against your lying ledgers must 

our manhood kick the beam ? 

0 my God ! — for that free sjjirit, which 

of old in Boston town 
Smote the Province House with terror, 

struck thecrest of Andros down ! — 
For another strong- voiced Adams in the 

city's strcf'ts t^ cry, 
*' Up for God and Maissachusetts ! — Set 

your feet on Mammon's lie t 
Perish banks and perish traffic, — spin 

your cotton's latest pound, — 
Butiu Heaven's name keep your honor, — 

keep the heart o' the Bay State 

sound I" 

Where 's the man for Massachusetts ? — 
Where's the voice to speak her 

free?— 



FRBBDOM. 

Where's the hand to light up bonfires 

from her mouutaius to the sea ? 
Beats her Pilgrim pulse no longer f — 

Sits she dumb in her dcsjioir f — 
TTas she none to break the silence ? — 

Has she none to do and dare ? 
O my God ! for one right worthy to lift 

up her rusted shield, 
And to plant again the Pine-Tree in het 

banner's tattered held 1 



LINES^ 

SUOCnsSTED BT A YI8IT TO THB CITT OF 
WASHINGTON, IN THE IStH MONTH 

OF 1846. 

With a cold and wintry noon -lights 

On its roofs and steeples shed. 
Shadows weaving with the sunlight 
From the gray sky irvetbmd^ 
Broadly, vaguely, all around me, lies the 
half-built town outspread. 

^iroughthisbrosd street, restlessever, 
Ebbs and flows a human tide^ 

Wave on wave a living river ; 
Wealth and fashion side by side • 
Toiler, idler, slave and master, in the 
same quick current glide. 

Undenieath yon dome, whose copiitf 
Springs aliove them, vast and t^m. 
Grave men in the dust are gro]dug 

For tlie largess, liase and small, 
Which the hanil of Power is scattenng, 
crumbs which from its table fau. 

Base of heart ! They vilely Imrter 
Honor's wealth for party's place: 
Step by step on Freedom's charter 
living footprints of disgrace ; 
For to-day's poor pittance turnii.g froni 
the great hope of their race. 

Yet, where festal lamps are throwing 

( Jloiy round the dancer's hair. 
Gold-tressed, like an aiipd's, llowiog 
Backward on the sunset air ; 
And the low quick pulse of music bests 
its measuvB sweet and rate : 

There to-night shall woman's glance^ 

Star-like, welcome give to mem, 
Fawning fools with shy advances 
Seek to touch their gannents' hem. 
With the tongue of Jlattery gloziiig deeds 
which God and Tnitn ooDdaul 
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From this flittering lie my vision 
Takes a Droader, ndder range. 

Full before me have arisen 

Other pictures dark and stmniyp ; 
From the parlor to tin* prison must tiie 
scene and witness change. 

Hark ! the heavj' gatp is swin^ng 
On its hinges, harsh and slow ; 
One pale prison lamp is Hinging 
On a fearful group below 
finch a light as leaves to teinir wliatio- 
e'er it does not ihow. 

Pitving God I — Is that a WOMAN 
On whose wrist the shackles clash t 

Is that shrin k she utters human, 
Underneath the stinging lasli ? 
^Lre they mkn whotte eyes of madness 
from that sad procession flssh t 

Still the dance goes gayly onward ! 

What is it to Wealth and Pride 
That withoat tiie stars are lookiii|^ 

On a some which earth should hide? 

Chat the slave-ship lies in waiting, 
rocking on Potomac's tide I 

Tainly to fliat mean Ambition 

Which, upon a rival's fall, 
Winds above its old condition, 
With a reptile's slimy crawl, 
fihall the pleading voice of sorrow, shall 
^the slave in anguish calL 

Vainly to the child of Fashion, 

Giving to ideal woe 
Graceful luxury of compassion, 
Shall the stricken Tiiourner ^;o ; 
Hateful seems the earnest sorrow, beau- 
tlftil tiie hollow show I 

Nay, my words are all too sweeping : 

In this crowded human mart, 
Feeline is not deed, bat sleeping ; 

Man s strong will and woman's ncart, 
In the cominj^ strife for Freedom, yet 
shall bear their generous part. 

And from yonrlnr sunny valleys. 

Southward in tlie distance lost, 
Freedom yet shall summon allies 
Worthier than the North can boast. 
With the Evil by their hearth-stones 
grappling at severer cost. 



And as yet no lip is thnlliug 
With the mighty words, ** BBFaBt" 
Tarrieth lon^ the land's Good Aagd^ 
but his advent is to be t 

Meanwhile, turning from the revel 
To the prison-ceU my sights 

For intenser hate of evil, 
For a keen«T m nse of rij^ht. 
Shaking otf tliv dust, 1 thank thee, City 
of the Slaves^ to-night 1 

** To thy duty now and ever ? 

Dream no more of rest or stay ; 
Give to Freedom's ffreat endeavor 
All thou art and nast to^y " : — 
Thus, above the city's murmur, ssith a 
Voice, or seems to say. 

Ye with heart and vision gifted 
To discern and love the right. 

Whose! worn faces have bct-n lifted 
To the slo\vly-^:^wing liirlit, 
Where from Freedom's sunrise drifted 
slowly back the murk of night 1 — 

Ye who through long years of trial 

Still have held your purpose fast, 
Wliilc a length''nin<; shade the dial 
From the westvriug sunshine cast. 
And ni hope each hours denial seemed 
•n echo of the last ! — 

0 my brothers ! O my sisters ! 
Would to God that ye were near, 
' Gazing with mc down the vistas 
Of a sorrow strange and drear ; 
Would to God that ye wen- listeners tO 
the Voice 1 seem to hear 1 

With the storm above us driving. 
With the fdse earth mined below, — 

Who shall marvel if thus striving 
We have counted friend as foe ; 
Unto one another giving in the darkness 
blow for blow. 

Well it may be that our natures 

Have grown sterner and more hard. 
And the freshness of their features 
Somewhat harsh and battle-scarred. 
And their harmonies of feeling over> 
tasked and rudely jarred. 

Be it so. It should not swerve us 
From a puipose tme and biave ; 



Now, the soul alone is willing : 
Faint the heart and weak the knee ; 
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Dearer WndAots^B rugged service 
Than the paatime of the slave ; 
Bettar is the storm above it than the 
^uiet of the grave. 

Let us then, uniting, hatj 

All our idle feuds in dust, 
And to future conllicts carry- 
Mutual faith and commou trust ; 
Aliraya he who moat foigiTeth in his 
brother is moft just. 

From the eternal shadow rounding 

All our suu and starlight here, 
Yoices of our lost ones sounding 
Bid us be of heart and cheer, 
Through the silence, down the spaces, 
Mliiig on the inward ear. 

Enow we not onr dead aie looking 

Downward with a sad surprise. 
All our strife of words rebuking 
With their mild and loving eyes ? 
ShlU we grieve the bolv angels ? Shall 
we cloud their hleBsea skies f 

Let us draw their mantles o'er us 
"Which have fallen in our way ; 

Let us do the work before US, » 
Cheerly, bravely, while we may, 
£re the long night-silence cometh, and 
with us it is not day I 

LIl^ES^ 

nu)H A um TO A Touno olbbi- 

CAL FBIEin). 

A STRENGTH Thy service cannot tire, — 
A faith which doubt can never dim, — 

A heart of love, n lip of fire, — 
O Freedom's Ckxl 1 he thou to him 1 

Speak through him words of power and 
fear. 

As through thy prophet bardfl of old, 

And let a scornful people hear 

Once moi'e thy Sinai-thunders rolled. 

For lying lips thy blessing seek, 

And hands of blooil are raised to Thee, 

Auil on tliy cliililn-n, crushed and weak, 
The oppressorplants his kneeling knee. 

Let then, 0 God ! thy servant dare 
Thy truth in ail its power to tell^ 



FE££DOM. 

Unmask the priestlT fbieres, and tear 
The BiUe nom the grasp of hell 1 ' 

From hollow rite and narrow span 
Of law and sect by Thee released, 

0, teach him that the Christian man 
Is holier than the Jewish priest 

Chase back the shadows, gray and old. 
Of tiie dead ages, from his way, 

And let his hoi)eful eyes behold 
The dawn of thy miiiftnnift] day 

That day when fettei-ed limb and mind 
Shall know tiie truth which maketh 

free. 

And he alone who loves his kind 
Shall, childlike, claim the love of Thee I 



YORKTOWN.» 

From Yorktown's ruins, ranked and still, 
Two lines stretch far o'er vale and hill : 

Who curbs his steed at head of one ? 
Hark ! the low munuur : Washington ! 
Who bends iiis keen, approving glance 
Where down the gorgeous line w France 
Shine knightly star and plume of snow f 
Thou too art victor, £ochambeau I 

The earth which bears this calm array 
Shook with the war-charge yesterday, 
Ploughed deep with hurrying hoof and 

wlicel, 

Shot-sown and bladed thick with steel ; 
October's clear and noonday sun 

Paled in the breath-smoke of the gun, 
And down night's double blackness fell. 
Like a dropped star, the blazing shelL 

Now all is hushed : the gleaming lines 

Stand moveless as the nrigh boring pines ; 
While through them, sullen, grim, and 
slow. 

The conquered hosts of England go : 
O'Hara's brow belies his dress. 
Gay Tarleton's troop rides bannerleaa : 
Shout, from thy ttred and wasted homes, 
Thy scourge, Virginia, captive comes 1 

Nor thou alone : with one glad voice 
Let all thy sister States rejoice ; 
Let Freedom, in whatever clime 
She waits with sleepless eye her time, 
Shouting from cave and mountain wood 
Jiiske gfad her desert solitude^ 
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While they who hunt her quail with fear ; 
The New World's chain Iks broken here ! 

But who are they, who, cowering, wait 
Within the shattered fortress gate f 

Dark tillers of Virginia's soil. 
Classed with the battle's eomniOTi spoil, 
With household stall's, and fowl, and 
swine. 

With Indian weed and planters' wine, 

With stolen beeves, nnd foraged corn, — 
Are they not men, Yirgiiiian bom ? 

O, veil your Ikoee, yoong and brare I 

Sleep, vSeammel, in thy soldier grave f 
Sons of thi^ Northland, ye who set 
Stout heartij against the bayonet, 
And pressed with steady footfall near 
The moated battery's blazing tier, 
Turn yonr scnm^d fnces from the sight, 
Let shame do homage to the right 1 

Lo I threescore yean have passed ; and 
where 

The Gallic timbrel stirred the air. 
With Northern drum-roll, and the clear, 
Wild bom-blow of the mountaineer, 
While Britain grounded on that plain 

The arms she mif,'ht not lift ngain^ 
As abject as in that old day 
The slave still toils his life away. 

0, fields still green and fresh in story, 
Old days of pride, old immos of i^lory. 
Old marvels of the tongue and ])en, 
Old thoughts which stirred the hearts 
of men. 

Ye spared the wrong ; and over all 
Behold the avenging shadow fall ! 
Your world-wide honor stained with 

shame, — 
Yoor freedom's self a hollow name t 

Where 's now the flag of that old war ? 
Where flows its stripe I Where burns 
its star ? 

B*'ar witness, Palo Alto's day, 
Dark Vale of I'alins, red Monterey, 
Where Mexic Freedom, voung and weak, 
Fleshes the Xorthem eitgle's l>eak ; 
Svnibol of terror and despair, 
Of chains and slaves, go seek it there I 

Laugh, Pmssia, midst thy iron ranks I 
Laugh, Russia, from thy Neva's banks I 

Brave syort to see the flrdiijling bom 
Of Freedom by its parent torn i 



Safe now Is Speribeiyifs dungeon cell. 

Safe drear Silxria's frozen hell : 
With Slavery's fla^^ o'»t l)oth unrolled, 
What of the New World feus the Old t 



LUTES, 

WRITTDT nr THE BOOK OP A FRIEND. 

On jmge of thine I eannot trare 

The cold and heurtlcbs coinrnonjdace, 

A statue's fixed and marble grace. 

For ever as these lines 1 pennc<I, 
Still with the thought of thi e will bi.-nd 
That of some loved and comujou i iiend, — 

Who in life's desert track has made 
His pil;xriin tent with mine, or strayed 
iieucath the same remembeitid shade. 

And hence mv pen unfettered moves 

In freedom whidi (h.- licart nj.iufives,-* 
The negligence which frieadt>lup lov«& 

And wilt thon prize my poor gift lem 

For .simjth' air and rustic dress. 
And aign oi haste and carelessness f 

0, more than specious counterfeit 

Of sentiment or studied wit, 
A heart like thine should value it. 

Yet half T fear my gift will be ' 
Fnto thy ))ook, if not to thee, 
Of mure than doubtful courtesy. 

A banished name from fashion's sphen^ 

A lay unheard of pK-autv'.s ear, 
Forbid, disowned, — what do thej 
hCTf f — 

Fpon my ear not all in vain 
Came the sad captive's clanking chain, — 
The groaning from his bed of pain. 

And sa<l(ler still, T saw the woe 
Which onlv woundeil .s].irit.s know 
When Friae's strong footsteps o'er them 

Spumed not alone in walks abroad, 
But from the " temples of the Lord" 
Thrust ont apart* like things abhorred. 

Deep as I felt, and stem and strong, 
In words whidi Pnidence smotheredlong^ 
My toal apoke omt against the wrong; 
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Not mine alone the task to speak 

Of comiort to the poor and weak, 
And dry the tear on Soirow's cheek ; 

Bnty mingled in the conflict warm, 
To pour the fiery breath of storm 
Through the harsh trumpet of Befoim ; 



To brave Opinion's settled frown. 
From fflrmined robe and saintly gown, 
While wrestling leTezenced Error down. 



Founts gashed beside my pilgrim way, 
CotA shiuiows on the greensward lay. 
Flowers swung upon the bending spny. 

And, broad and bright, on either hand, 
Stretched the green slopes of Fairy-land, 
With Hope's eternal suiibow spanned ; 

Whence voices cslled me like the flow, 
Whieh on the listener's ear will grow. 
Of forest stresmletB soft and low. 

And gentle eyes, which still retain 
Thdr picture on the heart and brain, 
Smilec^ -beckoniDg from, that path of 
pain. 

In Tainl--^nor dream, nor rest, nor 

pause 

Remain for him who mnnd him draws 
The battered mail of Freedom's cause. 

From youthful hopes, — from each green 

spot 

Of young Ronianco, and gontlo Thought, 
Where storm and tumult enter not, — 

From each fair altar, whoro hr long 

Tho ofT'rings Love requires of Song 

In homage to her biight-eyed throng, — 

Wltii soul and strength, with heart and 

hand, 

I turned to Freedom's struggling baud, — 
To the sad Helots of our Smd. 

What maryel then that Fame should 
turn 

Her notes of nndse to those of scorn, — 
Her gifts reclaimed, — her smiles with- 
diawnt 

What matters it t — a few years more, 

Life's surge so restless heretofore 
Shall bnuL upon the unknown shore J 



In that far land shall disanpear 

The shadows which we follow here, — 
The mist-wieaths of our atmosphere 1 

Before no work of mortal hand. 

Of human will or strength expand 
The pearl gates of the Better Limd ; 

Alone in that great love which gave 
Life to the sleeper of the grave, 
Bflsteth the power to "seek and save." . 

Yet, if the spirit gazing through 

The vista of the ptst can view 

One deed to Heaven and yirtue true,— » 

If through the wreck of wasted powers. 
Of garlands wreathed from Folly's 

bowers. 

Of idle aims and misspent hours, 

The eye can note one sacred spot 
By Pride and Self profaned not, — 
A green place in the waste of thought, 

Where deed or word hath rendered less 

"The sum of human wretchedness," 
And Gratitude looks forth to bless, — 

The simple burst of tenderest feeling 

From sad hearts worn by evil-dealinj^ 
For blessing on the hand of healing, — - 

Better than Glory's pomp wiU he 
That green and blessed spot tO ms^ 
A palm-ahade in Eternity l— 

Something of Time which may invite 
The purifod and spiritual sight 
To rest on with a calm delight. 

And when the summer winds shall 
sweep 

With their light "w-ings my place of sleeps 
And mosses round my headstone creep, — 

If still, as Freedom's Tallying sipi. 

Upon the young heart's filtars shine 
The very fires £ey caught Irom mine, ^ 

If words my lips once uttered still. 

In the calm faith and steatlfast will 
Of other hearts, their work f uliil, — 

Perchance with joy the soul may learn 
These tokens, and its eye discern 
The fires which on those altars bum,-* 
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A marvellons loy tTiat oven then, 

The spirit hatn its lile again, 

In tike itrong hearts of mooM men. 

Take, lady, then, the mft I brings 

No cay and graceful offering, — 

No flower-smile of the laughing spring. 

Midfft tho gveen budi of Youth's fiesh 

May, 

With Fancy's leaf-en woven bay. 
My sad and aombie gift I lay. 

And if it deepens in thy mind 

A sense of suffering human-kind, — 

The outcast and the spirit-Uind : 

Oppressed and spoiled on every side, 
Bv Prejudice, and Scorn, and Pride, 
Life's comtDon oonrtesies denied ; 

Sad mothers Tnonming o'er their trusty 
Children by want and misery nursed. 
Tasting life's hitter eup at first ; 

If to their strong appeals which come 
"From fireleas hearth, and crowded room. 
And the close alley'a noisooie gbom, — 

Though dark the hands upraised to thee 

In mate heseeching agony. 

Than lend'st thy woman's sympathy, — 

Not vainly on thy gentle shrine, 
IHiere Love, and lurth, and Friendsh^ 
twine 

Their Tsried gifts, I offiBrminA, 



1848. 

Now, joy and thanks forevermore ! 

The dreary night has wellnigh passed. 
The slumbers of the North are o'er. 

The Qiant stands eiect at last 1 

Mne than we hoped in that daik time 
When, &int with watching, Ibw and 

worn. 

We saw no welcome day-star climb 
The cold gray pathway of the mom 1 

0 weary hours I 0 night of years ! 
YThat storms our dftrkling pathway 
swept, 

Where, beating back our thronging fears. 
By Faith tm» our maicb T7e kept. 



How jeered the scoffing crowd behind, 
Uuw mocked before the tyrant train, 

AiL^ one by one, the true and kind 
FeU fiunting in our path of pain I 

They died, — their brave hearts breaking 
alow,— 

But, self-foigetftll to the la.st. 
In words of cheer and bugl«' Mow 

Their breath upon the darknebs passed. 

A mighty host, on either hand. 
Stood waiting for the dawn of day 

To cnish like r«*eds our fct blc band ; 
The mom has come, — and where are 
theyt 

Troop after troop their line forsakes ; 
With peace-white banners waving 
free. 

And from our own the glad shout hveaki^ 
Of Freedom and Fratefnitj 1 

Like mist before the growing light. 
The hostile oohorts melt away ; 

Our frowning foemen of the ni^ht 
Are brothus at the dawn of day 1 

As unto these repentant ones 
We open wide our toil«woni nBk% 

Along our line a murmur runs 
Of song, and praise, and grateful 
thanks. 

Sonnd for the onset ! — Blast on hlast I 
Till Slavery's minions oower and 

quail ; 

One charge of fire shsll drive them fast 
like chaff before our Northern gale I 

0 pris<jnei's in your house of jiain, 
I)umb, tuiling milUuus, bound and 
add. 

Look I stretched o'er Southern vale and 

£laiii, 
lOrd's delivering hand behold 1 

Alxive the lyrant's pride of power. 
His iron gates and guardfil wall, 
The bolts which Ottered Shiuar's 
tower 

Hai^ smoking, for a fiercer tsSL 

Awake ! awake ! my Fatherland ! 

It is th^ Northern light that shines ; 
This stimng march of Freedom's hand 

The stonn-song of thy mountain pines. 
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Wake, dwellors \v'hcrfi tlie day expires ! 
And Lear, in winds that sweep your 
lakes 

And fan your prairies* roaring ftrn^ 
The s^pialnadl that FuBedom vuJcea I 

TO THE HEMORt OF THOMAS 
SHIPLEY. 

Gone to thy Heavenly iatlier's rest t 
The flow<»B of Edoi roand thee Uow>- 

ing, 

And on thine oar the murmurs blest 

01" tsiloa's watt'iT* softly flowing ! 
Beneath that Tree of Life which ghras 
To all the cai-th its healing h aves 
In the white rol)e of angels clad, 

And wandering by that sacred river, 
Whose atreama 01 holiness make |^ 
The tity of our God forerer t 

Gentlest of spirits ! — not for thee 
Our tears are shed^ our sighs are given ; 

Why mourn to know thou art a free 
Partaker of the joys of Heaven ? 

Finished thy work, and kept thy faith 

In Christian firmneas unto death ; 

And heautiful as sky and ear^ 
When autumn'a son ia downiraid go> 
ing, 

The blessed memory of thy worth 
Around thy pbuce of slumber lowing ! 

But woe for us ! who linger still 

With feebler strength and hearts less 
lowly, 

And niiiids less steadfast to the will 
Of Him whose every work is holy* 
For not like thine, is crucified 
The 8]>irit of our human pride : 
And at the bondman's tale of woe, 

And for the outcast and forsaken, 
Not warm like thine, but cold and slow, 
Our weaker sympathies awaken. 

Darkly u]X)n our strup*?ling way 

The stonu of human hate is sweeping ; 

Hunted and branded, and a prey, 
Onr watch amidst the darkness keep- 

O for that hidden strength which can 
Nerve nnto death the inner man t 

O for thy spirit, tried and true, 

And constant in the hour of trials 
Prejuired to sutler, or to do. 

In meeknww and in self-deniaL 



0 for til at sjjirit, meek and mild. 
Derided, spumed, yet unoomplain- 
ing, — 

By man deserted and revOed, 

Yet faithful to its trflst remaining. 
Still prompt and resolute to save 
From scourge and chain the hunted 
slaye; 

Unwavering in the Truth's defence, 
Even where the fires of Hf^ were 
burning. 

The unquailing eye of innocence 
Alone upon the cppiessor turning 1 

, 0 loved of thousands ! to thy grave, 
SoiTOwing of heart, thy bre&en hfm 
thee. 

The poor man and the Teseued slave 
Weft as the broken earth dosed o'er 
thee; 

And grate.*ul tears, like summer rain. 
Quickened i*s dying grass again ! 
And there, as to some pilgiim-shrine. 

Shall come Hia outcast and the lowly. 
Of gentle deeds and wrd** of tiiine 

Becalling memoiiea sweet and holy t 

0 for tiie death the righteous die t 
An end, like autumn's day declining^ 

On human hearts, as on the sky, 

With holier, tenderer beauty shinina; 

As to the parting soul were given 

The radiance of an ( jk ning Heaven ! 

As if that pure and bles.sed light, 
From otf the Eternal altar ilowing, 

Were bathing, in its upward iiight, 
The spirit to its WMsbip going I 



TO A SOUTHERN STATESMAN. 
1846. 

Is this thy voice, whose treble notes of 
fear 

Wail in the wind ! And doat then ahakn 

to hear, 

Actaeon-like, the bay of thine own 
hounds. 

Spuming the leash, and leaping o'er 

their bounds ? 
Sore-bafiled statesman ! when thy eager 
hand. 

With game afoot, unslipped the hungiy 

])ack, 

To hunt down Freedom in her chosen 
land. 
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Biidrt thou no fear, tliai^ ereloBg, 

doubling back, 
These dogs of thine xn^ht snuif on 
Slavery's track I 

's now lihe boiat^ which vretL thy 

guarded tongue, 
.Cold, calm, and proud, in the teeth o' 

the Senate flung. 
O'er the fulfilnient of thy haleful plan. 
Like Satan's trinmph at the fall of man ? 
How stooiVst thou then, thy feet on 

Freedom planting, 
And pointing to the land hearen afar. 
Whence all could see* through the sooth 

windows slanting, 
Crimson as blood, the beams of that 

Lone Star 1 
The Fates are jnak; they giTens hut onr 

own ; 

Kemesis ripens what our hands hsTS 

sown. 

There' 18 an &Mteiik story, not unknown, 
Bonbtlesij, to thee, of one whose magic 

skill 

Called demons up his water-jars to fill ; 
Deftly and silently, they did his will. 
But, when the task was done^ kept 

pouring still. 
In Tain vnth 8{>ell and charm the wizard 

wrought, 

Faster and fiister were the hnekets 

brou^^ht, 

Higher and hi^^horrose the floo*! around, 
Till the fiends clap()ed their hands above 

their master drowned ! 
So, Carolinian, it may prove with ibt^ 
For God still overrules man's sobemesb 

and takes 

Craftiness in its self-set snare, and 
'ittskes 

The wratii of man to praise Him. It 

may be, 

That the roused spirits of Democracy 
Hay leave to jfreer States the same wide 
door 

Ttawngb wliii h thy Blave-onised T zas 

entered in, 
WtOBk out the blood and Are, the wrong 
uidain. 

Of the stormed dty and the i^iasUy 

plain, 

Bpt vy hot hail, and wet with bloody 
rain, 

A myriad-handed Aztec host may pour, 
And swarthy South with pallia North 

combine 

Back on thyself to tom thy dark design. 



LIKIS, 

WRITTEN ON THK ADOPTION OF PINCK- 
KEY's UE80LUTI0NS, IN TUB UOU8K 
OF BBFftBSIIITATIVES, AND THB PA«* 
8AOE OF ( AI.IlorN'M BILL FOR EX- 
CLUDI.VO rATKUH WUITTKN' OK PKIN T- 
£D, TOUCUINU THE BUBJECT OP 
8IATSRT, lte>K THB U. & fOST- 
OFnOB," IM THB'tBHAn OV TBB 
VHITBD BTATBI. 

Men of the North-land ! where *s ill* 
manly spirit 
Of the true-heartedand thennshacklt^ 

gone ? 

Sons of old freemen, do we but inherit 
Their names alone f 



Is the old Pilgrim spirit quenched with- 
in us. 

Stoops the strong manliood of our 
sovlssolow. 
That Mammon's lurs OT Party's wile can 

win us 

To silence now f 

Now, when our land to niin't hrink is 

vorpnp, 

In God s name, let us speak while 
there Is time 1 
Now, when the padlocks for our lips 

are forging. 

Silence is crime 1 

What f shell we henceforth humbly ask 

as favors 

Bi|^ts all our own t In "imlnp«g 
shall we barter. 
For treacherous peaoe^ the freedom 
Nature gave us, 

God and our charter t 

Sere shall the statesman forge his hu- 
man fetters. 
Here the false jurist himuui ri^ts 

d«'Tiy, 

^Vnd, in the church, their proud and 
■killed abettors 

Hake truth a lief 

Torture the pages of the hallowed Bible, 
To sanction crime, and robbery, and 
blood? 

And, in Ompiession's hateful senioe^ 
libel 

Both mail and God I 
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Shall our New England stand eiect no 
longer, 

Bat stoop in chains upon hflv dwwtt" I 

ward way. 
Thicker to gather on her limbs and 
stronger 

Day aftsr day t 

0 no ; mcthinks from all her wild, green 
mountains, — 
From valleys whsre hut shunbering 
fathers lie, — 
From her blue rivers and her welling 
fountains, 

And dear, cold sky, — 

Prom her rough coasts and ialefl^ which 

hungry Ocean 
Gnaws with his sniges, — from the 

fisher's skiff, 
With white sail swaying to the hillows' 

motion 

Bmmd xodc and cliff, — 

From the free fireside of her nnhooght 
farmer, — 
From her free laborer at his loom and 

wheel, — 

Fzom the brown smith-shop^ wher^ be- 
neath the hammer, 

Rings the red steel, — 

From each and all, if God hath not 

forsaken 

Our land, and left ns to an evil choice, 
Loud as the sunmer tiranderbdt shall 
waken 

A People's voice. 

Startling and stem ! the Kotthem winds 

snail lx>ar it 
Over Potomac's to St. Mary's wave ; 
And buried Freedom shall awake to 
hear It 

Within her gHKfe. 

0, let that voice go forth P The bond- 
man sighing 
By Santee's wave, In Mississippi's 

cane, 

Shall feel the hope, within his bosom 
dyings 

* Bevive again. 

Let it go forth ! The millions who are 
gaaog 

Sadly upon ns from alar, shall amilei, 



FRBKDOIL 

And unto God devout thanksgiving 
xaiaing. 

Bless naflfts while. 

0 for your ancient freedom, pure and 
holv. 

For thedelivennoe of a groaning earth. 

For the wronged captive, UeediQg^ 
crushed, and \ovdy. 

Let it go forth 1 

Sons of the best of fathers ! willye falter 
With all they left ye perilled and at 
stake ? , 
Ho ! onoe again on Freedom's holy altar 
The fire awake 1 

Prayer-strei^hened for the trial, come 
together. 

Put on the harness for the moral fi^t. 
And, with the blessing of yonr Heav- 
enly feather, 

MilNTAnf THE SIGHT I 



THE CUBSE OF THE CHARTER- 
BREAEERS.V 

In "Westminster's royal hall% 
Robed in their pontiticals, 
England's ancient prelates stood 
For the people's rigtkt and good. 

Closed.around the waiting crowd, 
Daik and stUI, like wlntei^s eload ; 
Kin^ and conncH, lord and knight, 
S^mve and yeoman, stood in a^nt, — * 

Stood to hear the priest rehearse, 
In God's nsme^ the Church's euiM^ 
By the tapers round thorn lit. 
Slowly, sternly uttering it. 

** Right of voice in framing law^ 

Right of peers to try each cause ; 
Peasant homestead, mean and small. 
Sacred as the monarch's hall, — 

*' Whoso lays his hand on these^ 
England's ancient liberties, — 
Whoso breaks, by word or deed. 
Inland's vow at Bonnymede^ — 

" Be he Prince or belted knight^ 
Whatsoe'er his rank or might, 
If the highest, then the WOVSt^ 

Let him live and die aoennsd. 
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" Tliou, who to thy Church hast giyea 
Keys alike, of hell and heaven, 
Make our wofd tad witaoM sore, 
Let UiA enne we apeak tndnra I " 

Silent, while that curse was said. 
Every hare and listening head 
Bowed in reverent awe, and then 
AU tlie people aaid. Amen I 

Seven times the hells have tolled, 
Jor the centaries gray and old, 
Smoe that stoled and mitred hand 
Coned the ^rianta of their land. 

Since the priesthood, like a tower, 
Stood hetween the poor and power ; 
And the wronged and troiMcn dowa 
Bleased the abhot'a shaven crown. 

Gone, thank Clod, their wiaard spell. 
Lost, their ke^a of heaven and hell ; 

Yet I sigh for men as b(jltl 
As those bearded priests of old. 

Kow, too oft the prittthood wait 

At the threshold of the state, — 
Waiting for the beck and nod 
Of its power as law and God. 

Fraud eanilts, while solemn HQlds 

Sanctify his stolen hoards ; 
Slavery laughs, while ghostly lips 
Bless his manacles and whipa. 

Not on them the poor rely, 

Not to them looks liberty, 

Who with fawning falsehood cower 

To IshB wrongs whSn clothed with power. 

O, to see them meanly cling. 
Round the master, round the king, 
Sported with, and sold and bought, — 
Fitifoller eight is not I 

Tell mo not that this must be : 
Ciod s true priest is always free ; 
Free^ the needed truth to speak. 
Bight the wronged, and ndie the weak. 

Kot to faMm on wealth and stat^ 
Leaving Lazarus at the gate, — 
Kot to peddle creeds like wares* — 
Not to matter hireling piayen^ — 

Nor to paint the new life's bliss 
On the aaUe gronnd of this^ ~ 



Golden stn-ets for idle knave, 
Sabbath rest for weary slave I 

Not for words and works like thati^ 

Priest of (lod, thy mission is ; 
But to make earth's desert glad, 
In ita Eden greenneaa dad ; 

And to level manhoo<l bring 
Lord antl jwasiiut, H«'rf and king} 
And the Citrist of God to tiud 
In the hnmUest of thy kind I 

Thine to work as well as pray, . 
Clearing thorny wrongs away ; 
Plnckinff up the weedb of sin. 
Letting heaTon'a warm sonaUne fi^ ^ 

Watching on the hills of Faith ; 
Listening what the spirit saith, 
Of the dun-seen light afiur, 
Qrowing like a searing ster. 

God's interpreter art thou. 
To the waiting onee below ; 
'Twixt them and its lu^ht midwqr 
HAr^Minir the better aav. ^ 

Catching gleams of temple spires, 
Hearing notea of angel choira. 
Where, as yet unseen of them, 
Cornea the New Jerusalem 1 

Like the seer of Patmas gazing, 
On tbA glory downward blazing ; 
Till upon Earth's grateful sud 
Rests the Ci^ of our God 1 



THE SLAVES OF UABTOnQUK 

SUOaSSTED BY A DAOUERKEOTTFB TBOX 
A F&ENCU KNOEAVINO. 

BlAMS of noon, like burning lances, 
tbrout^h the tree-tops flaah and 

glisten, 

Asahestanda hefore her loyer, with laiaed 
lace to look and listen. 

Dark, but comely, like the maiden in the 

ancient Jewish song : 
Scaroebr has the toil of taak-fields dm 

her graoefttl beanty wrong. 

He, the strong one and the manly, with 
the yaual's garb and hne^ 
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HbUinff stfll Us 9fMt'» Urihright, to 
£i8 higiier nature tma ; 

lliding deep the strengthening purpose 
of a freeman in nis hearty 

Aa the gree^ree holds his Feticb fixun 
tOA woite man'a gue apart. 

Ever foremoet of his comrades, when the 

driver's morning horn 
Oalla away to stifling inill-lioiiaey tO the 

fields of cane and com : 

FaU the Iceen and burning lashes never 

on his l)ack or limb ; 
Scarce with look or word of censon^ tonis 
the driver unto him. 

Yety his brow is always thon^tAil, end 

liis eye is hard and stern ; 
Slavery's last and humblest Ics^uhe has 
never deigned to iettrn. 

And, at evening, when his comrades 
dance Ix'fore their master's door, 

Folding arms and knitting forehead, 
stands he silent evermore. 

God be praised for every instinct which 

rebels a«]^ainst a lot 
Where the brute survives the human, and I 
man's upright form is not I 

As the serpent-like beiuco winds his 

spiral fold on fold 
Bound the tall and stately ceiha, till it 

^viUiers in his hold ; « 

Slow decays the forest monarch, closer 

girds the fell embrace. 
Till the tree is seen no longer, and tiie 

vine is in its place, — 

So a base and bestial nature round the 
vassal's manhood twines. 

And the spirit wastes beneath i1^ like Hie 
ceioa choked with vines. 

God is Love, saith the Evangel ; and our 

world of woe and sin 
Is made light and ha^py only when a 

Love is shining in. 



Ye whose lives are free as sunshine, find- 
ing, wheresoe'er ye roam, 

P^il**" of- welcome, looks of kindness, 
making all the world like home ; 



In the veins of whose affeotioas kindred 

blood is but a part, 
Of one kindly current throbbing from the 
universal heart ; 

Gsn ye know the deeper meaning of a 

love in Slavery nursed, 
Last flower of a lost Pkleo, bloomil^' ist 
that Soil accursed ! 

Love of Home, and Love of Woman 1 — 
dear to all, but doubly clear 

To the heart whose pulses elsewhere 
measure only hate and fear. 

All around the dcscrtcircleSy underneath 

a brazen sk}'. 
Only one green spot remaining where the 

dew is never dry I 

From the horror of that desert» from its 

atmosphere of hell. 
Turns the fainting spirit thither, as the 
diver sedcs hM heO. 

T is the fervid tropic noontime ; fiiint 

and low the sea-waves beat ; 
Hazy rise the inland mountains thiou^ 
the gliimuer of the heat, — 

"Where^ throng mingled leaves and bloe* 
soms, arrowy sunbeams flash and 

glisten. 

Speaks her lover to the slave-girl, and she 
lifts her head to listen : — 

"We shall live as slaves no longer ! 

Freedom's hour is close at hand ! 
Bocks her bark upon the waters, rests the 

boat upon the strand I 



" I have seen the Haytien Captain ; 1 

have seen liis swarthy crew. 
Haters of the }><illid faces, to their race 
and color true. 

" They have sworn to wait onr coming 
till tbe night has passed its noon. 

And the gray and darkening waters loU 
above the sunken moon 1 " 

0 the blessed hope of freedom 1 how with 

joy and glad surprise, 
For an instant tlirrdis her boson^ far SB 

instant beam her eyes I 
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Bat she looks across the valley, where 
her mother's hut is seen, 

TIiw>ugh the mowy Uoom of ooffee^ aid 
the huaon-leaves ao green. 

And she answers, sad and earnest : *' It 
were wrong for thee to stay ; 

God hath heard thy prayer for freedom, 
and his finger pointi the way. 

** Well I know with what endurance^ for 
the sake of nie and niine. 

Thou hast borne too long a burden never 
meant for sonils lUEe Hilne. 

**Oo ; and at the hour of midnight when 

our liust farewell is o'er, 
Kneeling on our place of parting, 1 will 

Ueas thee from the shore. 

"But for me, my niothor, lying OH her 

sick-bed all the day. 
Lil ts her wearv head to watch me, coming 

throngh the twilight gray. 

^'Shonld I leave horsiek and hoi pleas, even 
freedom, shared with thee. 

Would be sadder far than bondage, lonely 
toil, and stripes to me. 

** Formy heart woulil die witliin me, and 
my brain would «oou be wild ; 

I should near my mother calling tiirough 
the twilight for her chihi t " 

• 

Blazing upward from the ocean, shines 
the sun of morning-time. 

Through the coffee^trees m hloasom, and 
green hedges of the lime. 

Side by side, amiilst the slave-gang^ toil 
the lover and the maid ; 

Wherrfore looks he o*er the waters^ lean- 
ing forward on his spade f 

Sadly looks he, deeply sighs he : *t is the 

Haytien's sail he sees, 
like a white dond of tiie moontaina^ 

driven seawaid by the bteese t 

But his arm a light hand presses, and he 

hears a low voice call : 
Hats of Slaveiy, hope of Freedoniy Love 

is mightier than alL 



THE CRISIS. 

WEITTZN ON LKARKINO TUB TERMS OV 
THE TMUTT WITH lUCZlOO. 

Across the Stony Mountains, o'er the 

desert's drouth and sand. 
The eirdea of our empire touch tne West* 

ern Ocean's strand ; 
From sluniln rous Tuapuiogoe^ to Gila» 

wild aud free. 
Flowing down from Nne?o-Leon toOati- 

fornia's 8<'a ; 
And from th«> mountains of the £aat» to 

Santa ilosa's shore, 

Tlie eeglea of MezitU diaU heatflie air 



0 Yale of Rio Bravo ! Let thy aimple 

child re u weep ; 
Oosewatch about their holy die let maids 

of IVeos keep ; 
Let Taos send her cry acroesSierraMadre's 
pines. 

And Aigodones toll her bells smidst her 

com and vines ; 
For lo I the pale land-sceken come, with 

eager eyes of gain. 
Wide seatterhig, like the bison herds on 

hrosd Sdsda's plain. 

Let Sacramento's herdsmen heed what 

sound the winds biing down 
Of footsteps on the crisping snow, from 

eohl Nevada's crown ! 
Full hot and t'x^i. the Saxon rideSi with 

rein of travel slack. 
And, hending o'er his saddle, leavea the 

sunrise at his buck ; 
By many a lonely river^ aud goige o£ fir 

aud pine. 

On many a wintiy hill-tc^ his nightly 
oamp-fires •hiim. 

0 count rvnien and brothers 1 that land 

of lake and plain. 
Of sdt wastes altematittg with TalleyB 

fat with grain ; 
Of mountains wliite with winter, looking 

downward,, cold, serene. 
On llieir feet with spring-rines tangled 

and lap]>«^d in softest green ; 
SwifttlirouLjli wliosf IibirkvnUuxuicgatea^ 

o'er many a sunny vale. 
Wind-like the Arapahoe sweeps the Uf 

son's dusty tnul I 
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Great spaces yet nntnyelled, great lakes 

wLose mystic shores 
The S;Lxon rifle never heaid, HOT dip of 

SiixoD Ocii-s ; 
Great herds that wander all unwatched, 

wild steeds that none have tamed, 
Stmnge fish in nnknown streams, and 

hirds the Saxon never named ; 
Deep mines, dark moimtaiu cracihles, 

where Naton'a ehsmie powen 
Wofk oQt the Gnat Deaignei^a wOl ; — 

aU these je say aie oqib I 

Forever ours ! for good or ill, on us the 

hordenlies ; 
Qed's balance, watched by angdi^ is hung 

across the skies, 
ghall Justice, Truth, and Freedom turn 

the pdsed aiM twrniKHng scale t 
Or shall the Evil tdnmph, and robber 

Wrong prevail ? 
Shall the broad land o'er which our flag 

in stany splendor waves, 
Foirego through us its freedom, and bear 

the traid of slaves f 

The day is breaking in the East of which 

the prophets told, 
And hiightens up the sky of Tfane 

Christian Age of Gold ; 
Old Might to Kight is yielding, battle 

blade to clerkly pen, 
BSarth's mooarchs are her peoples, and 

her serfs stand up as men ; 
The isles rejoice together, in a day are 

nations bom, 
.And the dave walla free in Tonia^ and 

1^ Stambool's Golden Horn t 

Is this, 0 countr3rmen of mine 1 a day for 
us to sow 

The sou of new-gAined eminre with 

slavery's seeils of woo ? 
To feed with our fresh life-blood the Old 

World's cast^if crime. 
Dropped, like somemonstnrasearlybirih, 

from the tired lup of Time ? 
To run anew the evil race the old lost 

nations I'an, 
And die like them of unbelief of God, and 

wroqgcf maiif 



Great Heav«n I Is this our missioii ? 

End in this the prayers and tear% 
Hie toil, the strife, the watchings of OUT 

younger, better years ? 
Still as the Old World rolls in light, shall 

ours in shadow tun, ^ 
AbeamleesChaos, cursed of God, thmaf^ 

outer darkness borne ? 
Where the far nations looked for light, a 

blackness in the air ? 
Where for words of hope they Hstenedly 

the lopg wail of despair I 

The Crisis presses on us ; face to face 

with us it stands, 
With solemn lips of question, like the 

Rjdiinx in F^7)t's sands ! 
This day we fashion Destiny, our web 

of Fate we snin ; 
This day for all nersafter choose we* 

holiness or sin ; 
Even now from starry Geiizim, or Ebal's 

cloudy crown. 
We call the dews of blessing or the bolts 

of cursing down 1 

By all for which the martyrs bore their 

agony and shame ; 
By aU the warning words of tmth with. 

which the prophets came ; 
By the Future which awaits us ; by all 

the hopes which cast 
Their faint and trembling beams acnes 

the blackness of the Past ; 
And by tlie Idessed thouglit of Him who 

for i^rth's freedom died, 
0 my people 1 O nnr brothers I let ns 

choose the ri^teons aide. 

So shall the Northern pioneer go joyful 

on his way ; 
To wed Penohscof s watem to San Fran* 

Cisco's bay ; 
To make the nigged places smooth, and 

sow the vales with grain ; 
And bear, with liberty and Law, the 

Bible in his train : 
The iriighty West sliall bless the Ess^ 

and sea shall answer sea. 
And moontain nnto moimtdn call, 

FBAIBB QOD,rOR WX ASS TEES I 
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THE KKIOHT OF ST. JOHN. 

£re down yon blue Caqiathian hilla 

The sun shall sink again, 
Farewell to life and all its illi» 

Farewell to mU and chAUL 

These prison shades are dark and cold, — 

Bat» duker fu tfaui tfacr. 
The shadow of a toRow old 

Is on lieut alway. 

For since the day when WaikworUk wood 
Closed o'er my steed and I, 

An alien from my name and bloody 
A weed caat out to die, — 

Vnumt looking hack in simset light, 

I saw her turret gleam, 
And from its casement, far and white^ 
Uer sign of farewell stream, 

like one wko, from some deaeii shorn, 

Doth home's green isles descry, 
And, vainly lonf^nj^, gazes o'er 
The wa^ie of wave and sky ; 

So from the desett of my &to 

I gaze across the past ; 
Forever on life's dial-plate * 

The shade is iMMskwaid cast I 

I *ve wandered wide from sliore to shore, 
I 've knelt at many a shrine ; 

And bowed me to the rocky iloor 
Where Bethlehem's tapers aliine ; 

And by the Holy Sepulchre 

I 've pledged my knightly sword 

To Christ, his bleaeed Qiuieh, and her. 
The Mother of our Lord. 

0, vain the vow, and vain the strife ! 

How vain do all things seem 1 
My soul is in the past, and lilb 

To-day is but a dream t 

In vain the penance strange and long, 

And hard for flesh to hou* ; 
The prayer, the fasting, and the thOfQg 

And sackcloth shirt of hair. 



The eyes of memofy wiU not sleepy- 

Its ears are open still : 
And vigils with the past they keep 
Against my feeble wHL 

And still tlic love<t and jojsof old 

Do evernior*' uprise ; 
1 see the Uuw of lix:ks of gold. 

The shine of lofing eyes 1 

Ah me ? upon another's breast 

ThcMse gulden locks recline ; 
I see npon another rest 

The glanoe that once was mine. 

"0 faithless priest ! O |)erjured knight!** 

I hear the Master cry ; 
'* Shut out the vision nom thy eighly 

Let Earth and Nature die. 

" The Church of God is now thy spouse. 
And thon the bridegroom art ; 

Then let the burden of thy vows 
Cmsh down thy human heart I " 

In vain ! This heart Hs grief must 
know. 

Till life itself hath ceased. 
And falls beneath the self-same blow 
The lover and the priest I 

0 pitying Mother ! souls of light, 

And flints, and martyrs old ! 
Pray for a weak and sinful knight^ 
A suffering man uphold. 

Then let the Paynim work his will, 
An<l death nnl^in<l my chain, 

Ere down yon blue Carpathian hill 
The sun shall iaU again. 

THE HOLY LAND. 

ntOM LAMABTDTB. 

1 HAVE not felt, o'er seas of sand. 
The rockingof the desert bark ; 

Nor laved at Hebron's fount my hand. 
By Hebron's pahn^trass oool and 
dark ; 
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Kor pitchod my tent at pvpn-fall, 
On dust where Job of old has lain, 

2^0T dreamed beueath its cauvas wall. 
The draun of Jacob o*er again. 

One vast world-page remains unread ; 
How shine the stars in Chaldea's 
Ay, 

How sounds the reyerent pil^m's tread, 
How belts the lieart with Qod ao- 

nigh ! — 

How round gray arch and column lone 
The spirit of the old time broodi^ 

And .sighs in all the winds that moill 
Along the sandy aoUtudea 1 

In thy tail cedan, Lebanon, 

1 hare not heard the nations' cnei^ 
Nor seen thy eagles stooping down 

Where buried Tyre in ruin lies. 
The Christian's prayer I have not said 

In Tadmor^s temples of decay, 
Uor startled, with niy dreary tread. 

The waj»te where Memnon's empire lay. 

Kofr have I, tnm thy hallowed tide^ 

O Jordan ! heard the low lament^ 
like that sad wail along thy side 

Which Israel's moumlul prophet sent ! 
Nor thrilled within that grotto lone 

Where, deep in ni^^^ the Bard of 
Kings 

Felt hands of fire direct his owm, 
And iiwcep for God the conscious 
strings. 

I hate not climbed to Olivet, 
Kor laid me where my Savioar laj^ 

And left his trace of teairs as 3ret 
^y angel eyes unwept away ; 

2S"or watched, at midnight's solemn time, 
The garden where his prayer and 
groan, 

Wrong by his sorrow and oar crime^ 
Boee to One listening ear al<Hie. 

I have not kissed the rock-hewn grot 
Where in his Mothet^s arms he lay, 

Nor knelt upon the sacred spot 
Where last his footsteps pressed the 

clay ; 

^or looked on that sad mountain head, 
Nor smote my sinfiil breast, where 

wide 

His arms to fold the world he spread, 
And bowed his head to bless — and 
diedl 



PALESTINE. 

Blest land of Judsa ! thrice hallowed 
of song. 

Where the holiest of memoiies pilgrim* 

like throng ; 
In the shade of thy palms, by the shores 

of thy sea. 
On the hills of thy beraty, my heart is 

with thee. 

With the eye of a spirit 1 look, on that 
shore. 

Where pilgrim and pirophfit hm Un* 

grred before ; 
With the glide of a spirit 1 traverse the 
sod 

Made bn^lM^ the stepe of the angeb 

Blue sea of the kills 1 — in my spirit I 
hear 

Thy waters, Genesaret, chime on my ear; 

Where the Lowly and Just vrith the peo- 
ple sat down. 

And th V spray on the dust of his nn.- 
dals was thrown. 

Beyond are Bethulia's mountains of 
green, 

And the desolate hills of the wild Gad- 

arene ; 

And I pause on the goat-crags of Tabor 
to see 

The gleam of thy waters, 0 darkGalilse t 

Hark, a sound in the valley ! whora^ 
swollen and strong, 

Thy river, 0 Kishon, is sweeping alon^ ; 

Where the Canaanite strove with Je- 
hovah in vain, 

And thy torrent grew dark with the 
blood of the slain. 

There down from his monntains stem 

Zebulon came, 
And Naphtali's stag, with lus eyeballs 
of flame, 

And the chariots of Jabin rolled harm- 
lessly on, 

For the arm of the Lord was Abinoam's 
son I 

There sleep the still rocks and the canr- 

erns which rang 
To the song which the beautiful proph" 
eteaesaog^ 



Digitized by Gopgle 



XZEKIBL 



83 



When the princes of lasachar stood by 
her side, 

And fhB shout of a host ia its frinmph 
replied. 

Lo, Bethlehem's liill-site before me is 



'WmSh. the monntains around, aid the 

valleys between ; 
There rested the shepherds of Jndah, 
and there 

The song of the angele nee iweet on 
the air. 

And Bethany's palm-trees in beanty still 
throw 

Their shadows at noon on the mins 

below ; 

Bat where are the sisters who hastened 
to greet 

The lowly Bedeema; and ait at liiafiBet t 

I tread where the twklyjs in their way- 
faring trod ; 

I afcand where they atood with the 
(THOSKN OF God, — • 

Where his blessing was heaid. and his 
lessons were taught, 

Where the blind were restored and the 
healing was wroo^t. 

O, here with his iiock the sad Wanderer 
4»amB^ — 

These hills he toifed om in giief are 

the same, — 

The founts where he drank by the way- 
side still flow, 

And the same airs are blowing which 
breathed on his brow ! 

And throned on her lulls atti Jerusalem 

yet, 

But with dnst on her fbrehead, and 

chains on her feet ; 
For the crown of her pride to the mocker 

hath gone, 
And the hofy Shechinah ia daric where 

itshoDft. 

But wherefore this dream of the earthly 
abode 

Of Humanity clothed in the bn^tness 

of (Jo.l ? 

Were my spirit but turned fnxax the 

outward and dim, 
It ooold gaze, even now, on the presence 
orHiml 



Not in clouds and in terror^ but gentle 
aa when. 

In lofe and in maslmsaB, He nofed 

amonp; men ; 
And the voice which bn'athed peace to 

the waves of the sea 
In the huah of mj apirit woold whisper 

tomel 

And what if my feet may not tread 

where He stood* 
Nor my ears h'-ar the ilaahfng of Gal* 

Nor my eyen bce the cross which lie 

bowed him to bmr. 
Nor my kneea praas Oethawmane'a gpr- 

den of pnjer* 

Yet, Loved of the Father, thy Si»irit is 



To the meek, and the lowly, and peni* 

t'^nt here ; 
And the vuice of thy love is the same 



Aa at Beihaay'a tmnb or on Olivet^a 
bvow* 

0, the outward hath gone 1 — but in 

glory and power. 
The SPIRIT surnveth the things of an 

hour ; 

Unciuuigitd, uudecaying, its Peutecost 
uune 

On the heart's secret altar is bmniiig 
theaamel 



EZEKIEL. 

OHAPTXft XXXIII. 80-88. 

Trst hear thee not» O God I nor aee ; 

Beneath thy rod they mock at thee ; 
The princes of onr ancient line 
Lie orunken with Assyrian wine ; 
The priests around thy altar s|)«ak 
The raise words which their hearen seek ; 
And hymns whieh ChaJdea*s wanton 
maids 

Have sung in Dura's idol-shades 
Are with the Levitea* chant aaoending^ 
With ^n'a holiest anthems blending t 

On Tsniel's bleeding besom set. 
The heathen heel is crushing yet ; 
The towers upon onr holy hul 
Echo Chaldean fbofertepa still. 
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Oar wasted shiinM^ — wbo weepi fm 

them I 

Who monrnetli for Jemsalom f 

Who turneth from his ^ains aw»y f 
Whose knee witli mine is bowed to pray ? 
Who, leaviug feast and purpling cup^ 
Takes Zion's lamentetion vp t 

A sad and thoughtful youth, I went 
With Israers early banishment ; 
And where the smlen Chebar crept, 
The ritual of my fathf^rs kept. 
Tlic water for the trench I drew. 
The tirstlin^ of the flock I slew. 
And, standing at the altar's side, 
I shiin-d the Levites* lingering pride^ 
Tliat still, amidst her mocking foei^ 
The smoke of Zion's offering rose. 

In sudden whirlwind, clood and flimfl^ 

The Spirit of the Highest came ! 
Before mine eyes a vision |)as8ed, 
A glory terrible and vast ; 
With dreadful tjeB of living things, 
And sounding sweep of angel wings, 
With circling light and sapphire throne, 
And ilanie-like form of One thereon. 
And Yoioe of that dread Tiikenesi sent 
Down bonk the oiystal fiimamsnt t 

The burden of a prophet's power 
Fdl on me in tiiat fearfol hoor ; 

From off unutterable woes 
The curtain of the future rose ; 
I saw far down the coming time 
The iiery chastisement of crime ; 
With noise of mingling hosts, and jar 
Of falling towers and shouts of war, 
1 saw the nations rise and fall. 
Like fire-gleams on my tentTs white 



In dream and trance, I saw the slain 
Of Egyi»t heaned like harvest grain, 

1 saw the walls of sea-bom Tyre 
Swe]>t over by the spoiler's fire ; 
And heard tlie low, expiring moan 
Of Edom on his roeky throne ; 
And, woe is me ! the wild lament 
From Zion's desolation sent ; 
And felt within my heart each blow 
Which Isid her holy places low. 

In bonds and sorrow, ilay by day^ 
Before the pictured tile 1 lay ; 
And there, as in a mirror, saw 
The oomiqg of Aaqriia'i war» — - 



Her swarthy lines of spearmen pass 
Like locusts through Bethhoron's grass > 
I saw them draw tneir stonuy hem 

Of battle round Jerusalem ; 

And, listening, heard the Hebrew wail 

Blend with the victor-trump of Baal 1 

Who tremUed at my warning word t 
Who owned the prophet of the Lord ? 
How mocked the mde, — how scoffed 

the vile, — 
Howstong the Levites' scornful smili^ 
As o'er my spirit, dark and slow. 
The shadow crept of Israel's woe 
As if the angel's mourafhl roll 
Had left its record on my soul, 
And traced in lines of darkness then 
The picture of its great despair 1 

Yet ever at the hour I feel . 

My lips in prophecy unseal. 
Prince, priest, and Levite gather near, 
And Salem's daughters haste to hear, 
On Chebar^s waste and alien shors^ 
The harp of Judah swept once mora* 
They listen, as in Babel's throng 
The Chaldeans to the dancer's songf 
Or wfld sabhdca's nightly play, 
As canlesa and as Tsin as they. 



And ihns, O Pronhet-hard of old. 

Hast thou thy tale of sorrow told ? 
The same which earth's unwelcome seeis 
Have felt in all succeeding years. 
Sport of the changeful mnlfitttdeb 
]N or calmly heard nor understood, 
Their song has seemed a trick of art. 
Their warnings but the actor's part. 
With bonds, and sooni, and em will^ 
The world leqnites its prophets afeilL 

So was it when the Holv One 
The garments of the ilesiipnt on I 
Men followed where the Highest led 
For common gifts of daily bread. 
And gross of ear, of vision dim, 
Owned not the godlike power of him. 
Vain as a dreamer's woras to them 
His wail above Jerusalem, 
And meaningless the watch he kept 
Through which his week disciples slept 

Yet shrink not thou, whoe'er thou art^ 
For God's great purpose set apart, 
Before whose far-discerning eyes, 
The Future as the Presentlies 1 
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Beyond a nanw-bomided age 

Stretches thy prophet-beiitage^ 

Through Heaven's dim spaces angel-trod, 
Through arches round the t^ne of 
God I 

Thy audience, worlds ! — all Time to be 
The witoces of the Truth in thee 1 



THB WIFE OF ICAKOAH TO HER 
HUSBAND. 

AoAiNST the sunset's glowing wall 
The city towers rise buck and tall, 
"Where Zorah, on its rocky height, 
Staqds like an anned mia in the hgjaL 

Down Eshtaol's vales of ripcucd grain 
Falls Hke a elond the night amain. 
And up the hillsides climbing dow 
The btf ley reapers homewaidgci. 

Look, deavot f how onr fair child's head 

The sunset light hath hallowed, 
Wliere at this olive's foot lifis, 
Uplooking to the tranquil skiea. 

O, idiik beneath the fervent heat 

Thy sickle swept the bearded wheat, 
I've watched, with mingled joy and 
dread, 

Onr child upon his grassy bed. 

Joy, which tho mothpr feels alone 
Whose morning hope like mine had 
flown. 

When to her bosom, ow •blessed, 
A dearer life than him It pressed. 

Dread, for the future dark and still. 
Which shapM out dear one to its irill ; 
Forever in iiis large calm eyes^ 
I read a tale of sacrifioe. — 

The same foreboding awe 1 felt 
When at the altai^s side we knelt, 
And he, who as a pilgrim came, 
Bose, winged and glorious, through the 
flame. 

I slept not, thoo^ the wild bees made 

A dreamlike munuuring in the shade, 
And on me the wann-finp;erod hours 
Pressed with the drowsy smell of flowers. 

Befon me, in a vision, rose 

The hosts of Isnera soomfnl Soea, — 



Bank over laak, helm, shield, and ipear, 
Glittered in noon's hot atmosphere. 

1 heard their boast, and bitt«'r won!, 
Their mockery of the Hebrew's lx>rd, 
I saw their hands his ark assiiil, 
Their feet proCsne his holy Tail. 

No angel down the blue space spoke, 
No thunder from the still sky Dit>ke ; 
But in their midst, in power and aweu 
like God's waked wrath, our child t 
saw 1 

A ehfld no morel— harah-hrowed and 

strong. 

He tow<'r«Ml a giant in the thron^^, 

And down his shuuldcrs, broaii and bare. 

Swept the black terror of hia hair. 

Hp raisod his arm ; he sm'jte amain ; 
As round the reai)er falls the grain. 
So the dark host around Um mU, 
So sank the foen of land I 

A<^ain 1 look<'d. In sunli;;ht sbrniO 
The towers and domes of Askelou. 
Priei^ WBRior, slavey a mighty craif^ 
Within her idol temple bowed. 

Yet one knelt not ; stark, gaunt, and 
blind. 

His arms the massiye pillars twined, — 

An eyeless cajitivp, stronj; with hatc^ 
Ue stood there like an evU late. 

The red shrines anoked, —the tmmpeti 

I)ealed : 

He stooped, — the giant oolnmnt 

reeled, — 

Beeled tower and fane, sank arch and 

wall. 

And the thick dust-dond oloaed o'er 
aUl 

Above the ahriek, the ersah, the groan 

Of the fallen pride of Askelon, 

1 heanl, sheer down the echoing sky, 

A voice as of au angel cry, — 

The voice of him, who at OUT dde 

Sat through the golden eventide, — 

Of him who, on thy altar's blaze, 

Kose lire- winged, with his song of praise. 

** Eejoire o'er Israel's broken chain. 
Gray mother of the mighty alain 1 
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Rejoice 1 " it cried, ''he vanquislieth i 
The stioog in life is strong in death I 

"To him shall Zorah's daui^htcrs raise 
Through eumiug years their hyums of 
praise, 

And gray old men at evening tdl 
Of all he wrought for IsraeL 

"And they who ting and they who 

hear 

Aliko shall hold thy memory doar, 
And |)our their blessings on thy head, 

0 mother of the mighty dead f 

It reased ; and thouf^h a sound I heard 
As if great wiu^ the still air stitred, 

1 onlv saw the harley sheaves 
And nills half hid by olive leaves. 

I bowed niy face, in awe and fear. 
On the dear child who slumbered near. 
" With me, as with my only son, 
0 Ck>dt" I said^ **TaT wiu. bb domx ! " 



THE CITIES OP THE PLAIN. 

"Get ye up from the wrath of God's 

terrible day ! 
Uhgirded, unsandalled, arise and away ! 
*Tia the vinta^rc of blood, 't is thefiil- 

nesa of time, 
And vengeance shall gather the harvest 
of crime 1 '* 

The warning was spoken ; the righteous 
had gone. 

And the proud ones of Sodom wero 

feasting alone ; 
All gay was ^e banquet ; the level was 
long* 

With the ponring of wine and the 
breathing of song. 

'T was an evening of beauty ; the air was 
perfume, 

The earth was all greennesSy the trees 

were all bloom ; 
And softly the delicate viol was heard, 
like the mnimor of love or tiie notes of 

abird. 

And beautiful maidens moved down in 

the dance^ 
With the magie of motion and sonshine 

^fglaaoe; 



I And white arms wreathed Ug^tly, aud 



feUfiee 

As the idnmsge of baida in some tropical 



Where the ahifaies of foul idols were 

lighted on liigh, 
And wantonness tempted the Inst of tlie 
eye ; 

Midst ritQS ci obscencness, strange^ 

lonthsonWy abhorred, 
The bla.sphemer scoffed at the name of 

the Lord. 

Haik I the orowl of the thnnder, — the 

qnaumg of earth ! 
Woe, woe to the worship, and woe to 

the mirth ! 
The black sky has opened, ~ there *8 

flame in tlie air, — 
The red ana of vengeance is lifted and 

bare ! 

Then the shriek of the dying rose wild 

where the sont^ 

And the low tone of love had been whis- 
pered along ; 

For the fierce flames went lighUy o'ep 
palace and lx)wer, 

Like the red tongues of demons, to blast 
and devour I 

Down, — down on the fallen the red 

ruin rained. 
And the reveller sank with his wine^p 

iimlrained ; 
The foot of the dancer, the music's loved 
thrill, 

And the shiMit and the laughter grew 
suddenly stilL 

The last throb of anguish was fearfully 
given ; 

The Isst eye glared forth in its madness 

on Heaven ! 
The last ^roan of horror rose wildly and 
vain. 

And death brooded over the pride of the 
Hainl 



THE CRUCinXIOK. 

Sunlight upon Judxa's liills t 
And on the waves of (Talilee, — 

On Jordan's stream, and on the rills 
That feed the dead and sleeping sea I 



1 
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Most freshly from the green woocl springs 
The light breeze on its scented gringo ; 
And gavly quiver in the sun 
The cedar tops of Lehmoii I 

A few more hours, — a change hath 
come I 

The sky is dark without a cloud ! 
The shouts of wrath and joy arc tliiinh, 
And proud kueea uutu earth are 
bowed. 

A change is on the lifll of Doatli, 
The hclnifd watchers ]>ruit fi>r breath, 
And turn with wild and maiiiar eyes 
From the dark scene of sacrifice ! 

That Sacrifice ! — the (b ath of Him, — 

The High and ever lioly Que ! 
WeU may the ooDMioos Heaven grow 

dim. 

And blacken the Tw^holdint^ Sun. 
The wonted light hath tied away, 
Kigbt setUoB on the middle day, 
And earthquake from his cavemed bed 
Is waking with a thrill of dread 1 

The dead aie waking ondemeath I 

Their prison df)or is rent away ! 
And, ghastly with th«i seal of death. 

They wander in the eye of day I 
Tbe temple of tlie Cherubim, 
The I louse of God is cold and dim ; 
A curst! is on its trembling walla^ 
Its mighty veil asunder falls 1 

Well may the cavern-depths of Earth 

Be shaken, and her mountains nod ; 
WeU may tbe sheeted dead come forth 

To gaze upon a suffering Ctod ! 
Well may tlie t'-mple-.sbrine grow dhOy 
And shadows veil the Cherubim, 
"When He^ tbe chosen one of Heayeny 
A sacrifice for goilt is gtven I 

And shall the sinful heart, alone. 

Behold unmoved the atoning hour, 
When Nature trembles on her tbrone. 
And Death r&sigus his iron power ? 
0, shall the heart — whose sinfulness 
Gave keenness to his sore distress. 
Anil added to bis tears of blfKxi — 
Kef use its trembling gratitude 1 

THE STAB OF BETHLEHEIL 

Where Time the measure of his hours 
Bisr dumgeAil bud and bkflsom ke^ 



And, like a yonqg bride crowned witb 

flowers, 

Fair IShiraz in her garden alee^w ; 

Where, t4) her poet's turl>an stone. 

The Spring' brr ^'ift of llowors imparts, 
Less sweet than those hi^ thoughts have 
sown 

In the waim soil of PMiiaa hetrti : 

There sat the stranger, where tbe shade 
Of seattered date-trees thinly lay. 

While in the hot ch ar lu^ven delayed 
The long and still and weaiy day. 

Strange trees and frnits above bim hmg^ 

Strange odors filled the sultry air, 

StinTicr*' binls ujK>n tlic bnui- h.-s swung, 
btnuige iufiect voices munuuied there. 

And stnuige bright Mownms ahona 

around, 

Turned sunward from the shadowy 
bowers, 

As if the Gheber's soul had found 
A fitting borne in Iran's flowen. 

Whate'er he saw, whate'cr he heard. 
Awakened feelings new and sad, — 

No Cluisliim s^iul), nor riiristian wonl. 
Nor church with Sabboth-bell clmneB 
glad. 

But Moslem prmve<;, with turliftn f?tones. 
And moHcpic-spires gleaming white^ in 

view, 

And graybeard MoUahs in low tones 
Chanting their Koran service thiou^ 

The flowers which smiled on either 
band. 

Like tempting fiends^ were tocb aa 

th.y 

W^hich once, o'er all that Eastern land. 
As gifts on demon altars lay. 

As if the burning eye of Baal 

The servant of his Conqueror knew. 

From skies which knew no dondy 
The Sun*s hot i^ces amota bim 
throu^L 

" Ah me f " the lonely stranger ssid, 

** The hope which led my footeteps on. 
And light from heaven aronnd them 
shed. 

O'er nmxj wsve and waate, is gone I 
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am the lumrt Mda all 

white, 

For Truth to thrust her sickle in ? 
"When flock the souls, like doyes in 
flight, 

l^rom the dark hiding-plAce of sin t 

•'A silent horror broods o'er all, — 
The boiden of a hatdtal spell, — 

The very flowers around recall 
The hoaij mi^'a rites of hell 1 

And what am I, o'er such a land 
The hanner of the Cross to bear f 
Dear Lord, upliold me with thy hand. 
Thy strength with hmnaa weaknen 

share!" 

He ceased ; for at his very feet 

In mild rebuke a floweret smiled, — 

How thrilled his sinking heart to greet 
The star-flower of the Yiigin's child ! 

Sown hy some wandering Frank, it 

drew 

Its life from alien air and earth, 
And told to Paynim sun and dew 
The stoiy of the Savionr^a birth. 

From aoorching beams, in kindly mood, 
The Persian plants its beauty screened, 

And on its pagan sisterhood. 
In love, toe Christian floweret leaned. 

With tears of joy the wanderer felt 
The darkness of his long de.s))air 

Before that hallowed symbol melt, 
Which God's dear lorn had nnrtmed 
there. 

From Nature's face, that simple flower 
The lines of sin and sadness swept ; 

And Magian pile and Paynim bower 
In peace like that of £den slept. 

Each Moslem tomb, and cypress old, 
Looked holy throneh the sunset air ; 

And, angel-like, the Muezzin told 
from tower and mosque the hour of 
prayer. 

With cheerftil steps, the moiTow's dawn 

From Shiraz saw the stranger part ; 
The Star-flower of the Virfnn-l^oi n 
Still blooming in his hopeful heart I 



HYMNS. 

FfiOM THE FRENCH OF LAMABTQIS. 

Okb hymn more, O my lyre I 

Praise to the Ood above. 
Of joy and life and lovt*, 
Sweeping its strings of lire ! 

0, who the speed of bird and wind 
And sunbeam's glance will lend tome^ 

That, scoring iipwurd, 1 may find 
My resting-pboe and home in Um 

Thou, whom my soul, midst donbt and 

gloom, 

Adoreth with a fervent flame, — 
M ysteriona fljphit 1 nnto whom 
ratain nor sign nor name 1 

Swiftly my Ivre's soft murmurs go, 

Up from tne cold and joyless earth, 
Back to ihB Ood who bade them flow. 

Whose movinj^ spirit sent them foith* 
But as for me, 0 God 1 for me, 

The lowly creatine of thy will. 
Lingering and sad, I sigh to thee. 

An earth-boond pil^^m still 1 

Waa not my q>itit bom to shine 
Where yonder Stan and anna are idoiw* 

ing? 

To breathe with them the light divine 
From God's own holy altar flowing f 

To be, indeed, whatever the soul 

In dreams hath thirsted for so long, — 

A portion of Heaven's glorious whow 
Of loveliness and song f 

0, watchers of the stars at night, 

Who breathe their iirc, as we the air, — 
Suns, thunders, stars, and rays of light, 

0, say, is He, the Eternal, there ? 
Bend there around liis awful throne 

Tlie scrapli's glance, the nnuel's kneel 
Or are thy inmost depths iiis own, 

O wild and mighty sea f 

Thoughts of my soul, how swift ye go 1 
Swiift as the eaclu's glance of lire, 

Or arrows fW>m the aruier^s bow, 
To the far aim of your desire ! 

Thought after thought, ye thronging 
rise, 

Like spring-dorea from the startled 

wood, 

Bearing like them your saorifioa 
Of music unto God 1 
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shall these ihoaghti of jojraad love 

Come back again no more to me ? — 
Beturning like the Patriarch's dove 

Wing-weary from the eternal sea, 
To hear within my longing anna 

The promise-bough of kindlipr skips, 
Plucked from the green, immortal palms 

Which shadow Paradiikj I 

All-moving spirit ! — freely forth 
At thy command the atroag wind 
goes : 

Its emmd to the pasriTo eaiih. 

Nor art can stay, nor strength oppose, 
Until it folds its weary win^ 

Ouce more within the hand divine ; 
Bo, weary from its wanderings 

Jly apuit tmiis to tliiae I 

Child of the sea, the mountain stream, 

From its dark caverns, hurries on. 
Ceaseless, hy night and moming^s beam, 

By evening's star and noontiOB's SOD, 
Until at last it sinks to rest, 

(yerwearied, in the waiting sea. 
And moona upon its mother's hieasty — 

So tams my sonl to Thee 1 

• O Thon who hidd'st the tonmit iknr. 

Who lendest wings unto the wind, — 
Mover of all things ! where art thou ! 

O, whither shall 1 ^o to hnd 
The secret of thy resting^kkoe t 

Is there no holy wing tor me. 
That, soaring, 1 may search the sptOO 

01 highest heaven for Thee I 

O, would I were as liree to rise 
As leaves on avtium's whirlwind 

borne, — 
The arrowy light of sunset skies, 

Or sound, or niy, or Star of mom. 
Which melts in hemn at twilight's 

close. 

Or aught which soars nncheckod and 
free 

Throngh Earth and HeaTsn; that I 

mif^ht lose 
Myself in linding Thee i * 



When the breath divine is flowing, 
Zephyr-like o'er aU things goings 
And, as the touch of viewless §BgatBf 

Softly on my soul it linfjers. 
Open to a breath the lightest, 



Conscknis of n touch the slightsrti — 

As some calm, still lake, whereon 
Sinks the snuwy-boMonicd swan. 
And the glisteuing water-rings 
Circle round her morinf^ winfpi : 
When niy upwartl gAze m turning 
Where the stars of lu avt-n are huming 
Through the dwjji and dark abyss, ■— 
Flowers of midnight's wilderness, 
lilowing with the evening's breatJl 
•Sweetly in their Maker's path : 

When tlie biealdn^ day is fludiing 

All the east, and light is gushing 
Uj»ward through the horizon's ha/e. 
Sheaf- like, willt its thousand rays, 
Spreading, until all above 
OVerflows with joy and love, 
And below, on earth's gn'< ii Ikihotti, 
All is changed to light and blo:ij»um : 

When mv waking fancies over 
Forms of hri-^'htiu Hs flit and hOTW* 
Holy as the seraphs are, 
Who h^ Zimi'a iomitains wear 
On their foreheads, white and broad^ 

" HoLINKSS UNTO THE LoRD ! " 

When, inspired with rapture high. 
It woold seem a single sigh 
Could a world of love create, — 
That my life could know no date. 
And my eager thoughts could till 
Heaven ana Earth, o'erflowing still t — 

Then, O Father 1 thou alone, 
From the shadow of thy throne. 
To the sighing of my breast 
And its rapture answerest. 
All my thoughti^ which, npwaid wii^ 
ing, 

Bathe where thy own light is spring> 

ing,—. 

All my yearnings to l>e free 

Are as echoes answering thee 1 

fiddom npon lips of mine. 

Father ! rests that name of thine, — 
Deep within my inmost lireast, 
In the secret place of mind, 
like an awfiil presence duined. 
Doth the dread idea rest ! 
Hushed and holy dwells it there,— 
Prompter of the silent jirayer, 
Lifting up my spirit's eye 
And its faint, but Ciirnest cry, 
From its dark and cold al>ode. 
Unto thee, my Guide and God I 
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THE F£MAL£ KABTTB. 

[HabtG'— — , aged 18, a Sister of CnAurr," 
died in one of our Atlantic citiefl, during the 
preTal«nce of the Indten ttholMa, while ia Tolun- 

•My 



"Bring out your deadl** The mid- 

night street 
Heard and g^ve back the hoaiBe, low 
call ; 

Hanh fell the treed of hasty feet» — 
Glanced through the daik the ooane 

white sheet, — 

Her codin and her paU. 

What— only one V* thebratal hack- 
man said, 

Ab, with an oath, he spamed away the 

How sunk the inmost hearts of all. 

As rolled that dead-cart slowly by. 
With creaking wheel and harsh hoof- 

The dying turned him to the waD, 

To near it and to die ! — 
Onward it rolled ; while oft its driver 
stayed, 

And hoanely clamored, "Hot — bring 
out your dead.'* 

It pansed beside the burial-place ; 
•<Toas in your load I" — and it iras 

done. — 

With quick hand and averted face, 
Hastily to the grave's embrace 

They cast them, one by one, — 
Stranger and Mend, — tne evil and the 

just, 

Together trodden in the churchyard dust ! 

And thou, young mar^ I — thoa wast 

there, — 

No white-robed sisters round thee 
trod, — 

Nor holy hymn, nor fiineral prayer 
Bose through the damp and noisome air, 

Giving thee to thy God ; 
Kor flower, nor cross, nor hallowed taper 

gave 

Grace to the dead, and beauiy to the 

grave 1 

Yet^ gentle sufferer ! there shall be^ 

In ever^' heart of kindly feeling 
A rite as lioly paid to thee 
As if beneath the convent-tree 
Thy aiflterhood were kneeling ' 



At vesper hours, like aorrowing angd% 

keeping 

Their teartnl watch aionnd thy place ct 
sleeping. 

For thou wast one in whom the light 
Of Heaven's own love was kmdled 
well. 

Enduring with a martyr's might, 
Through weary day and wakeful night 

Far more than worda may tell : 
Gentle, and meek, and lowly, and iui> 

known, — 
Thy mercies measured by thy God alone ! 

Where manly hearts were frilinj^ — 

where 

The throngful street grew foul with 
death, 

0 high-sonlsd martyr 1 thou wast 

there. 

Inhaling, from the loathsome air, 

Poison with eveiy breath. 
Yet shrinking not nom offices of dread 
For the wrung d}ing^ and the nnooii* 
scioua dead* 

And, where the sickly taper shed 
Its light through ytipon, damp^ oon- 

fined, 

Hushed as a seraph's fell thy tread, 

A new Electra by the bed 

Of sufTering human -kind ! 
Pointing the spirit, in its dark dismay. 
To tliat pure hope which fadeth not away. 

Innocent teacher of the high 
And holy niysb'ries of Heaven ! 

How turned to thee each glazing eye. 

In mute and awfhl sympathy. 
As thy low prayers were given ; 

And the o'er-hovering iSpoUer wore, the 
while, 

An angel's fbatura^— -a delivem^B 
mule 1 

A blessed task ! — and worthy one 

Who^ turning from the world, as thflQ, 
Before life's pathway had Ix'gun 
To leave its spring- tim(i flower and flUlly 

Had sealed her early vow ; 
Giving to God her beauty andher jFoutli, 
Her pure alTectioDa and her guileleaa 
. truth. 

Earth mqr not daim thee. Nothing hera 
Could be for thee a meet reward ; 
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Thine is ft treason tu mam dear, ~ 

Eye hath not seen it, nor tbe ear 

Of living mortal heanl, — 
The joys prepared, — the promUed bliss 

abore, — 
The holy preseiioe of Eternal Love 1 

Sleep on in peace. The earth has not 

A nobler name than thine shall be. 
Tlic floeds by martiiil manhood wrought 
The lofty energie^i of thought, 

The fire of poesy, — 
These have but frail and ftding hon^ 

ors ; — thine 
Shall Time unto Eternity consign. 

Yea, and when thrones shall GnunUe 

down, 

And human pride and grandeur — 
The herald's line of long renown, — > 
The mitre and the kinf^fy crown, — 

Perishing glories all ! 
The pure devotion of tliv generous heart 
Shell live in Heaven, of which it was a 
part. 



THE FROST SPIRIT. 

Hb comes, — he comes, — the Frost Spirit 
comes ! You may trace his foot- 
steps now 

On the naked woods and the blasted fields 

and the brown hill's withered brow. 
He lias smitten the leaves of the gray 

old trees where their pleasant 

green eame forth, 
And the winds, which follow wherever 

he goes, ha,ve shaken them down 

to earth. 

He comes, — he comes, — the Frost 
Spirit comes ! — from the frozen 
liabrador, — 

Fmii the icy bridge of the Xorthem 
seas, wliich the white bear wan- 
ders o*er, — 

Where the fisherman's sail is stiff with 
, ice, and the hickless forms Ixdow 

hk fSbiB sonleas cold of the lingering night 
into marble statues grow ! 

He comes, — he comes, — the Frost 

Spirit comes ! — on the rushing 

Northern blast, 
And the dark Norwegian pines have 

bowed as his feufol oveath went 

past. 



With an unscorched wing hs has hur- 
ried on, where the iires of Heda 

glow 

On the darkly beautiful sky above and 
the andent ioe helow. 

Uo comes, — he comes, — the Frost 
Spirit comes 1 — and the quiet 
lake shall feel 

The torpid touch of his glazing breathy 
and ring to the skater's heel ; 

And the streamii which danced on the 
broken rocka, or aangto the lean- 
ing grxss. 

Shall Ik)w again to their winter chain, 
and in mournful silence ][iuss. 

Bto comes, — ho comes, — the Frost 
Sjiirit ( omes I — let US meet him 
as we may. 

And turn with the light of the parlor- 
fire his evil rK)wer away ; 

And gat her closer tiie ( ircle round, when 
that firelight dunces high. 

And lauf^h at the shriek of the baffled 
Fiend at his soosduig wing goes 
byi 



THE YAUDOIS TEACHEB.* 

"0 LADT fair, these silks of mine are 

beautiful and rare, — 
The richest web of the Indian loom, 

whic h iM'aut y's queen might wear ; 
And my jK'arls are pure as thy own fair 
neck, with whose radiant light 

they vie ; 

I hare brought them with me a weary 
way, — will my gentle lady buy I 

And the lady smiled on the woni old man 
through the dark and clustering 

curls 

Which veiled her brow as she bent to 
viewhi8silksandglittering|>earls ; 

And she ]ilaced their price in the old 
man's hand, ana lightly turned 
away, 

But she paused at the wanderer's earnest 
caU, — "My gentle lady, stayl" 

** 0 lady fair, I have yet a gem wldch a 

fmrer lustre flings, 
le diamond flash of the jewelled 

crown on the lofty brow of 
kings, — 
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X mmderful pearl of ezoeeding price, 

whose virtue shall not decay, 
Whose light shall be as a spell to thee 
and a blessing ou thy way 1 " 

The lady glanced at the mirroring steel 

where her form of grace was seen, 
Where her eye shone clear, ami her dark 
locks waved their clasping pearls 
between ; 

"Bring forth thy pearl of exceeding 
worth, thou traveller gray and 
old, — 

And name the price of thy precious gem, 
and my pa|$e ahall ooimtthy gdd." 

The eload went off from tlie pilgrim's 
brow, as a small and meagre book, 

Unchased with gold or gem of cost^ from 
his folding robe he took ! 

" Her^ lady fair, is the pearl of price, 
may it prove as sucli to thee ! 

Nay — keep thy gold — 1 ask it not» for 
the word of God is free 1 " 

The hoary traveller went his way, but 

the gift he left behind 
Hath had its ]uire and perfect work on 

that high-boni maiden's mind, 
And she hath turned from the pride of 

sin to the lowliness of truth, 
And given licr human heart to God in 

its beauUlul hour of youth 1 

And she hath left the gray old halls, 

where an evil faith had power, 
The courtly knights of her father's train, 

and the maidens of her bower ; 
And she hath gone to the Vaudois vales 

by lordly feet untrod. 
Where the poor and needy of earth are 

ijbh in the perfect love of God t 

THE CALL OF THE CHRISTL^. 

ISToT always as the whirlwind's nish 

On Horeh's mount of fear, 
'Not always as the burning bush 

To Miaian*8 shepherd seer, 
Koras the awful voice which came 

To Israel's prophet bards, 
iNor as the tongues of cloven liame, 

Nor gift of rairfnl words, — 

Not always thus, with outward sjgn 
Of fire or voice from Heaven^ 



The message of a truth dxrinfl^ 

The call of God is given 1 
Awaking in the human heart 

Love for the true and right, — 
Zeal for the Christian's better part, 

Strength far the Christian's ti^bL 

Nor nnto manhood's heart alone 

The holy influence steals : 
Warm with a rapture not its own^ 

The heart of woman feels ! 
As she who by Samaria's wall 

The Saviour's errand sought, — 
As those who with the fervent Paul 

And meek Aquila wrought : 

Or those meek ones whose mar^ndom 
Rome's gathered grandeur saw : 

Or those who in their Alpine home 
Braved the Cmsader^s imt. 

When the green Vaudois, tremblings 
heard, 

Through all its vales of death, 
The martyfB song of triumph poured 
from woman's failing hieatiL 

And gently, by a thousand things 

Wmch o*er our spirits pass. 
Like. freezes o'er the hup's line striiigi^ 

va{>ors o'er a glass, 
Leaving their token strange and new 

Of music or of shades 
The summons to the lija^t and tme 

And merciful is made. 

0, then, if gleams of truth and Sght 

Flash o'er thy waiting mind. 
Unfolding to thy mental sight 

The wants of human-kind ; 
If, brooding over human grief. 

The earnest wish is known 
To scathe and gladden with relief 
An' anguish not thine own ; 

Though heralded with naught of fear. 

Or outward sign or show ; 
Though only to the inward ear 

It whispers soft and low ; 
Though dropping, as the manna £eUf 

Unseen, yet from above. 
Noiseless as dew-fidl* heed it well, — 

Thy Father^s call of love I 



MY SOUL AND L 

Stand still, my soul, in the silent daik 
X would question thee, 
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^lone in the shadow drear and stark 
With God aiid me 1 

What, iny Bonl, was thy errand Iwnf 

"Was it mirth or t^ase, 
Or heaping up dust from year to year I 

"Say, noneof theMl*' 

Speak, soul, ari^i^ht in His holy tigjtit 

Whose eye looks still 
And Steadily on thee throiu^tiMnudit : 

"TodohiiwiUl" 

What hast thou done, 0 soul of mine, 

That thou tranblett so t — 
East thoa wrou^ his task, and kept 

the line ' 
He bade thee go f 

What, silent all ! — art sid of chser t 

Art fearful now ? 
When God seemed far and men were near, 
Hoir hrare wert thon I 



Aha f thou treinl)lc??t ! — well I 
Thou 'rt craven ffrown. 

Is it 80 hsid with God and mo 
To stand alono f ^ 



Summon thy sunabine Imyeiy hack, 

0 wretched sprite I 

Let me hear thy yoke thiDiic^ this deep 

and blaclc 
Abyamal night. 

What hast thoa wioai^t for B||^ and 

Tnith, 
For God and Man, 
From the golden hours oi bright-eyed 

youth 
To life's mid span t 

Ah, soul of mine, thy tones I hear, 

But weak and low, 
like far sad murmurs on mj ear 

They come and go. 

**1 have wiestled stoutly idik the 

Wrong. 
And borne the Richt 
From beneath the footlall of the throng 
Tolifeandlii^t 

" Wherever Freedom shivered a chain, 

God speed, quoth I ; 
To Error amidst tier shootiqg tnin 

1 gaye the lie." 



Ah, soul of mino ! a]i, houI of mine I 

Thy deeds am well : 
Were they wrought fcnr Troth's sako or 
for thine ? 

My 80ttl» pray telL 

** Of all the woik my hand hath WRNijilit 

Beneath the sky, 
Save a pla(M> in kiinlly human thon|^t^ 
Ko gain have 1.' 

Go to, go to ! — for thy ycry aelf 

Thy deeds were done : 
Thou for fame, the miser for pel^ i 

Your end is one t 

And where art thou going, soul of mine I 

Canst see the end ? 
And whither this troaUed Ufa of thino 

Efeimore doth tendt 

What daunts thee now I — what shakes 
thee so f 
My sad soul say. 

** I see a cloud like a curtain loW 
Hang o'er my way. 

" Whither I go I cannot tell i 

That cloud liaiif^'s black, 
High as the heaven and deep as bell 
' Across my track. 

" I see its shadow coldly enwiiq^ 

The souls before. 
Sadly they enter it, step by step. 

To return no more* 

** They shrink, they shudder, dear God! 
they kneel 

To thee in prayer. 
They shut their eyes on the cloud, but 

That it stiU is then. 

"In vain they turn from the dread Before 

To the Known and Gone ; 
For while gazing behind them av e n no ra 

Their leet ^ide on. 

"Yet» ai times, I sea i^on sweet psla 

faces 
A light begin 
To tremue^ as If from holy placea 
And ahrines within. 

" And at times methinks their cold lips 
move 

With hymn and pmyor. 
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As if somewhat of awe, but more of love 
And hope were there. 

'* I call on the aoak who have left the 

light 

To reveal their lot ; 
I bend mine ear to that waiQ of nlg^t^ 
And they answer not 

'* But I hear around me a^iB of pain 

And the cry of fear. 
And a sound like the alow aibd droppiqg 

of rain, 
Each drop a tear t 

"Ah, the cloud is dark, and day by day 

1 ain moving thither ; 
I must pass beneath it on my way — 

God pity me t — Whitbbr t" 

Ah, soul of miue ! so brave and wise 

In tlie lile-storm loud. 
Fronting so calmly all hnmaa eyes 

In the sunlit crowd 1 - 

Kow standing apart mth God and me 

Thoa art weakness all, 
Gaang mainly after tlio things to be 

^Quough Death's dread waU. 

Bat never for this^ never far tiiis 

Was thy being lent ; 
For the enivcn's fear is but Bfilfishnewi!^ 
Like his meiTimeut. • 

FoUy and Fear are sisters twain : 

One closing her eyes, 
The other peopling the dark inane 
^th spectralliea. 

Know well, my soul, Ood's hand controk 

Whate'er thou fearest ; 
Bound him in calmest music nils 

Wlute'er thoa beaiesL 

What to thee is shadow, to him is day. 

And tiie end he knoweth. 
And not on a blind and aimless way 

The spirit goeth. 

Man sees no ItotaTe, — a phsntom dunr 

Is alone before him : 
Past Time is dead, and the grasses gWW, 

And flowers bloom o'er him* 

Kothing Lefore, nothing behmd ; 
The atepa.oC Faith 



Fall on the seeming void, and find 
The rock beneath. 

The Present, the Present is allthon hast 

For thy sure posst siiing ; 
Like the patriarch s angel hold it fast 

Till it gives Its blMng; 

Why fear the night I why shrink from 
Death, 
That phantom wan t 
There is nothing in heaven or earth be* 
neath • 
. Save God and man. 



Peopling the sliadows we tnmfrom 
And from one another ; 

All is spectral and vague and dim 
Save God and onr brother I 

Like warp and woof all destinies 

Are woven fast, 
linked in sympathy like Hie keys 

Of an organ vast. 



Pluck one thread, and the web ye mar ; 

Break bat <me 
Of a thousand keys, and the psinXQg jsT 

Through all will run. 

O restless soirit t wherefore stndn 

Beyona thy sphere ? 
Heaven and hell, witli their joy and paio^ 

Are now and here. 

Back to thyself is measured wdl 

All thou liast given ; 
Thy neighbor's wrong is thy present hell^ 

His blias, thy heaven. 

And in life, in death, in dark and ligh^ 

All are in God's care : 
Sound the blade abyss, plane the deep 
of night, 

And he is there J 

AH wUdi is real now muainethf 

And fadeth never : 
Thehand which uplioldsit nowsustaineth 
The soul forever. 

Leaning on him, make wiCh xevoeat 

meekness 
^18 own thy will. 
And with strength from Him ahsU thy 
utter weakness 
Life's task fulfils 



Digitized by Google 



TO A fiOEND. 



do 



And that doad itsd^ whfch now beforo 

thee 

Lies (lark in view, 
Shall with Ikuuiis of light from the inner 
glory 
Be stricken throng 

And like meadow mist through autumn's 
dawn 

Uprolling thin, 
Its tliickt'st folds when about thee dmim 

Let sunlight in. 

Then of what is to be, and of whatisdoiie^ 

Why (jucriest thou ? — 
The i):i.st anil the time to be are on^ 
And both ai-e NOW 1 



TO A PEIliND, 
ON HBB sBTinur nttnt evbopi. 

II( Av sinili'd the land of Franco 
Under thy blue eye's glance, 

Li^lit-hearted rover ! 
Old walls of chateaux ^^y. 
Towers of an early day, 
"Which the Three Colors play 

Flaimtingly over. 

Now midst the brilliant train 
Thronging the banks of Seine : 

Now midst the splendor 
Of the wild Alpine range, 
"Waking with diauge on change 
Thouglits in thy young heart strange. 
Lovely, and tender. 

Vales, soft Elysian, 
Like those in the vision 

Of Hirza, when, draunbg^ 
He saw the lour,' hollow dell, 
Touched by the })rophet'8 spelly 
Into an ocean swell 

With its ides teendng. 

Cliffs wrapped in snows of yeai% 
Splintering with icy spears 

Antamn's bine heaven : 
Loose rock and frozen slide, 
Hung on the mou-ntain-side, 
Waiting their hour to glide 

Imnward, stonn-diiveii I 

Hhine-stroam, by castle old. 
Baron's and robber's hold. 



PesceftiHy flowiog; 
Sweeping through vineyifdi 
Or wluTf the clilfs are wen 
O'er the broad wave between 
Grim shadows throwing. 



Or, when' St. Peter's dome 
dwells o'er eternal Kuiue, 

Vast, dim, and aolemn, — 
Hymns ever ehanting low, — 

CenstTs swuii;,' t(» ana fn*, — 
Sable MtuU's .sweeping slow 
Cornice and column I 

O, as from oa<'h and all 
Will there not vctiees vnW 

Evermore back again f 
In the mind's gallery 
W'ilt thou not always see 
Lim phantoms iH'ckun thee 

O'er that old track again ? 

New forms thy presence haunt* 
l^ew voices softly chant, — 

New faces gret^t thee 1 — 
Pilgrims from many a shiino 
Hallowed by {xx^t's line, 
At memory's magic sign, 

liising to meet thee. 

And when such visions oome 
Unto thy olden horn*', 

Will they not waken 
Deep thoofl^ts of Him whose hand 

Led thee aer sea and land 
Sack to the household band 
Whence thou wast taken I 

While, at the sunset lime. 
Swells the cathedral's chime, 

Yet, in thy dreaming. 
While to tliy spirit's eye 
Yet the vast mountains lie 
Filed in the Switzer's sky. 

Icy and gleaming : 

Prompter of silent prayCT, 
fie the mid picture there 

In the mind's chaml)er, 
And, throngh each coming day 
Him who, as staff and stay, 
Watched o'er thy wandeiuig way. 

Freshly remember. 

So, when the call shall be 
Soon or late unto the^ 
As to all given. 
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Still may that pictnre Un, 

All its fair fomu surviT^ 

And to thy spirit give 
Gladness in Heaven 1 



THE ANG£L OF PATIENCE. 

A nun PABAPHKAn OV THX OXBlUir. 

To weary hearts, to mourning homes, 
Ood*B meekest Angel gently comet : 
Ko power has he to bauish pain. 
Or ^^ve us back our lost again ; 
And yet in teuderest love, our dear 
And Heavenly Father sends him here. 

There 's quiet in that Angel's glance, 
There 's rest in his still countenance ! 
He mocks no grief with Idle cheer, 
Nor wounds with words themonmer'sear ; 
But ills and wo<>s he may not cure 
He kindly trains us to endure. 

Angelof Patience t senttooahn 

Our feverish brows with cooling palm ; 
To lay the storms of hope and fear, 
And reconcile life's smile and tear ; 
The throbs <rf woonded pride to still, 
And make oar own our Father's will I 



0 thou who moumest on thy way, 
With longings for the close of day ; 
He walks with thee, that Angel kind, 
And gently whispers, ** Be resigned : 
Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell 
The dear Lord ordentii all things well i 

FOLLEN. 

ON SEAOUiO HIS ESSAY ON THE JV- 



TUKE STATE 



Fbixnd of my soul ! — as with moist eye 
I look up from this page of thine^ 

Is it a dieun that thou art nigh. 
Thy mild ftoe gaang into mine f 

That presence seems before me now, 
A ptacid heaven of sweet mooniise, 

"When, dew-Kke, on the earth below 
Desoends the quiet of the 



The calm brow through the parted hair. 

The gentle lips which knew no guile, 
Softening the blue eye's thoughtful care 
With the bland beauty of weir smile. 



Ah me 1 — at times that- last dread scene 
Of Frost and Fire and moaning Sea, 

Will cast its shade of doubt between 
The failing eyes of Faith and thee. 

Yet, lingering o'er thy charmed page^ 
W here through the twilightaiTOf eorifll, 

Alike enthusiast and sage, 

Prophet and bard, thou gazest forth ; 

Lifting the Future's solemn veil ; 

The reachin<; of a mortal hand 
To put aside the cold aud pale 

Cloud-curtains of the Unseen Land ; 

In thouglits which answer to my own. 
In wortls which reach mv inward ear. 

Like whispers from the void Unlmown, 
I leel thy living presence here. 

The waves which luU thy body's rest. 
The dust thy pilgrim footsteps trod, 

Un wasted, through each change attest 
The fixed economy of God. 

Shall tiiese poor elements outliTB 
The mind whose kingly will Utey 

wrought ? 
Their gross unconsciousness survive 
Thy godlike eneigy of thought f 

Thou livest, Follen ! — not in vain 
Hath thy fine spirit meeklv borne 

The burthen of Life's cross of pain. 
And the thocned erown of suffering 
worn. 

0, while Life's solemn mystery glocma 
Around us like a dungeon's wall, — 

Silent earth's pale and crowded tombs. 
Silent the neaTen which henda o er 

ani^ 

While day by day our loved ones glide 

In spectral silence, hushed and lone^ 
To the cold shadows which divide 
The living from the dread Unknown ; 

While even on the closing eye, 

And on the lip which moves in vain^ 
The seals of that stem mystery 
Their undisooyered trust retain ; — 

And only midst the gloom of death, 
Its moumfbl donots and haunting 

fears. 

Two pale, sweet angels, Hope and Faith, 
Smile dimly on us tlirough their tears ; 
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"fr is something to a heart like mine 
To tliink of thee as livinfj yet ; 

To feel that such a light a.s thine 
Could not ia utter darkne— aet 

Less dnyiry seonis the nntriod way 

Since thou hast left thy t wjtj niii ts there, 

And beams of mouraful beauty play 
Bound tJie ssd Angel's sable nair. 

Oh I — at this hour when half the sky 
Is glorious with its evening light, 

And fair broad fields of snmmer lie 
Hung o'er witk greenness In my sight ; 

While through these elm- bought wet with 
rain 

The smiset's golden walls are seen, 
With clovcr-blooin ami yllow {rnun 
And wood-drajjod hill and stream be- 
tween f 

I long to know if scenes like this 
Are hiddeu from an angel's eyes ; 

If earth's finniliBr loveliness 
Haunts not thy heaven's serener skies. 

For sweetly here upon thee grew 
The lesson which that beanty gave, 

The ideal of the Pure and True 
In earth and sky and gliding wave. 

And it may be that all which lends 

The soul an upward iin)>ul80 here. 

With a diviner Ix-auty blends. 
And greets us in a holier sphere. 

Through groves when' lilii^litingneverfcll 
The humbler iiowers of earth may 
twine ; 

And simple draughts from childhood's 

well 

Blend with the angel- tasted wine. 

But be tlie prying vision veiled, 

And let tiu' s«"('kiii«^ lips be dumb, — 

Where even sijraph eyes have failed 
Shall mortal blindness seek to oome ? 

We only know that thou hast gone, 
And that the same retaruless tide 

Which bore thee from us still glides on, 
And we who mourn thee witih it glide. 

On all thou lookest we shall look. 

And to our gaze erelong shall tarn 

That page of God's niystenous TwKik 
We so much wish, yet di'cad tu learu. 



j With Him, before whose awful power 
Thy s])irit bent its trembling knee 
Who, in the silent greeting llower, 
And forest ka^ looked ontoa — 

We leave thee, with a tnist sorene, 
Which Time, nor Change, nor Death 
can nove^ 

While with thy childlike (kith we lean 
On Him whose deaiest name is Love I 



TO THB REFORM KB8 OF ENG- 
LAND. 

God bless ye, Inothers t — in the fight 
Ye 're waging now, ye cannot fitt( 

For IjfttUT is your stMise of right 
Than king-craft's triple maiL 

Than tyrant's law, or bint's ban. 

More mighty is your siinjib'st w<Nrd; 
The free heart of an honest man 
Thau crosier or the sword. 

G<\ — let your Moated Church rehoiiw 
The lesson it has leanied so well ; 

It moves not with its prayer or curse 
The gates of heaven or nelL 

Let the State senffold risn again, — 
Did Freedom die when Kussell died ? 

Foraet ye how the blood of Yane 
^om earldi's green bosom oried f 

The gn^at hearts of your olden time 
Are beating with you, full and strong 

All holy luemoriea and sublime 
And glorious round ye throng. 

The bluff, bold men of Runnymede 
Are witli ye still in times like these ; 

The .shades of Kn.f^laud's mighty dead. 
Your cloud of witnesses 1 

The troths ye UT}i(e are borae abroad 

By every wind and ever\- tifle ; 
The voire of Nature and of God 
i>peaks out U|>ou your side. 

The weapoDB which your hands have 

found 

Are those which Heaven itself has 
wrought, 

lAf^t, Tnit h, and Love ; — your bsttls" 

ground 

The tree, broad held of Thought. 
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Ko rmrtial, selfish purpose breaTca 
The simple beauty of your plan, 
Kor lie from throne or altar anaket 
' Tour ateady ikith in man. 

The languid nulse of England starts 
And Dotmoa beneath your words cf 

jK)wer, 

The beutinj,' of her million hearta 
Is with you ut thi^s hour 1 

0 ye who, with undoultting eyes, 
Through prmnt cloud and gathering 
atonn, 

Beliold the span of Freedom'a akiet. 
And Biuahiue soft and warm, — 

Press bravdy onward ! — not in vain 

Your {^eiuTous tnist in htniian-kind ; 
The good wliich MooiIsIumI < f >uld not gain 
Your peaceful zeal shall liud. 

Press on ! — the triumph shall be won 
Of coiiimou ri^rhts nnd e<|ual laws, 

The glorious drt iim of Haniiigton, 
And Sidney's good old cause. 

Blessing the cotter and the crown. 
Sweetening worn Labor's bitter cup ; 

And, ^ducking not the hi^eat down, 
liftuig the loweat up. 

Ptmb on ! — and we who may not ahare 

The toll or glory of your fight 
May ask, at least, in earnest prayer, 
God's ble^ising on the right 1 



THE QUAK£R OF THE OLDEN 
TIME. 

The Quaker of the olden time I — 

How calm and firm and true. 
Unspotted by its wrong and crime. 

He walked the dark earth through. 
Th** Inst of power, the love of gain. 

The thousand lures of sin 
Around him, had no ^)0wer to stain 

The purity within. 

With that deep insight which detects 

All great things in the small. 
And knows how each man's life affects 

The spiritual life of all, 
He walked hv faitli and not by eight, 

By love and not by law ; 
The presence of the wrong or right 

He lather Ml than aaw. 



He felt that wrong with wrong partake% 

That nothing stauds alone. 
That whoso gives the motive, makea 

His brother's sin his own. 
And, pausing not for doubtful dioioa 

Of evils gi-eat or small. 
He liatened to that inward voice 

Which called away fntm alL 

0 Spirit of that early day. 

So pure and strong m. ime. 
Be with us in the narrow way 

Our faithfiil fathers knew. 
Give strength the evil to forsak^ 

The cross of Truth to bear. 
And love and reverent fear to make 

Our daily Uvea a piayer 1 



THE BEFOBICEB. 

All glim aud soiled and brown with 

tan, 

I saw a Strong One, in his wraths 
Smiting the godless shrines muk 
Along his path. 

The Church, heneathher trnnblingdonM^ 

Essayed in vain her ghostly charm : 
Wealth shook within his gilded boina 
With strange alarm. 

Fraud from his secret chambers fled 

Before the sunlight bursting in : 
Sloth drew iter pillow o'er her head 
To drown the din. 

"Spare," Art implored, " yon holy pile ; 
That grand, old, time-worn turret 
spare'* ; 

Meek Beverencc, kneeling in the aisle^ 
Ciiedottt, "forbear 1" 

Gray-bearded Use, who, deaf and blind. 

Groped for his old accustomed stone. 
Leaned on his staff, ami wept to find 
His seat o'erthrown. 

Young Romance raised his dreamy eyei^ 
O'erhung with paly locks of gold, — 
Why smite," he asked in sad sornriflS^ 
"The fair, the old?" 

Yet louder rang the Strong One's strok^ 

Yet nearer Hashed his axe's gleam ; 
Shuddcriug and sick of heart 1 wok^ 
Aa from a dream. 
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I loolnsd : taide the dtut-clond rolled^ — 

The Waster seemed the Builder too ; 
Up springing from the rumed Old 
1 saw the New. 

'T was bnt the ruin of fhe Iwd, — 

The wasting of the wronj^ and ill ; 
Whate'er of good the old time had 
Was living still. 

Calm gi'cw the brows of him I feared ; 

The frown whidi aufd paHsc'daway, 
And left behind a smile which cheered 
like Ineaking day. 

The grain grew green on battlo-plains, 
O'er swarded war-mounds grazed the 
oow ; 

The slave stood forging from his chaiBS 
The spade and plough. 

Where frowned the tart, pavilions f^y 

And cottage windowi^ flower-entwioM, 
Looked out upon the neaceftll bfty 
And hills benind. 

Through yine-wreathed cups with wine 

once T''(\, 

The lights on brimmins crystal fi ll, 
Ihrawn, sparkling, from the rivulet head 
And mossy well. 

Througli prison walls, like Heaven-sent 
hope, 

Freeh hreeses blew, and snnheams 

straypd, 

And with the idle gallows-ropn 

The young child played. 

Where the doomed victim in his cell 
Had counted o'er the weary hours^ 
Glad school-girls, answering to the bell, 
Oaine crowned witn flowers. 

Grown wiser for the lesson given, 

I fear no longer, for I know 
That, where the share is deepest driven. 
The best froits grow. 

The outworn rite, the old abuse, 

The pious fraud tnmapoient grown, 
The good held captive in the use 
Of wrong alone, — 

These wait their doom, from that great law 
Which makes the past time serve to- 
day; 



And fresher life Hw world ahaU draw 
From their decay. 

O, backward-looking son of time I 
The new ia old, the old is new. 
The cycle of a chaiige sublime 
Still sweeping througlL 

So wisely taught the Indian seer i 

Destronnc Seva, forming Brahn^ 
Who w i'kf by turns EarUi's low tad 

fear, 

Are one, the same. 

Idlv as thou, in that old day 

'f hoii iiioumest, diil thy sire repine ; 
So, iu iiis time, thy child grown gray 
ShaU siirh for thine. 



But life shall on and upward go ; 

Th' eternal steii of i'n^ress beats 
To that great sntiiem, caun and slow. 
Which God lepeale. 

Take heart ! — the Waster buildsagain, — > 

A charmed life old Ctoodneas hath j 
The tares may perish, — but the gnuL 
Is not for deau. 

God works in all things ; all obey 

His first propulsion from the night : 
Wake thou and watch 1 — the wmld is 

With morning light 1 



THE PRISONER FOR DEBT. 

Look on him I — throogh his dungeon 

grate 

Feebly and oold, the morning light 
Comes 8tcaliug round him, dim and 
late, 

As if it loathed the sight. 
Reclining on strawy bed, 
His hand upholds his drooping head, — 
His bloodless cheek is seamed and haid» 

Unshorn his gray, neglected beard ; 
And o'er his bony fingers flow 
His long, dishevelled locks of snow. 

No grateful fire before him glows, 
And yet the winter's breath is chill ; 

And o'er his half-clad pen>ou goes 
The frequent agae thrill ! 

Silent, save evi-r and snon, 

A sound, half murmur and half groan. 
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Foiew amrt tlie punfti] grip 

Of the old sutlerer's l>earaed lip ; 

O f«nl and cnisliiii;:^ is tin- fate 
Of old age chuiued uud deM)late 1 

Just God ! why lies that old man there ? 

A inurdonT sliiu t s liis nrison beil, 
Whose eyeballs, thruugh iiis horrid hair. 

Gleam on him, fierce mod red ; 
And tbe nn\o oath and heartless jeer 
Fall over on his loatliing par, 
And, or in wakefulness or sleep. 
Nerve, flesh, and palms thrill and creep 
"Wliene'er that runian's tossing limb, 
CrimaoB with mmder, touches him 1 

What has the gray-haired prisoner done ? 
Has mnider stained hu hands with 

Not so ; his crime 's a fouler one ; 

GoT> MADE THE OLD MAN POOR ! 

For this he shares a felon's cell, — 
The fittest earthly type of hell ! 
For this, the boon for which he poured 
His youny blood on the invader's sword. 
And ooonted light the fesiftQ cost, ^ 
His blood-gsined Uherly is lost 1 

And so, for such a place of rest, 
Old prisoner, dropped thy blood as 

rain 

On ConeortVs field, and Bunker's crest, 

And Saratoga's plain ? 
Look forth, thon roan of manj scars* 
Through thy dim dungeon's iron bais ; 
It must be joy, in sootn, to see 
Yon monument iijireared to thee, — 
riled granite and a prison cell, — 
'Phe Umd repa]^ thy service well 1 

Go, riiif^ tlie l)ells and fire the guns. 
And lling the stairy banner out ; 
Shont "Freedom!" till your lisping 
ones 

Give back tlieir eradle-shout ; 
Let boastful eloquence declaim 
Of honor, liberty, and fame ; 
Still let the poet's strain be heard. 
With glory mr eacli second word, 
And everything with breath a^^ee 
To pndse "oar gloiions liberty ! " 

But when the patron cannon jars 

That prison's cold and gloomy wall. 
And throngh its grates tne stripes and 

stars 

Bise on ths wind, and fall, — 



Think ye that prisoner's sged ear 

Rejoices in the general cheer ? 
Think ye his dim and failing eye 
Is kindiled at your j[>ageantry I 
Sorrowing of soul, ana diained of limb^ 
What is your caniival to him I 

Down with the law that binds him 
thns! 

Unworthy freemen, let it find 
No refuge from the withering ciuse 

Of God and human kind 1 
Open the prison's living tamls 
And usher from its Iwooding gloom 
The victims of your siivage rode 
To the frce sun and air of God ; ' . 
No longer dare as crime to brand 
The chssteoiog of the Almigfa^s band. 



LINES, 

WTJTTKN ON RF.ADIXO PAMPITLKTS 
Pl IiLlSHKD RV CLEIUJVMKN- ACAIN'ST 
THE AUOLITION OF THE GAJLLoWS. 

I. 

snns of ei^iteen centnnes have 

shone 

Since the Redeemer walked with man, 
and made 

The fiaher^s boat, ths cavem'a Hoor of 

stone, 

And mountain moss, a pillow fur his 
head ; 

And He, who wandered with the peas* 

ant Jew, 

And broke with publicans the bread 
of shame, 

And drank, with blessings in his Fa> 

ther's name, 
The water which Samaria's outcast drew. 
Hath now his temples upon every shoi-e. 
Altar and dirine and priest, — and in- 
cense dim 
£Termorc rising with low prayer and 
hymn. 

From lips which press the temple's mar- 
ble floor. 

Or kiss the gihied sign of the dread 
Cross Ue bore. 

n. 

Tet as of old, when, meekly ''doing 
good," 

He £m1 a blind and selfish mnltitnd<^ 
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And eren the poor companions of his lot 
With their dim earthly vision knew him 
not. 

How ill are Mi hi||^ twfcchingii imdtr- 

stood ! 

Where He hath spoken Liberty, the 
priest 

At his own altar bindi tha chain 

anew ; 

• Where He hath bidden to Life's equal 
feast, 

The starving many wait ujwn the few ; 
Where He hatli spoken Peace, bis name 

hath been 

The loudest war-cry of contending men ; 
Priests, pale with vigils, in lus name 

ha VP 1)1os.s(mI 
The unsheathed swonl, and laid the 
spear invest, 
^ Wet the war-banner with their sacred 

wine, 

And crossed its blazon with the holy 
Yea. ini^' name who bade the erring 

live, 

And daily taught his lesson, — to for- 
give ! — 

Twisted the cord and edged the mnr* 

tlorous st^ol ; 
And, with his words of mercy on their 
lips, 

Hnng gloating o'er the p1noer*s burning 

grips. 

And the grim horror of the straining 
wheel ; 

Fed the slow flame which gnawed the 

viotiin's limb. 
Who saw before his searing eyeballs 

swim 

The image of (heir Christ in cmel 

zeal, 

Througli tho black torment-smoke, held 
mockingly to liim ! 

ni.- 

The blood which mingled with the des- 
ert sand. 

And beaded with its red and ghastly 
dew 

The vines and olivosof the Holy Land, — 
'The shrieking curses of the hunted 
Jew, — 

The whitp -sown bones of hereticsy 

whero'er 

They sank beneath the Cruiiode's holy 



Qoa's dark dungeons, — Malta's 
washed cell. 
Where with tlie hymns the i^iostly 

fatluTs sung 
JMiDgK-<l the groans by subtle torture 
wrung, 

HeaTen's anthem blending with the 

shriek of h»-ll ! 
The midtiight of iiartholomew, — the 

stake 

Of Smithfield, and that thfioe-ao> 

(jlir.Hc(l llaiiu- 

Which ( ulvin kindled by Geneva's 
lake, — 

New Englsnd's scaffold, and the priestly 

sneer 

Which irux-kiHl its victims in that boor 

of fear, 

When (piUt itself a human tear mij^t 

claim, — 

Bear witii>>ss, O thou wronged and mer- 

ciiul One 1 
Thai £arth*a most hatefiil crimes have 

in thy name been done I 

nr. 

Thank Ood t that I have lived to see 

the time 

When tho great troth b^(ins at last to 

iiud 

An utterance from the deep heart of 

niankiiiil, 

Earnest ami clear, that ALL ftSYSMOX U 
Crime ! 

That man is hoUer than a creed, — that 

all 

Bestraint upon him must consult his 

good, 

Hope's snndiine linger on his prison 

wall, 

And Tx)ve look in upon his soli* 

tude. 

The beautiful lesson which our Saviour 

taught 

Through long, dark centuries its way 

hath wrought 
Into the common mind and x^pular 
thought ; 

And words, to which by Galilee's lake 

shore 

The humble fishers listened with hushed 
oar, 

Have found an echo in the general 

heart, 

And of the public faith become a living 
part 



I 
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Who shall amrt tiiis tendency Bring 

Imck 

The cells of Venice and the bigot's rack ? 
Harden the softening human heart again 
To cold indifferenoe to a brother's pain ? 
Ye most imhapjij men t — who^ turned 
away 

From the mild sunshine of the Gosi>el 

day, 

Qio]w in the sluidows of Han's twi- 
light time, 
What mean ye, that with ghouMike 

zest ye brood, 
0*er those foul altars streaming with 
warm blood, 
Permitted iu auother age and clime ? 
Why cite that law with which the bigot 
Jew 

Bebuked the Pagan's mercy, when he 
knew 

No otU in the Just One? — Wherefore 

til 111 

To the dark cruel past! — Can ye not 

learn 

From the pun Teacher^s life, howmfldly 

free 

Js the great Gospel of Humanity ? 
The Flamen's knife is bloodless, and no 
more 

Mexitirs altars soak with human gore, 
No more tlir ^'luustly sacrifices smoke 
Through the green arches of the Druid's 

oak ; 

And ye of milder fisith, with your high 

claiui 

Of propiict-utterance in the Holiest 
name, 

Will 3re become the Dmids of our time ! 

Set up your scafToM-altars in our land, 
Andy oonseerators of Xaw*s darkest 
crime, 

Uige to its loathsome woxk the hang- 
man's hand ' 
Beware, — lest human nature, roused at 

last. 

From its peeled shoulder your encum- 
brance oast. 
And, sick to loathing of your cry for 
blood. 

Rank ye with thoee who led their Tic- 

tinis round 
The Celt's red altar and the Indian's 

mound. 

Abhorred ^ Sarth and Heaven,— a 
pagan brotherhood 1 



THE HUMAN SACRIFICE. 
I. 

Far from his close and noisome cell, 
j By gi-assy lane and sunny stream. 
Blown clover field and strawberry dell. 
And green and meadow freshness, CbU 

The footsteps of his dream. 
Again from careless feet the dew 

Of summer's misty mom he shook ; 
Again with merry heart he threw 

His light lino in the rippling brook. 
Back crowded all his school-day joys, — • 

Hu urged the ball and quoit again. 
And hesra the shout of laughing boys 

Come ringing down the walnut j^eii. 
Again he felt the M-estem breeze, 

With scent of ilowers and crisping 
hay; 

And down agsin throng^ wind-stimd • 

trees 

He saw the quivering sunlight play. 
An angel in home's vine-hung door. 
He saw his sister smile once more ; 
Once more the truant's brown-locked 
head 

Upon his mother^s knees waa kid. 

And sweetly lulled to slumber ther^ 
With evening's holy bymn and pmyer ! 

n. 

He woke. At once on heart and hiaxn 

Tlie present Terror rushed again, — 
Clanked on his limbs the felon's chain 1 
He woke, to hear the church-tower tell 
Time's footfall on the conscious bell, 
And, sliudilering, feel that clangiu^^' din 
His life's LAST Houii had ushered in ; 
To see within his prison-yard. 
Through the small window, iron bsne^ 
The gallows shadow rising dim 
HetAveen the sunrise heavi ii and him, ~* 
A horror in God's blessed air, — 

A blackness in his morning light, — 
Like some foul devil-altar there 

Built up by demon hands at night. 

And, maddened by that evil sight. 
Dark, horrible, connised, and strange, . 
A chaos of wild, weltering change. 
All power of check and guidance gone, 
Dizzy and blind, his mind swept on. 
In vain he strove to breathe a prayer. 

In vain he turned the Holy Book, 
He only heard the galloAvs-stair 

Creak as the wind its timbers shook. 
No dream Ibr him of sin Ibigiven, 

While still that baleful s^ctre stood. 
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"With its hoarse munnur, ** Blood for 
Bloodr 

Between him and the pityiqg Hesven I 

III. 

how on his dungeon floor he knelty 
And emote hie bieaet, and on liis 

chain. 

Whose iron « !asp h« always felt^ • 

liis hot tears I'elL like rain ; 
And near him, with the cold, calm look 
And tone d one whose formal part, 
Un warmed, nnsoftfned of tlif* heart, 
Is measured out by rule and book. 
With placid lip and tranquil blood. 
The haugmatrs ghostly ally sUxkI, 
Blessiiii; with solemn text and word 
The g-.iUows-drop and strangling cord ; 
Lending the eaeied Qoapel'a awe 
And eanction to the crime of Law. 

TV. 

He saw the victim's tortunMl ])row, — 
Thesweatof anguish starting there, — 

The record of a nameless woe 

In the dim eye's iiiiploriiif^ st:in», 
Seen hideous through the long, damp 
hair, — 

Fingers of ghastly skin and hone 
Worlcin^^ and writliint^ oji the stone ! — 
An ! heard, by iimrt.il t.'rror wrung 
i'roni heaving bTOiat and htiHeued tongue. 
The choking soband low hoane prayer ; 
As o'er his half-enized faney came 
A vision of the eternal Hanie, — • 
Its smoking cloud of ugonies, — 
Its demon-worm that never diee^ — 
The everlasting rise and fall 
Of fire- waves round the infernal wall ; 
While high above that dark red flood. 
Black, giant-like, the mllows etood ; 
Two busy fiends attending there : 
One with cold mocking rite and prayer. 
The other with impatient gra.sp^ 
Ti^tening the death-fiope*a ttnuigling 
clas^. 

V. 

The unfelt rite at leni^th was done, — 
The prayer unheard at length was 
eaid, — 

An hour had passed : — the noonday sun 

Smole on tne features of the dead ! 
And he who stood the doomed beside, 
Calm ganger of the swelling tide 
Of mortal agony and fear. 
Beading with carious eye and ear 



Whate'er revealed tlie keen exceaa 
Of man'e extoemeat wretdhedneaa t 

And who in that dark angiush saw 

An earnest of the vietini's fate. 
The ven^ful terrors of God s law, 

The kindlings of Etenial hate, — 
The first dro[>s of that fiery rain 
Which beats the dark ret! realm of patl^ 
Did he upUf I his earnest cries 

Aji^nat the crime of Law, whidi gvn 

His brother to that fearful grave. 
Whereon Hope's nioonliirlit rn'Vt«r 

And l<'ailh'b white Idossoms never wave 
To the aoft breath of Memor} 's siglis ; — 
Which mat a spirit marred and stained^ 
By fiends of sin po5w<'a»ed, profaned. 
In madness and in blindness stark. 
Into the silent, unknown dark t 
No, — from the wild and shrinking dread 
With which he s;iw the victim led 

Beneath the dark veil wiiich divides 
Ever the living from the dead, 

And Nature s solemn B*'cn>t hides. 
The man of prayer ran only tlniw 
New reasons for his blootiy law ; 
New faith in staying Murder's hand 
By mnrder at that Law's command ; 
New reverence for the gallows-rope^ 
As human nature's latest ho\¥i ; 
Uxst relic of the good old time. 
When Power fonnd license for its crinm^ 
And h. Id a writhing world in check 
Jiy that fell cord about its neck; 
Stilled Sedition's rising shout, 
Choked the young breath of Fieedom ont» 
And timely chMked the words whi^ 
sprung 

From Heresy's forbidden tongue ; 
While in its nooee <^ terror bound. 
The Church its cherished union fOQU^ 
Conforming, on the Moslem jdan. 
The motley -colored mind of man. 
Not by the Koran and the Swoid, 
Bat by the BiUe and the Cord I 

VI. 

0 Thou t at whose rebuke the grave 
Back to warm life its sleeper gave, 
B«^neath whose sail and tc;irful glance 
The cold and changed tM>untenanc«j 
Broke the still horror of its trance. 
And, waking, saw with joy aliove^ 
A brother's face of tenderest love ; 
Thou, unto whom the blind and lame^ 
The sorrowing atul the sin-sick came. 
And from thy very garment^s hem 
Drew life and healing unto them^ 
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The burden of tby holy faith 

Was love and life, .not hate and dealili, 

Man's (lemon ministers of pain, 

The tiends of his revenge were sent 

From tliy jmre Gospel's element 
To thflir dark home again. 
Tlrfliame is Love ! What, then, is he. 

Who in that name the gallows rean^ 
An awful altar built to tliee. 

With sacrifice of blood and tean f 
O, once again thy healing lay 

On the blind ryes w hieliknt^w theenot. 
And let the iigiit of thy pure day 

Melt in upon his dancened thought. 
Soften his hard, cold heart, and show 

The ]K)wer which in forUtaitince lies. 
And let him feel that mercy now 

Is better than old aacrifioe I 

TII. 

As on the White Sea's charmed sbore^ 

The Parsee sees his holy hill 
With dunncst smoke-clouds curtained 
o'er. 

Yet knows beneath tbem, etermore, 

The low, jMile fire is quivering still ; 
So, underneath its clouds of sin. 

The heart of man retaineth yet 
Gleams of its holy origin ; 

And half-fpn'Ticlied stjirs thatncverset, 
Dim colors of its faded how. 

And early beauty, linger there. 
And o'er its wasted des<!rt blow 

Faint breathings of its morning air, 
O, never yet upon the scroll 
Of the sin -stained, but priceless soul. 

Hath Heaven inscribed " Despaib 1 " 
Cast not the clouded gem aM ay, 
Quench not the dim hut living ray, — 
' Mv brother man, Beware ! 
With that deep TOBoe which from the 
skies 

Forbade the Patiian li's sacrifice, 
God s angel cries, FuiUiiiiAii 1 



RANDOLPH OF BOANOKB. 

O MoriiER Earth 1 u|xin thy lap 

Tby we«ry ones reeeiying, 
And o'er them, silent as a dreamy 

Thy grassy mantle weaving. 
Fold softly in tby long embrace 

That heart so worh and broken. 
And cool its pulse of fire beneath 

Tliy shadows old and oaken. 



Shnt oat trcm him the bitter word 
And serpent hiss of scorning ; 

Nor ]i't the storms of yesterday 

Disturb his quiet morning. 
Breathe over huu forgetfulness 

Of all save deeds of kindness, 
And, save to smiles of gi-;iteful eyes, 

Press down his lids in blindness. 

There, where with Uving ear and eye 

He heard Potomac's flowing. 
And, through liis tall ancestral tree% 

JSaw autumn's sunset glowing. 
He sleeps, — still looking to iOB "vnt/t. 

Beneath the dark wood shadow. 
As if he still would sec the sun 

Sink down on wave and meadow. 

Bard, Sage, and Tribune ! — in hitnapf f 

All moods of mind eoiitnistiiig, — 
The teuderest wail u{' human woe. 

The scomolike lightning blasting ; 
The pathos which from rival eyes 

Unwilling tears could summon, 
The stingiiig taunt, tlie fiery burst 

Of hatrea scarcely hnman ! 

Mirih, sparkling like a diamond showei^ 

From lips of life-lou^ sadness ; 
Clear picturings of niajestic tliou«jht 

U])ON a ground of madnesB ; 
And over all Pomimce and Song 

A classic b<;auly throwing. 
And laui-clled Clio at his side 

Her storied pages showing. 

All parties feared him : eai li in turn 

Beheld its schemes disjointed. 
As right or left his fatiil glance 

And spectnd finger poinltd. 
Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down 

With trenchant wit unsjmring. 
And, mockingj, rent with mthless hand 

The robe ftetenoe was weariqg. 

Too honest or too j)roud to fe^gn 
A love he never cherished. 

Beyond Virginia's border line 

HIhi jiatriotisni perished. 
AViiile others hailed in distant skies 

Onr eagle's dusky ]iinion, 
He only snw the. mountain bird 

Stoop o'er his Old Dominion f 

StOl throni^ each change of fortune 
strange^ 

Backed nerve^ and brain all bnniing» 
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His loving faith in Mother-land 
Knew never shade of taming ; 

By r.i itain's l.ikes, by Neva's wavf^ 

Whale vrr sky was o'er hiin. 
He heard her hvera' nuihiug sound, 

Her blue peaks rose before him. 

He held his slaves, yet mado wiUttl 

No false and vain pretences. 
Nor paid a lying priat to seek 

For Scriptunil tk-fcnces. 
His harshest words of [tnmd rehiike, 

His bitterest taunt and scorning. 
Fell firo-like on the Northern bioir 

That bent to him in &wninc^ 

He held his slaves ; yet kept the while 

His reverence for the Human ; 
In the dark vassals of his will 

He saw hut Man and Woman ! 
No hunter of ( IcmI's outraged poor 

His Roanoke valley entered ; 
"So tnuler in the souls of men 

Across hi» threshold ventored. 

And when the old and wearied man 

Laj down for his lart sleeping. 
And at his side, a slave no more, 

His brother-man stooil weej)inf:(. 
His latest thought, his latest breath. 

To Freedom's duty giving. 
With failing tongue and trembliaig hand 

The dying blest the living. 

O, never bore his ancient Stale 

A truer son or braver I 
Nono tnimplinf:^ with a calmer soom * 

On foreign hate or favor. 
He knew hst fanlts, yet never stooped 

His prond and manly feeling 
To poor excuses of the wrong 

Or meanness of concealing. 

But none beheld with clearer eye 

The ])lague-.spot o'er her spn Mtliiicr, 
None heai-d more sure the stejM of 
Doom 

Alonc( her future treading. 
For her as for himself he spakn. 

When, his gaunt frame ujibracing, 
He traced with dyinff hand ' * Reu(iR8E 1 " 

And perished m uie tracing. 

As from the grave where Henry sleeps, 
From Vernon's weeping willow, 

And from the grassy pall which hides 
The Sage ol MontioelH 



So from the leaf-strewn burial-stone 
Of Randdph*s lowly dwelling, 

Virginia ! o'er thy laud of slaves 
A wamiiig voice is swelling 1 

And hark ! from thy deserted fields 

Are sadder warnings spoken. 
From quenched hearths^ wheie thy e& 

lied sons 

Their household gods have broken. 
The curse is on thee, —wolves for men^ 

And briers for eorn-shejives ;;iving| 
O, more than all thy «!« atl renown 
Were now one hero living ! 



DEH00RAC7. 

All th\ng» whatsoever j» woold that men 
flhouiii do to vuu, do je efts so to tim.-* 

Maukew rii. 12, 

Bearer of Freedom's holy light. 

Breaker of Slavery's cliain and rod. 
The f(»eof all \\ }ii( h pains tlie si^ht, 
Or wounds the gcuciuus ear uf Gud I 

Beautiful yet thy temples rise, 
Though there profaning gifts aie 
thrown ; 

And flres nnkindled of the skies 
Are glaring round thy altar-atone. 

Still sacred, — though thy name be 
breathed 

By those whose hearts thy troth de- 
ride ; 

And garlands, plucked from thee, are 
wreathed 

Around the haoghty brows of Pride. 

0, ideal of my boyhood's time ! 

The faith in which my father stood. 
Even when the sons of Lust and Crime 

Had stained thy peaceful cdurts with 
blood 1 

Still to those courts my footstr|)s turn. 
For through the mists which darken 
there, 

I see the flame of Freedom burn, — 
The Kebla of the patriot's prayer I 

The generous feeling, ]inre and warm, 
Wliich owns the rights of all divine, — • 

The pi^ng heart, —the helping arm, — « 
The prompt self-sacrifice^ ^ are thine. 
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Beneath thy broad, impartial eye, 
Howftde the lines or caste and birth I 

How equal in their suffering lie 
The groaning muititudes of earth 1 

Still to a stricken brother true, 

Whatever cliroe hath nurtured him ; 

iks stooped to heal the wounded Jew 
The worshipper of Gerizim. 

By misery nnrepelled, nnawed 

"By pomp or jKJwer, tliou sopst a Man 
In prince or peasant, — slave or lord, — 
• Pale priest, or swarthy artisan. 

Through all difiguiaet fonn, plaoe^ or 

name, 

Beneath the flaunting robes of sin, 
through poverty and squalid ahame^ 
Thou lookest on the num within. 

On man, as man, retaining yet, 
Howe'er debased, and soiled, and dim. 

The crown upon his forehead set, — 
The immortal gift of God to him. 

And there Is reverence in thy look ; 

For that frail form which mortals wear 

rhe Spirit of the Holie.st took, 
" And veiled his peri'ect brightness there. 

Kot from the shallow babbling fount 
Of vain philosophy thou art ; 

He who of old on Syria's mount 
Thrilled, warmed, by turns, the lis- 
tenei^s hearty 

In holy words which cannot die, 

In thoughts which angels leaned to 
know. 

Proclaimed thy message from on high, — 
Thy mission to a world of woe. 

That voice's echo hath not died t 
From the blue lake of Galilee, 

And Tabor's lonely mountain-side. 
It calls a struggling world to thee. 

Thy name and watchword o'er thia land 

1 hear in every breeze that stirs, 
And round a tliousand altars stand 
Thy banded party worshippers. 

Not to these altars of a day, 
At party's call, my gift 1 bring ; 

Bat on thy olden shrine I lay 
A fteeman'a deareat offering : 



The voiceless utterance of his will, — 
His pledge to Freedom and to Truth, 

That manhood's heart rememhera still 
The homage of hia geneions youth. 

Election I>Q^,V^ 

TO BONGE. 

Strike home, strong - hearted man I 

Down to the root 
Of old oppression sink the Saxon steel. 
Thy work is to hew down. In God's 

name then 
Pnt nerve into thy task. Let other men 
Plant, as they may, that hotter trae 

whose fi-uit 
The wounded bosom of the Church shall 

heal. 

Be thou the image-hieaker. Let tiiy 

blows 

Fall heavy as the Suabian's iron hand, 
On crown or crosier, which shall inters 

pose 

Between thee and the weal of Fathov 

land. 

Leave creeds to doeet idlers. First of 

all, 

Shake thou all German dream-land with 
the fall 

Of that accursed tree, whose evO trunk 
Was spared of old by Eifuzt's stslwart 

monk. 

Fight not with ghosts and shadows. 

Let us hear ' 
The snap of chain-links. Let our |M- 

dened ear 

Catch the pale prisoner's welcome, as 
the hght 

Follows thy axe-stroke, tiuough his cell 

of Tiif^ht. 

Be faithful to both worlds.; nor think to 

feed 

Earth's starving millions with the husks 

of creed. 

Servant of Uim whose mission high and 
holy 

Was to the wronged, the sorrowing, and 

the lowly, 

Thrust not his £den promise from our 
sphere. 

Distant and dim beyond the blue sky*s 

span ; 

like him of Patmos, see it, now and 
here, — 

The Kew Jerusslem eomes down to 
msn I 
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Be warned by Lntiier's error. Kor like 

iiim. 

When the rooaed Teatoa daahes from his 

liinb 

The rusted chain of help to bind 
Hii hands for whom thou claim'st tho 
fimedom of Uw ffiind I 



Here, from bit foygm m tibft stormy 



I 



CHALELEY HALL* 

How bUnd and sweet the greeting of 
thi4 breeze 
To him who fliee 
From crowded street and red will*t 

weary gleam. 
Till far beliiud hiin like a hideous dream 
The cloee dark dtj Ues I 

Here, while the market murmurs, while 
men throng 
The marble floor 
Of Mammon*! altar, from the enuih and 

din 

Of the world's madness let me gather in 
My better thonghta onoe moie. 

0| once again revive, while on my ear 

The cry of Gain 
And low lioane ham of Traffic die away, 

Ye blessed memories of my early day 
Like sere gnuis wet with rain ! — 

Onee more let Ood'a gveen earth and 

sunset air 
Old feelings waken ; 
TliToagh weary years of toQ and strife 

and ill, 

O, let me feel that my good angel still 
Hath not his trust forsaken. 

And well do time and place befit my 
mood : 
Beneath the arms 
Of this embracing wood, a good man 

made 

His home, like Abraham resting in the 
shade 

Of Mamie'a kmdy paLoa. 

Here, rich with autumn gifts of count- 
less years. 
The virgin soil 

Tamed from the ahare he gnided, and 
in rain 

•And sanmwr snnahine thra?e the fraila 

and grain 
Which bkaeed his honest tdL 



Weary and worn, 
He came to meet his children and to 

bless 

The Giver of all good in thankfolneas 
*And praise for hia retam. 

And here his neighbors gathered in to 

grwjt 
Tli» ir friend again. 
Safe Iroui the wave and the destroying 

galea, 

Whieh reap nntimely green Bennada*a 

vales, 

And vex the Carib main. 

To hearthe good man tell of simple tnith. 

Sown in an hour 
Of weakness in soni'' fnr-ofT Tn4lian i'^le, 
From the parched Umuiu of a barreu 



aoiL 
Baiaed 



ap in life and power : 



How at those gathering in Barbadiao 
▼ales, 
A tendering love 
Game o'er him, like the gentle lain from 

heaven. 

And words of fitneaa to hia lips wefs 

given, 

And strength aa from abo?e : 

How the sad captive listened to the 
Won I, 
Until his chain 
Grew lighter, and his wounded spirit 

felt 

The healing balm of consolation melt 
Upon ita life-long psin : 

How the anued warrior sat him down to 
hear 

Of IVaoe and Tnith, 
And the ])ix)ud ruler and his Creole 
dame. 

Jewelled and goi^ieooa in her heaa^ 

came, 

And fair and bright-eyed youth. 

O, fiir away beneath New England'a 

^ sky, 

Vjvon when a boy. 
Following my plough by Merrimack's 
green shore, 
!ia simple record 1 have pondered o'er 
With deep and quiet joy. 
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And hence this aoene, in sonaet i^oiy 

■warm, — - 
Its woods around, 
Ita atill stnam wmdipg cm In Ught and 

ahadft, 

ItB 8oll» green meadows and Ita npiland 
glade, — 
To me IB holy gitmnd. 

And dearer far than baunta where 
Genius keeps 
His vigils still ; 
Than that where Avon's son of song is 

laid, 

Of Yaucluse hallowed by its Fetzaich'a 
shade, 

OrViiga'skanOledbm. 

To the gray walls of fallen Faiadet^ 

To Juliet's uru, * 
Pair Amo and Sovrento'a orange-grove, 
"Where Tiu>.so sang, let young Romance 

and Love 
Like brother pilgrims turn. 

Bnt here a deeper and serenor ehaim 

To all is given ; 
And blessed memories of the faithful 
dead 

(yer wood and vale and meadow-stream 

have shed 
The holy hues of Heaven 1 



TO J. P. 

KOT as a poor requital of the ioy 
With which my ehildhood heard that 

lay of thine, 
Which, like an echo of the song divine 
At Bethlehem breathed above the Holy 
Boy, 

Bore to my oar the Airs of Palestine, — 
Not to the ]M)et, but tlir iiiiin I bring 
In friendship's fearless trust ni y oliciiu^ : 
How much it laeka I feel, and thou wilt 

see, 

Yet well I know that thou hast deemed 
with me 

life all too eanieBt, and ita time too 

short 

For dreamy ease and Fancy's graceful 

s^rt ; 

And girded forthy constant strife with 

wrong, 

lake Neheniiah fighting while he 
wrought 



The broken miUs of Zkm, em tiby 



song 



Hath a rude martial tone, a blow in 
•every thought i 



THE CYFIUiiSS-THfiE OF CEYLON. 

[Ibh Batota, the eelcfbratod Mumilinan tm^ 

pller of the fourtwnth rnntury, ppciks of a cy- 
pru«a-trce in Ceylon. univi rsiiUy ln-ld Kirn d by 
the natives, th»' Ichvcs of whi« li were smd to lull 
only at certain intcrvaJ^, nnd he who had Uie 
happiness to find and eat one of thein was 
stored, at once, to youth and vigor. The traT- 
.cller saw scTenu Tcnerable JoGincs, or saints, sit- 
ting; silent and niotioiili KS under the tnt, pe^ 
tient^ awaiting tli« ialiiug of a ieaf.J 

They sat in silent watchfulness 
The Siicred cypress-tree about, 

And, from beneath old wTinkled brows, 
Theur fiuling eyea looiked ont. 

Gray Age and Sickness waiting there 
Through weary night and lingering 
day,— 

Grim as the idols at their aide^ 
And motionless as they. 

Unheeded in the boughs above 
The song of Ceylon s birds was sweet ; 

Unseen of them tlie island flowers 
Bloomed brightly at their leet. 

O'er them the tropic night-storm swept, 
The thunder craslicd on rook and hill ; 

The cloud-lire on their eyeballs blazed, 
Tet thore they waited still 1 

What was the world without to them ? 

The Moslem's sunset-call, — the daiioe 
Of Ceylon's maids, — the passing gleam 

Of battle-flag and lance f 

They waited for that falling leaf 
Of which the wandering Jogecs sing : 

Which lends once more to wintiy a^a 
The gieenneea of ita spring. 

0, if these poor and blinded ones 
In tmstful patience wait to feel 

O'er torpid j>iilse and failing limb 
A youthiui freshness steal ; 

Shall we, who sit beneath that 

Whose healing leaves of life are shed^ 
In aiiswfT to the breath of prayW^ 
Upon the waitiug head ; 
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Kot to restore our failing forms, 

And build the spirit's Vnokeu shlin^ 

But ou the faiutiiig'bo UL to ahed 
A light and life divine ; 

Shall we grow weary in our watch, 
And murmur at the long delay I 

Impatient of our Father's time 
And his appointed way f 

Or shall the stir of outward things 
Allure and claim the Christian 8 9fe, 

"When on the lieuthcn watrhcr's ear 
Their powerless murnmrs die 2 . 

Alas 1 a deeper test of faith 

Than prison cell or martyr's stake. 

The self-abasing watchfulness 
Of silent prayer may make. 

We gird us bravely to rebuke 

Our erring brother in the wrong, — 

And in the ear of Pride and Power 
Oar waning Toioe is atroog. 

Easier to smite with Feter^s sword 
l^an " wafech one hour " inhamlding 
prayer. 

Life's ''great things," like the Syrian 
lord. 

Oar hearts can do and dare. 

But oh ! we shrink from Jordan's side, 
From waters which alone can save ; 

And munnur for Abana's hanks 
And Fharpar's brighter wave. • 

O Thou, who in the garden's ahado 
Bidst wake thy weary ones again, 

"Who si mill It-red iit that tearful hoOT 
Foigetiul of thy pain ; 

Bend o*er us now, as over them, 

And set our sleep-bound s])irits fiw, 
Nor leave us sluTiiberiug in the watch 
Our bouU bhuuld keep with Thee i 

A DEEAM OF SUMMm 

BiiAiVD as the morning hreath of Jane 

Tlie southwest breezes play ; 
And, tbrougli its haze, the winter noon 

Seems warm as suninier's day. 
The snow-plamed Angel of the North 

Has dropped his icy siH>a r ; 
Again the mossy earth looks tbrth. 

Again the streams gush dear. 



The fox his hillside eell forsakes. 

The niuskrut leaves his nook. 
The bluebinl in the meadow brakes 

Is singing with the bitiok. 

up, O Mother Nature !" cry 

liinl, breeze, and stivandet free l 
**Our winter voices prophesy 

Of summer days to tliee 1 

So, in those winters of the soul, 

By bitter blasts and drear 
0*erswept from Memory's frocen pols^ 

Will sunny days aj>pear. 
Keviving Hoj)o and Faith, they show 

The soul its living powers, 
And how heneath the wintei'a snow 

lie genns of summer flowers 1 

The Night is mother of the Day, 

The Winter of the Spring, 
And ever upon old Decay 

p-eenost nioss«'S cling. 
Behind the cloud the sUrlight lurks, 

Through showers the snnbeams fidl | 
For G(m1, who loveth all his worki^ 

Has left his Hope with all 1 

TO > 

WITH A COPT OF WOOLMAW'S J017BNAL. 
"G«t the wridngs of John Wooloan I9 

Maiden ! with the fair brown tresses 
Shading o'er thy dreamy eye. 

Floating on thy thcMi^^lilful forehead 
Cloud wreaths of its sky. 

TonthAil years and maiden hean^, 

Joy with them should still abiae^ — 
Instinct takt^ the place of Duty, 
Love, not lieason, guide. 

Ever in the New rejoicing, 

Kindly beekoning Uick the Old, 

Turning, with the gift of Midas^ 
All things into gold. 

And the passing sliades of sadness 
Wearing even a weleome guise, 

As, when some bright lake lies open 
To the sunny skies, 

Every wing of bird above it, 
Every light cloud lloutiiig on. 
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Glitters like that flasliing minor 
In the self-same sua. 

But upon thy youthful forehead 
Soniothiiig like a shadow lies ; 

And a seiiouii soul is looking 
From thy eanest eyes. 

With an early introversion, 

Through the forms of outward things. 
Seeking fur the subtle essence^ 

And the hidden springk 

Deeper than the gilded surface 
Hath thy wakeful vision seeUt 

Farther tlmii the narrow j)resent 
Have thy jouraeyin|^ been. 

Thou hast midst Life's «npty nuises 

Hciird tlie solemn steps of Tim^ 
And the low mysterious voices 
Of another ciinie. 

All the mystery of Being 

Hath upou thy spirit uressed, — 

Thoughts which, luce tne Deloge mn- 
derer, 
Find no place of lest : 

That which mystic Plato pondered. 
That wliicli Zeiio licard with awc^ 

And the star-ra[)t Zoroaster 
in his night-watch saw. 

From the doubt and darkness s^iogiiig 

Of the dim, uncertain ]*ast, 
Moving to the dark still shadows 
0*er the Fotore casti 

Early hath Life's mighty question 
Thrilled within thy heart of youth, 

"With a deep and strong beseeching : 
What and whebx ib Truth f 

Hollow creed and ceremonial, 

Whence the ancient life hath fled. 

Idle faith unknown to action. 
Dull and cold and dead. 

Oracles, whose wire-worked meanings 
Only wake a quiet scorn, — 

Kot from these thy seeking spirit 
Hath its answer drawn. 

But, like some tired child at even. 

On thy mother Nature's hreast, 
Thou, methinks, art vainly sebking 
Truth, oud peace, aud rust. 



O'er that mother's mgL'ed features 
Thou art throwing Fancy's veil, 

Light aud soft as woven luoonbeamSy 
Beautiful and frail ! 

O'er the rough chart of Existence, 
Kocks uf sin and wastes of woe, 

Softairs breathe, andgreenleavesttemliile^ 
And cool fountaina flow. 

And to thee an answer cometh 
From the earth and from the Aj, 

And to thee the hills uid waten 
And the stars reply.. 



But a aoul-snfficing answer 

Hath no outn'anl origin ; 
More than Nature's nianj 
May be heard within. 



Even as the great Augustine 

Questioned earth and sea and sky,** 
And the dusty t<Hnes of learning 
And old poesy. 

But his earnest spirit needed 

More tlian outward Nature taughi^ - 
More than blest the poet's vision 

Or the 88ge*a thought. 

Only in the gathered silence 
Of a calm and waiting frame 

Light and wisdom as mm Heavca 
To the aeeker came. 

Not to case and aimless quiet 
Doth that inward answer tend. 

But to works of love and datf 
Aa our being's end, — 

Kot to idle dreams and tnmoei^ 

Length of face, and solemn tone^ 
But to Faith , in daily striving 
And pcrformauce i^own. 

Earnest toil and strong endeavor 

Of a spirit which within 
Wrestles with familiar evil 
And besetting sin ; 

And without, ^nth tireless vigor, 
Steady heart, and weapon strong, 

In tlie {)ower of truth assailing 
Every form of wrong. 

Guided thus, how passing lovely 
is the track of Woolman'u feet 1 
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And his brief and ^iimple VMOCd 
How serenely sweet J 

0*er life's humblest duties throwing 

Li^^ht the eurthling never knew, 
freshening all its dark waste places 
As with Ueriuuii's dew. 

All wllieh glows in Pascal's ftages, — 
All which sainted Guion sought^ 

Or the blue-eyed Crermau liahei 
Half-nnoonacious taught : — 

Beauty, such a.s Goethe pictured, 
Such as Shelley dreanicd of, siied 

living warmth and starry brightneBt 
Boand that poor man's head. 

^ot a vain and cold ideal, * 

ITot 8 poet's dream alone^ 
Bat a presence warm and rally 

Seen and felt and known. 

When the red riglit-hand of slaughter 
Moulders with the steel it swun^ 

Whi n the nam'" of seer and poet 
Dies ou Memory's tongue. 

All bright thoughts and pure shall gather 

Rfv.md that meek and suffering OD^—- 
Glorious, likt? the seer-seen angel 
iStHudiug in the sun I 

Take the good man's book and ponder 
What ita pages say to thee, — 

Blessed as the oand oi healing 
May its leeson be. 

If it only serves to strengthen 

Yearnings for a higher good, 
For the foont of living waters 

And dinner food ; 

If the pride of human reason 
Feels its meek and ftill rebuke, I 



Quailing like tlie eye of Peter 
From the Just One's look 1 — 

If with readier ear thou hecdest 
What the Iriwanl Teacher saitl^ 

Listening witli a willing spirit 
And a childlike faith, — 

Thou raayst live to hlf ss the giver. 
Who, hinisf'lf but Iniil an<l wt-ak. 

Would at least the higheiit wciioic 
Of another seek ; 

And his gift, though poor and lowly 
It may seem to other eyes, 

Yet may nrovB an angel holy 
In a pilgrim's goiae. 



LEGOBTT'S MOKTTMENT. 

M Xe boild Um tomlw of the propheta.** 

Tes, — pile the marble o'er him I It ia 

well 

That ye \vho mocked him in his long 

stem strife. 
And planted iu the pathway of his life 
The ploughshares of your natred hot 

from hell, 
Who clamored down the bold reformer 

when 

He pleaded for liia captive feUow-meo* 
Who spurned him in too maiket-plaoe^ 

and sought 
Within thy walls, St. Tanunany, to 
bind 

la party chains the fkee and lionest 

thon^lit, 

Theangei utteranceof an upriglit mind. 
Well is it now that o*er his gmve ye raiati 
The stony tribute of ynur tardy praise. 
For not alone that pilesliall tell to Fame 
Of the brave heart beneath, but of the 
bulklieni' shams I 
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SONGS OF LABOR. 

AND OTHER P0E1E& 

1850. 



DEDICATION. 

I WOULD the gift T offer here 

Mig^t gi-acc'ii Irom thy favor take, 
And, seen ihrougli Friendsbip's at- 
mosphere. 
On softened lines and coloring, wear 
The unaccustomed light of beauty, for 
thy sake. 

Few leaves of Fancy's spring remain : 
But what I have I give to thee, — 
The o'er-smmed bloom of snmmei's 
plain, 

And paler flowers, the latter rain 
Calls from the westering slope of life's 
sntnnmal lea. 

Above the fiiUcn groves of green, 
Where youth's enchanted forest 
stood, . 

Dry root and mossed trunk betweeOf 
A soIxT after-gro\vtli is seen, 
As springs the pine where faUs the gay- 
leued maple wood 1 

Yet birds will sing, and breezes play 

Their leaf-harps in tiie flombre tree ; 
And through the bleak and wintry day 

It keejxs its steady green alway, — 
So, even my after-thoughts may have a 
charm for thee. 

Art's perfect fonns no moral need, 

And beauty is its own excuse 
But for tbe dull and flowerleas weed 
Some healing virtue still must plead, 
And the rough ore must find its nonors 
in its use. 

So haply these, my simple lays 

Of homely toil, may serve to show 
The orchaid bloom and tasselled maiae 
That skirt and gladden duty's ways, 
The unsung beauty hid life s eomnum 
things below. 

^ply from them the toiler, bent 
Above his foige or plough, may gsin. 



A manlier sfniit of content, 
And feel that Hfe is wisest spent 
Where the strong working hand makes 
strong the working brain. 

The doom which to the gjiilty pair 
Without the walls of Eden came. 
Transforming sinless ease to care 
And rugged toil, no mora shall bear 
The burden of old cnmeb or inark ni 

primal «hayn^ 

A Uessinff now, — a curse no more ; 
Since He, whose name we breathe 

with awe. 
The coarse mechanic vesture wore, — 
A poor man toiling with the poor. 
In Iatx)r, as in prayer, fulfilling the ssins 

law. 

THE SHIP-BUILDEBS. 

The flky is ruddy in the east, 

The earth is gray below. 
And, spectral in the river-mist. 

The ship's white timbers show. 
Then let uie sounds <tf measured stroifcs 

And grating saw begin ; 
The broad-axe to the guarl^ oak. 

The mallet to the jiin ! 

Hark ! — roars the bellows, bhut on blasl^ , 

The sooty .smithy jars. 
And fire-sparks, rising far and fast. 

Are fading with the stars. 
All day for us the smith shall stand 

Beside that flasliing forge ; 
All day for us his heavy hand 

The groaning anvil scourge. 

From far-off hills, the panting team 

For us is toiling near ; 
For us the niftsmen- down the stream 

Their island barges steer. 
Rings out for us the axe-man's stroke 

In forests old and still, — 
For us the century-circled oak 

falls crashing ^own his hiU. 
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up t — up t — In nobler toO than onn 

No cmtt-smen l)ear a ^Mirt : 
We niiike of Nature's giunt powen 

The slaves uf human Art. 
Lay rib to rib and beam to beam. 

And drive the treenaila free ; 
Nor faithless joint nor yawning seam 

BhaU tempt the searcluug sea 1 

Wbera'er the keel of our pood ship 

The sea's roni^li fn-Ul shall plough, — 
Where'er her tossing sjkara shall drip 

With salt-spray caught beloi^ — 
Tliat ship must heed her master a beck. 

Her helm olx'y his hand, 
And seamen tread her retding deck 

As if they trod the land. 

Her oaken rihs the viiltnre-beak 

Of Northern ice may i>eel ; 
The snnken rock and coral peak 

May grate ilong ber keel ; 
An<l Know we won the ]>ainted shell 

We give to wind and wave, 
Unat mt» tihe sailoi'a dtadel, 

Or sink, the aailor^a grave I 

Ho ! — strike away the bars and blocks, 

And set the good ship free ! 
Why lingers on these dusty rocka 

The young bride of the sea ? 
Look ! how she moves adown thegrooves. 

In graceful beauty now ! 
How lowly on tho ]>rcast slio loves 

Sinks down her viigin prow 1 

God bless her I whereaoe'er the hteUB 

Hot snowy wing shall fan, 
Aside the frozen Hebrides, 

Or aoltry Hindostan ! 
Wliere'er, in mart or on the manly 

With poacffnl flag unfurled, 
She helps to wind the silken chain 

Of commerce ronnd the woiid I 

Speed on the ship ! — But let her bear 

No merchandise of sin, 
No groaning cargo of deqpidr 

Her roomy hold within ; 
Ko Lethean drug for E;uJtom landl^ 

Nor poison-draught for oui-s ; 
Bat honeat froita of toiling hands 

And Nature's son and suowen. 

Be hers the Prairie's golden grain. 

The Desert's golden sand. 
The clustered fruits of sunny Simn, 

The sploe of Homing-land 1 
8 ' 



Her pathway on the open main 

May blessings follow free. 
And glad hfuHs wt-lrome back again 
Her white sails from the sea 1 



TH£ SHO£MA££&a. 

Ho 1 workers of the old time styled 
The (icntle Craft of Leather ! 

Young brothfis of th«* ancient guild, 
8tiiud forth uMt-f nam* t<»gether 1 

Call out again your long array. 
In the udm merry manner ! 

Once more, on gay St. Crispin's day, 
Jb'ling out your blazoned banner 1 

liap, rap ! npon the well-worn atone 

How falls the jjoHrIhmI hammer ! ^ 
li^ip, ra{> I the measured sound has grown 

A (^uick and merry clamor. 
Now shape the sole I now deftly enrl 

The glossy vamp around it, 
And bless the while the brigiit-eyed girl 
Whose gentle hugers bound it ! 

For you, along the SiKinish main 

A hundred keels ar»- jdoughing; 
For^ou, the Indian on the plain 

Hia laaso-coil is throwing ; 
For yon, deep glens with hemloek dark 

The woodman's tire is lighting ; 
For you, ujton the oak's gniy bark, 

The woodman's axe is smiting. 

For you, from Tarolina's pine 

The rosin-guiu is stealing ; 
For you, the dark-e^ tnl Florentine 

Her silken skein is reeling ; 
For you, the dizzy goatherd roams 

His nigged Al]iitn' ledges; 
For YOU, round all her bhet)herd homes. 

Bloom £ngland*a thorny hedges. 

The foremost still, by day or nighty 

On moated mound or heather, 
Where'er the need of trampb^d right 

Brought toiling men together ; 
Where the free burghers from the wall 

Defied the mail-clad mastt>r. 
Than yonrs, at Freedom's trnmpet-cal]. 

No eraffcnnen rallied faster. 

Let foplings sneer, let fools deiide, — 

Te need no idle scomer ; 
Fi-ee ban d s and hearts are still yonr ptide^ 

And duty done^ your honor. 
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Yo dare to trust, for honest fame, 

The jury Time empanels, 
And leave to truth each noUe name 

Which gloriiies your annals. 

Thy songs, Han Sachs, are living yet, 

In strong and hearty German ; 
And Bloonitield's lay, and GilFord'a wit. 

And patnoit fame of Sherman ; 
Still from his book, a mystic seer, 

TIr' soul of Behraen teaches. 
And England's priestcraft sliakfls to hear 

Of fox's leathern breeches. 

The foot is yooTS ; wheieVr it falls. 

It treads your well- wrought leather, 
On earthen floor, in marble halls, 

On cariK't, or on heather. ' 
Still there the sweetest chaim is found 

Of matron grace or vestal's, 
As Hebe's foot bore nectar round 
Among the old celestials ! 

'Rap, rap ! — your stoat and bluffbrogan, 

\\ ith footsteps slow and weary, 
May wander where the sky's blue span 

Shuts down upon the prairie. 
On Beauty's foot your slippers glance^ 

By Saratoga's fountains. 
Or twinkle down the summer dance 

Beneath the Crystal Monntatns ! 

The red brick to the mason's hand, 

The brown earth to the tiller's. 
The shoe hi yours shall wealth oommsnd, 

Like fairy Cinderella's ! 
As they who shunned the liouseholdmaid 

Beheld the crown upon her, 
So all shall see your toil repaid 

With hearth and home and honor. 

Then let the toast be freely qualfed. 

In water cool and brimming, — 
** All honor to the good old Craft» 

Its merry men and women !" 
Call out again your long array. 

In the old time's pleasant manner : 
Once more, on gay St. Crispin*8 day, 

Fling out his Uazoned banner J 

THE D£Oy£BS. 

Thbouoh heat and cold, and abower 

and sun, 
Still onward cheerly driving f 
There 's life alone in duty dono^ 
And rest akoe in striving. 



But see 1 the day is closing cool. 
The woods are dim befovs ns ; 

The white fiig of the wayside pool 
Is creeping slowly o'er na. 

The night is filling, comrades min^ 

Our footsore beasts are weary. 
And through yon elms the tavern sjgtt 

Looks out upon us cheery. 
The landlord beckons from his door. 

His beechen tire is flowing ; 
These am{>le baras, with feedinstoTB^ 

Are hiled to OT^flowing. 

From many a valley frowned across 

liy brows of rugged mountains ; 
From hillsides where, through spongy 
moss. 

Gush out the river fountains ; 

From quiet fann-fields, green and low. 
And bright with blooming clover ; 

From vales of corn the wandering crow 
No richer hovers over ; 

Day after day our way has been. 

O'er many a hill and hollow ; 
By lake and stream, by wood and glen. 

Our stately diuve we follow. 
Th rough dust - clouds rising t hick anddun. 

As smoke of battle o'er us, 
Their white horns glisten in the sun, 

Like plumes and crests before ns. 

We see them slowly climb the hill. 

As slow behind it smking ; 
Or, throng! I !<; dose, from roadside rill. 

Or sunny hikelct, drinking. 
Now crowding in the narrow road. 

In thick and struggling masses. 
They glare upon the teamster's IflM, 

Or rattling coach that 



Anon, with toss of horn and tail. 

And paw of hoo^' and bellow, 
They leap some fanner's broken pals^ 

O'er nicadow-close or fallow. 
Forth comes the startled goodman ; forth 

Wife, ehildren, house-dog, sally. 
Till once more on their dusty path 

The baffled truants rally. 

We drive no starvelingB, serngsy grown. 

Loose-legged, and ribbed and bony. 
Like those who gr-ind their noses down " 

On pastures luirt^ and stony, — 
Lank <KBen, rough as Indian dogs. 

And cows too lean for shadows. 
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Disputing feebly with the frogg 
The crop of aaw-graaa meadows I 

In our good drove, so sleek and hitf 

No bones of leanness rattle ; 
Notottering hide- bound ghosts are there. 

Or Pharaoh's evil cattle. 
Each stately beeve bespeaks the hand 

That fed him unre pining ; 
The fatness of a goodly' laud 

In each dun hhle is shining. 

We 've sought them where, in wannest 
nooks, 

The freshest feed is growing, 

By sweetest springs and clearest brooks 
Through honeysuckle flowing ; 
« Wherever hillsides, sloping south. 
Are briglit with early grasses. 

Or, tracking green the lowland's drouth, 
The moonUin streamlet passes. 

But now the day is closing cool. 

The woods are dim before us, 
The white fog of the wayside pool 

Is creeping slowly o'er ns. 
The cricket to the frog's banoon 

His slirillest time is keeping ; 
The sickle of yon setting moon 

The meadow^mist is reaping. ' 

The night is fallini^, comrades mine, 

Our footsore beasts are weary, 
And tiiiough yon elms the tavern sign 

Looks out upon us cheery. 
To-morrow, eastward with onr charge 

We '11 go to meet the dawning, 
Ereyet the pines of K^rsarge 

Have seen the son of morning. 

When snow-flakes o'er the frozen earth. 

Instead of birds, an flitting ; 
When children throng the glowing 

hearth. 

And quiet wives are knitting ; 
While in the fire-light strong and dear 

Yonng eyes of pleasure glisten,. 
To tales of all we see and hear 

The ears of home shall listen. 

^many a Northom lake find hill. 

From many a mountain pasture, 
Shan Fancy play the Drover still. 

And speed the long night faster. 
Then let us on, through sliowor and sun, 

And heat and cold, be driving ; 
There 's life alone in duty done, 

And rest alone in striving. 



THE FISHERMEN. 

HunRAH ! the seaward hreezea 

Sweep down the bay amain ; 
Heave np, my huls, the anchor 1 

Run up the siiil again ! 
Leave to the lubber landsmen 

The rail-car aiicl the steed ; 
The stars of heaven shall guide us. 
The breath of heaven sliall speed. 

From the hill-top looks the steeple. 

And the li^^hthonse from the sand ; 
And the scattere<l ]>iues are waving 

Their farewell from the land. 
One glance, my lads, behind xa. 

For the homes we leave one sigh. 
Ere we take the change and ^h*^ng^ 

Of the ocean and the sky. 

Now, iMotlieni, for the ioebeigi 

Of frozen Ijabrador, 
Floating 8i>ectral in tlie moonshine^ 

Along the low, black shore ! 
Where uke snow the gannet's feathen 

On Brador*s loeks are shed. 
And the noisy mnrr are flying. 

Like black scuds, overhead ; 

Where in mist the nwk is hiding. 

And the sharp reef lurks Ixdow, 
And the white squall smites in somp 

mer, 

And the autumn tempests blow ; 
Where, through gray and rolling VipOi^ 

From evening unto morn, 
A thousand boats are hailing, / 
Horn answering unto horn. 

Hurrah ! for the Red Island, 
With the white cross on its OTOwn ! 

Hurrah ! for Meccatina, 
And its mountains bare and brown t 

Where the Caribou's tall antlers 
O'er tlie dwarf- wood freely toss. 

And the fooUitep of the Mick mack 
Has no sound upon the moss. 

There we '11 drop onr lines, and gltlier 

Old Ocean's treasures in, 
Where'er the mottled mackerel 

Turns up a strel-dark fin. 
The sea 's our fwld of harvest. 

Its scaly tribes our grain ; 
We '11 reap the teeming waters 

A» at home thqr nap the plaiii 1 
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Our wet hmda snread tlie carpet, 

And light the hearth of home ; 
From our lish, as in tlie old tunfliy 

The silver coin shall come. 
Ab the demon fled the chamber 

Where the fish of Tobit lay, 
80 ours from all our dwell iiigB 

Shall frighten Waut away. 

Though, the mist upon our jackets 

In the bitter air congeals, 
And our lines wind stitf and slowly 

From oil" tlic i'vo/A'.ii reels ; 
Though the log be dark around us, 

Aoa the storm blow hi^ and loud. 
We will whistle down the wild wind. 

And laugh beneath the cloud 1 

lu the darkness as in daylight. 

On the water as on land, 
God's eye is looking' on us. 

And beneath us is his band ! 
Death will had us soou or later, 

On the deck or in the cot ; 
And we cannot meet him better 

Than in working out our lot. 

Hurrah ! — hun-ah ! — the west-wind 

Comes freshening down the bay, 
The rising sails are filling, — 

Give way, my lads, give way ! 
Leave the coward landsman clinging 

To the dull earth, like a weed, — 
The stais of heaven shall guide us. 

The breath of heaven shall speed 1 



THE HUSKERS. 

It was late in mild October, and the 

long autumnal rain 
Had left uie fraromer harvest-fields all 

fijoou with grass ajjain ; 
The first sbai p frosts bad fallen, leaving 

all the woodlands gay 
With the hues of summers nunbow, or 

the meadow-flowers of May. 

Through a thin, dry mist, that morning, 
the sun rose broad and red. 

At first a ray less disk of fire^ he bright- 
ened as be sjMxl ; 

Yet, even his noontide glory fell chas- 
tened and snbdued. 

On the cornfields and the orchard^ and 
softly pictured wood. 



And all that mdet afternoon, slow slop- 
ing to the niglit, 

He wove with golden shuttle the haze 
with yellow light ; 

Slanting through the painted beeches, 
he glorified the bill ; 

And, beneath it, i>ond and meadow lay 
brighter, greener still. 

And shouting boys in woodland bannts 

caught glimpses of tbat sky. 
Flecked by the many-tinted leaves, and 

lanffhed, they knew not why ; 
And school-girls, gay with aster-flowers^ 

beside the meadow brooks. 
Mingled the glow of autumn with the 

sunshine of sweet looks. 

From spire and bam looked westerly the • 

patient weathercocks ; 
But even the birches on the hiU stood 

motionless as rorks. 
No sound was in the woodlands, save the 

squirrel's dropping shell, 
And the yellow leaves among the boiigli% 

low rustling as they felL 

The summer grains were harvested ; the 

stubble-fields lay dry, 
Where June winds rolled, in light and 

shade, tbemle green waves of rye ; 
But still, on gentle hill-slopes, in valleys 

Iringetl with wood, 
Ungathereu, bleaching in the sun, the 

heavy corn crop stood. 

Bent low, by autumn's wind and rain, 

through busks tbat, dry and sere. 
Unfolded from their rij[»ened charge, shone 

out the yellow ear ; 
Beneath, the turnip lay concealed, in 

many a verdant fold, 
And glistened in the slanting light the 

pmnjikin's sphere of gold. 

There wrought the busy harvesters ; and 

many a creaking wain 
Bore slowly to the long oam-floor its load 

of busk and grain ; 
Till broad and red, as when he los^ the 

sun sank down, at last. 
And like a merry guest's farewell, the 

day in brightness passed. 

And lo ! as through the western pines, en 
meadow, stream, and pond. 

Flamed the red radiance of a sky, set all 
afire beyond* 
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EHowly o*er the eastern aea-blnfb a milder 

glory shone, 
And the sunset and the moomise were 
mingled into one I 

As thus into the quiet night the twilight 

lapsi'il awuy, 
And deeper iu the bri,i:litt iiiui^ moon the 

tranquil shadows lay ; 
From many a brown old i'urm-hoiuef and 

hamlet without iianu', 
Their lailkiug and their home-tasks done, 

the merry huakers came. 

Swong o'er the heaped-up harvest* fiom 
pitchforks in the mow, 

Shone diiuiy down the lanterns on the 
pleasant scene below ; 

The growing pile of husks behind* the 

golden ears before, 
And laughing eyes and busy hands and 
Inown cheeka glimmering o'er. 

Half hidden in a quiet nook, aerene of 

look and heart, 
Talking their old times over, the old men 

aat apart ; 
While, up and down the unhusked pile, 

or nestling in its sliade, 
At hide-and-seek, with laugh and shout, 

the happy children played. 

" Uiged by the good host's daughter, a 

maiden young and fair, 
Lifting to light her sweet blue eyes and 

pride of soft brown baur. 
The master of the village school, sleek of 

hair and smooth of tongue, 
To the quaint tune of some old psalm, a 

hosking-baUad song. 

THE CORN-SONG. 

Heap high the f iniK r's wintry boaid I 

Heap high the golih-n corn ! 
No richer gift has Autumn poured 
From out her lavish horn I 

Let other lands, exulting, glean 

The apple from the pine. 
The orange from its glossy green, 

The duster from the vme ; 

m 

We better lovr- tln^ hardy gift 
Our rugged vales bestow, 



To cheer us when the storm shall drift 
Our harvest-helds with snow. 

Through vales of grasa and meads of 

flowers, 

Our ploughs their furrows made, 
While on the hills the sun and show- 
ers 

Of changefol April played. 

Wc drop]>ed the seed o'er hill and 
plain. 

Beneath the sun of May, 
And frightened £n>m our sprouting 
grain 

The robber crows away. 

All through the long, bright days of 

June 

Its leaves grew green and fair. 
And waved in hot midsuminer^a waosL 
Its soft and yellow hair. 

And now, with autumn's moonlit eves, 

Its harvest-time has come, 
We pluck away tlie frosted leaves^ 

And bear the treasure home. 

There, Ticher than the &bled gift 

Apollo ahowered of old. 
Fair hands the broken grain shall sitt^ 

And knead its meal of gold. 

Let vapid idlers loll in silk 

Around their cogtly Iward ; 
Giv«? us the bowl of sami) and milk. 

By homespun beauty poured ! 

Where'er the ^nde old kitchen hearth 

Sends up its smoky curls. 
Who will not thank the kindly earth* 

And bless our fiummr girls I 

Then shame on all the proud and vain^ 

Whose folly laughs to scorn 
The blessing of our hardy grain, 

Our wealth of golden com 1 

Let earth withhold Ker goodly root. 

Let mildew blight the rye. 
Give to the worm the orchard's frnlt, 

The wheat-held to the Hy : 

But let the good old crop adorn 

The hills our fathers trod ; 
Still let us, for his goldrn corn, 
Send up our thanks to Uod 1 
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THE LUMBERMEN. 

WUiDLT nrand our woodland quarters, 

Sad-voiced Autumn grieves ; 
Thickly down these swelliug watm 

Float his fallen leaves, 
nifoagh the tall and naked timber^ 

Column-like and old, 
Gleam the sunsets of November, 

From their skies of gold. 

O'er 08, to the aonthland headings 

Screams the gray wHld -goose ; 
On the night-frost sounds the treading 

Of the brindled moose. 
Koiaeleaa creeping, while we 'reateepini^ 

Frost his task-work plies ; 
Soon, his icy bridges heaping, 

Shall our log-piles rise. 

When, with aounda <tf amotlieied thnn- 

der, 

On some night of rain, 
Lake and river break asunder 

Winter's weakened chain, 
Down the wild March iiood shall bear 

tliem 

To the 8aw-mill*8 wheel. 
Or where Steam, the dave^ ahaU tear 

tliem 

With liia teeth of steeL 

Be it starlight, be it moonlij^ty 

In these vales below, 
When the earliest beams of sunlight 

Streak the roount&in's snow, 
Criapa the hoar-frost, keen and mxlj. 

To our hurrj'ing feet. 
And the foivst echoes clearly 
All our blows repeat. 

"Where the crystal Ambijejia 

Stretches broad and clear, 
And Millnoket's pine-black ridgea 

Hide the brownng deer : 
Where, through lakeii and wide mofaasea, 

Or through rocky walls. 
Swift and strong, Penobscot passes 

White with foamy faBa ; 

Where, through douda, aie gUmpaea 

given 

Of Eatahdin'a aides, — 
Bock and forest pihd to heaven. 

Torn and ])longh('d by slifles I 
Far below, the Indian trappings 

In tba aimahuie wm ; 



Far above, the snow-cloud wnjpfing 
Half the peak in storm t 

Where are mossy caipeta better 

Than the Persian weaves. 
And than Eastern peifumes sweeter 

Seem tiie fading leaves ; 
And a music wild and solemn, 

From the pine-tree's height, 
BoUs its vast and sea- like volume 

On the wind of night ; 

Make we here onr camp of winter ; 

And, through sleet and snow. 
Pitchy knot and beechen splinter 

On our hearth shall glow. 
Here, with mirth to lighten doty. 

We shall lack alone 
Woman's smile and girlhood's beauty. 

Childhood's lisping tone. 

But their hearth is brighter bnnii]^ 

For our toil to-day ; 
And the welcome of retuning 

Shall our loss repay. 
When, like seamen from the waten^ 

From the woods we come, 
Qreeting sisters, wives, and dai|ght0i% 

Aimieb of onr home 1 

Not for us the measured ringing 

From the Tillage spire. 
Not for us the Sabbath singing 

Of tlie sweet-voiced choir : 
Ours the old, majestic temple. 

Where God's brightness shines 
Down the dome so grand and *mpl<V 

Propped by lof^ pinea 1 

Through each branch-enwoven skyligh^ 

Speaks He in the breeze. 
As of old beneath the twili^t 

Of lost Eden's trees ! 
For his ear, the inward feeling 

Needs no outward tongne ; 
He ran sec the spirit kneeling 

While the axe is swung. 

Heeding trath alone, and tnmiiig 

From the false and dim. 
Lamp of toil or altar bunii|ig 

Are alike to Him. 
Strike, then, oomradaa I — Trada li 
waiting 

On our nigged toil ; 
Far ships waiting for the freighting 

Of onr woodland spoil I 
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Ships, whoso tntffic linlcithfwwWgWiindB^ 

lileak and coM, of ours, 
With the citron-planted islands 

Of a clime of flowers ; 
To our frosts the tribute bringing 

Of eternal heats ; 
In our la]) of winter flinging 
Tropic iruiUi and sweets. 

Gheerly, on the axe of labor, 

Ijet the sunbeams danee, 
Better than the llu^h of sabre 

Or the gleam of lanoe ! , 
Strike ! — With every blow is giTOi 

Freer stm and sky, 
And the long-hid earth to heaven 

Looks, vmh wondering eye I 

Loud hohin<I n.i ^ow the mamnm 

Of the age to come ; 
dang of smithst and tread of ftmerB, 

Bearing hanrest home I 
Here her virf^in lap with treasons 

Shall the green eailh HU ; 
WftTiqg wheat and golden naiae-ean 

Grown each beechen hill. 



Keep who will the city*8 aWeyt, 

Take the smooth -shorn plain^ — 
Give to us the cedar valleys, 

Bocks and hills of Maine ! 
In our North-land, wild and woody, 

T.et us still have jmrt : 
Bugged nurse and ittother sturdy. 

Hold us to thy heai t ! 

0, nnr fr(>e hearts beat the warmer 

P'or thy breath of siKnv ; 
And our tread is all the iirmer 

For thy rocks below. 
Freedom, hand in hand with labor^ 

Walketh strong and brave ; 
On the forehead of his neighbor 

Ho man writeth Slare I 

Lo, the day breaks ! old Katahdin'a 

Pine-trees show its tires, 
While from these dim forest gardena 

Bise their blackened spires. 
Up, my comrades ! up and doing 1 

Manhood's rugged jday 
Stfll renewing, bravely hewing 

Xhroogh this wodd our way I 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



1*HS AKGELS OF BUEKA YISTA. 

Spsak and tell m, our Xiraena, looking 

northward far away. 
O'er the camp of the ioTaders, o'er the 

M^can array. 
Who is losing ? who is winning ? are they 

far or come they near ? 
Look abroad, and tell us, sister, whither 

rolls the storm we hear. 

"Down the hills of Angostura still the 

storm cf battle rolls ; 
Blood is flowing, men are dying ; God 

have mercy on their souls ! " 
Who is losing? who is winning? — 

«« Over hill and over plain, 
I see but smoke of cannon clouding 

throngh the mountain rain." 

Holy Mother ! keep our brothers ! Look, 
Ximena, look once more. 

" Still T see the fearful whirlwind loUing 
darkly as before^ 



Bearing on, in strange oonfiision, friend 

and foeman, foot and horse, 
Like some wild and trotibled torrent 
sweeping down its mountain 
ooQise. 



Look forth onoe more, Ximena r <'Aht 

the smoke has rolled away ; 
And I see the Northern rifles gleaming 

down the ranks of gray. 
Hark I that sudden blast of bnji^es I there 

the troop of Minon wheels ; 
There the Northern horses thunder, with 
the cannon at their heels. 

'* Jesu, pity ! how it thickens ! now re- 
treat and now advanoe 1 

Bight against the blazing cannon shiyeta 
Puebla's charging lance ? 

Down they go, the brave young riders ; 
horse and foot together rail ; 

Like a ploughshare in the fallow, through 
them ploughs the Northern bidL" 
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Neanr came the storm and nearer, roll- 

ing fast and frightful on ! 
Speak, Ximeua, 8pcak and tell us, who 

has lost, and who has won ? 
"Aks ! alas ! I knownot ; fiiendandfoe 

together ftill, 
O'er the dying rush the living : pray, my 

sisters, for them all 1 

Lo ! the wind the smoke is lifting : 

Blessed Mother, save my brain ! 
I can see the woundeil cmwling slowly 

out from heaps of slain. 
Kow they stagger, blind and bleeding ; 

now they fall, iiiid strive to riae ; 
Hasten, sisters, liaste and save them, lest 

they die befui-e our eyes ! 

'* O my heart's love ! 0 my dear one ! 

lay thy poor head on mv knee : 
post thou know the Hps that kiss thee ? 

Canst thou hear me I canst thou 

see? 

0 my husband, brave and gentle I 0 my 

Bernal, look once more 
On the blessed cross before thee I Hercy ! 
mercy I all is o'er 1 " 

Dry thy tears, my poor Ximena ; lay thy 

dear one down to rest ; 
Let his hands be meekly folded, lay the 

cross npnn liis Itrca.st ; 
Let his dirge be sung hei-eafter, and his 

funeral masses said : 
To-day, thou poor bei-eaved ome^ the 

living ask thy aid. 

Close beside lier, faintly moaniog; &ir 

and young, .i soldier lay, 
Tom with shot and pierced with lauces, 

bleeding slow his life away ; 
Bat^ as tenderly liefore him the lorn 

Ximena knelt, 
She saw the Northern eagle shining on 

his pistol-belt. 

With a stifled ciy of honor straight she 

turned away her head ; 
With a sad and bitter feeling looked she 

back ui>ou her dead ; 
Bnt she heard the yonth's low moaning, 

and his struggling breath of pain, 
And she raised the cooling water to his 

parching lips ag^iu. 



Whispered low the dying soldier, pressed 

her hand an<l laintly smih-d : 
Was that pitying lace his mother's ? did 

she watch beside her child f 
All his stranger words with meaning her" 

woman's heart supplied ; 
With her kiss upon his foreliL-ad, 

** Mother t" mnimnred he, and 

diedl 

** A bitter curse upon them, poor boy, 

who led thee forth. 
From some gentle, sad-eyed mother, 

weeping, lonely, in the North 1 ** 
Spake the mournful Mexic woman, as 

she laid him with her dead, 
And turned to soothe the living, and 

bind the woonda which bled. 



Look forth once more, Ximena t Uke 

a cloud ItrfoiT the wind 
Rolls the Inittle down the mountains, 

leaving blood and death behind ; 
Ah } they plead in vain for mercy ; in 

the dust the wounded strive ; 
Hide your faces, holy angels ! O thou 

Christ of God, forgive 1 " 

Sink, 0 Night, among thy mountains \ 

let the cool, gray shadows fall ; 
Dying brothers, lighting demons, drop 

thy curtain over lul ! 
Through the thickening winter twilight, 

wide apart the battle rolled. 
In its sheath the sabre rested, and the 

oannon's lips giew oold. 

But the noble "Sloxic women still their 

holy task pui-sm d, 
Through that long, dark niglit of sorrow, 

worn and mint and lacking food. 
Over weak and suft'cring brothem, with 

a tender cai-e they hung. 
And the dying foeman blessed them in 

a strange and Northern tongue. 

Kot wholly lost, 0 Father ! is this evil 

world of ours ; 
Upward, through its l)lood and ashes, 

spring afresh the Eden iiowers ; 
From its smoking hell of battle^ Love 

and Pity send their prayer. 
And still thy white- winged angela hover 

dimly in our air 1 
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BABCLAY 

FOIIGIVENESS. 

MTllBKrt was heavy, for its tnist had been 
Abused, its kindness answered with 
fold wrong ; 
80^ taming gloomily from my fellow- 
men* 

One Slimmer Sabbath day I strolled 
among 

The green mounds of the village burial- 
plaoe ; 

Where, ponderingbow all boman love 
and hate 

. Fmd one sad level ; and how, soon or 

late. 

Wronged and wrongdoer, each with 
meekened face, 
Andcold hands foldMl overa still heart, 
Fhss the green threshold of oor ooounon 

grave. 

Whither all footsteps tend, whence 
none depart. 
Awed for myself, uad pitying my rsoe. 

Our common sorrow, like a miglity wave, 
Swept all my pride away, and trembling 
I fo^ve I 

BARCLAY OF URY « 

Up the streets of Aberdeen, 
By the kirk and colloiije green. 

Bode the Laird of LTry ; 
Close behind him, close beside. 
Fool of mouth and evil-eyed, 

Fkessed the mob in mry. 

Flouted him the drunken churl, ' 
Jeered at him the serving-girl. 

Prompt to pleasp her master; 
And the In-rrging carlin, late 
Fed and clothed at Ury's gate, 

Cursed him as he passed her. 

Yet, with calm and stately mien. 
Up the sti-ects of Aberdeen 
Came ho slowly riding : 

And, to all he saw and heard. 
Answering not with bitt- r word. 
Turning not for chiding. 

Came a troop with brondswordsswinglng, 
Bits and bridles sliarply ringing, 

Loose and free and frowanl ; ' 
Quoth the foremost, '* Ride him down I 
Push him ! prick him ! through the town 

Drive the Quaker coward I " 
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But from out the thickening crowd 
Cried a sudden voice and loud : 

" Barclay ! Ho ! a Barclay I " 
And the old man at his side 
Saw a comrade, battle tried. 

Settled and sonbomed daiUy ; 

Who with ready weapon bare, 
Fronting to the troojHtrs there, 

Cried aloud : " God save us. 
Call ye coward him who stood 
Ankle deep in Lutzen's bloo{l. 

With the brave Gustavus f " 

** Nay, I do not need thy sword. 
Comrade mine,'* said Ury*s iorl; 

*' Put it up, I pray thee : 
Passive to his holy will, 
Trust 1 in my Master still. 

Even thoq^ he day me. 

*• Pledges of thy love and faith. 
Proved on many a field of death. 

Not by me are needed." 
MarveUed mnch that henchman boild^ 
That his laird, so stout of old. 

Now so meekly pleaded. 

" Woe 's the day ! " he sadly said. 
With a slowly shaking head. 

And a look of pity ; 
" Ury's honest lor«i n'viled. 
Mock of knave and sport of child. 

In his own good city ! 

"Speak the word, and, master mine^ 
As we charged on Tilly's line, 

And his Walloon lancers. 
Smiting through their midst well teatll 
Civil look and decent speech 

To these boyish prancers 1 " 

« Marvel not, mine ancient friend. 
Like banning, like the end " : 

Quoth the T.aii d of Vry, 
'* Is the sinfnl servant more 
Than his gracious Lord who bore 

Bon£ and stripes in Jewiy f 

" Give me joy that in his name 
I can l^ar, with patient frame, 

All these vain ones otfer ; 
While for them He snlTtmth long; 
Shall I answer wrong with wron^ 

Scoffing with the scofier 1 
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** Happier I, with lost of all. 

Hunted, outlawed, held iu thnU» 
With few friends to gnn't me. 

Than when reeve and squire were seen. 

Biding out from Aberdeen, 

With hued heads to meet ma. 

••When each good wife, o'er and o'er, 
Bleeeed me as 1 passed her door ; 

And the snwded daughter, 
Througli her casement glancing down, 
•Suiiled on him whp bore renown 

From red fields of slaoghter. 

•• Hard to feel the stranger's scoff. 
Hard the old friend's felling olf, 

Hard to 1 cam foff^visig z 
But the Lord his own rewaixls. 
And his love with theirs accords, 

Warm and fresh and living. 

" T)i rough this darlc and stoimy ni^t 
Faith beholds a feeble light 

Up the blackness itraUdng ; 
Knowing God's ow^ time is best* 

In a patient hope 1 rest 

For the full day-breaking I " 

So the Laird of Vry said, 
Turning slow his horse's head 

Towards the Tolbooth prison. 
Where, through iron grates, he heard 
poor disciples of the Word 

Preach of Christ arisen i 

Not in vain. Confessor old* 
Unto us the tah? is told 

Of thy day of trial ; 
Every age on hira, who strays 
From its broad and beaten ways^ 

Fours its sevenfold vial. 

Happy he whose inward ear 

Angel comfortings can hear. 

O'er the rabble's laughter ; 
And while Hatred's fagots bum. 
Glimpses throng the smohe disoem 
Of the good hereafter. 

Knowing this, that never yet 
ffliare of Truth was vainly set 

In the world's wide fallow • 
After hands shall sow the seed, 
After hands from hill and mead 

Beap the harvests yellow. 

Thus, with somewhat of the SeOTf 
Must the moral pioneer 



From the Fiiture borrow ; 
Clothe the waste with drean^s of grain^ 
And, on midnight's sky of rain, 

Faint the golden morrow I 

WHAT TH£ VOICE fiAID. 

Maddened by Earth's wrong and evil, 

" Lord ! " 1 cried in sudden ire, 
**From thy right hand, clothed with. 

thunder, 
Shake the bolted fire ! 

• 

** Love is lost, and Faith is dying ; 

"With the brute the man is sold ; 
And the drojiping blood of labor - 

Hardens into gold. 

'* Here the dying wail of Famine, 
There the battle's groan of pain ; • 

And, in sUence, smoothofaoed Mammon 
Reaping men like grain. 

** * Where is God, that we should fear 
Him?' 

Thus the earth -bom Titans say ; 
' God ! if thou art living, hear us I* 
Thus the weak ones pray." 

''Thou, the patient Heaven npbnid* 

in"- " " 

Spake a solemn Voice within ; 
" Weary of our Lord's forbearance. 
Art thou free from sin I 

" Fearless brow to Him uplifting 
Canst thou for his thunders cw. 

Knowing that to guilt's attrsctioil 
Evennore they fisll ! 

" Enow'st thou not all germs of eWl 

'In* thy heart await their time t 
Not thyself, but God's restraining^ 
Stays their growth of crime. 

Oonldst thou boast, 0 child of weak* 

ness ! 

O'er the sons of wrong and strife. 
Were tiieir strong temptations planted 
Inthypathoflifet 

" Thou hast seen two streamlets gush- 
ing 

From one fountain, clear and fne. 

But by widely varying chsnnela 
Searching for the sea. 
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•* Glide th one through greenest valleys, 
Kissinff them with lips still sweet ; 

On^ mui Toaiiog down the monntainH, 
Stagnatos at thdr feet 

"Is it choice whereby the Parsee 
Kneels before his mother's fin f 

In his black tent did the Tartar 
Choose his wandering sire I 

" He alone, whose hand is Vninding 
Human power and human will. 

Looking througli each soul's sononndinj^ 
ILnows its ^ood or iU. 

" For thyself, while wrong and sorrow 
Make to thee tlieir strong a p p e a l^ 

Coward wert thou not to uttes- 
What the heart most feel. 

" Earnest words must needs be spoken 
When the warm heart bleeds or burns 

With its scorn of wrong, or pity 
For the wmoged, hj tons. 

** But, by all thy nature's weakness. 
Hidden faults and foUiaa known. 

Be thou, in rebuking evil, 
Conscious of thine own. 

" Not the less shall stem-eyed Duty 

To thy lips her trumpet set. 
But with harsher blasts shall minglo 
Wailings of r^t.'* 

Cease not, Voice of holy speakil^^ 
Teacher sent of God, be near, 

Whispering through the day's cool silence, 
Let ray spirit hear ! 

80, when thoughts of evil -doers 
Waken scorn, or hatred move, 

Shall a moumfttl fellow-feeling 
Temper all with lore. 



TO DELAWARE. 

nTiitteo during the diaeuadon in tba legisla- 
ture of that State, la Mm winter «n816~43T a 
liU ftr tha alMdiaim of alaviiy.] 

THBiCEwelcome to thy sisters of the East, 

To the strong tillers of a nigged liome, 
With spray- wet locks to Northern winds 
released. 

And hardy feet o^eiswept hy ocean's 
Coam; 



And to the yoong nymphs of the golden 

West, 

Whose hairest msniles, firinged with 
prairie bloom, 
Trail in the sunset, — 0 redeemed and 
blest. 

To the warm weloome of thy sisten 

come ! 

Broad Pennsyl?ania, down her sail-white 

h&y 

Shall give thee joy, and Jersey from 
her plains. 
And the great lakes^ where echo, fiee 
alway. 

Moaned newr shorewBid wWi the 

clank of chains, 
jShall weave new sun-liowB in their toss* 

ing spray. 
And all theirwaTeskBepgntefiil holiday. 
And, smiling on thee tuoui^ her mounp 

tain rains, 
Yennont shall bless thee; and the 

Granite peaks. 
And Tsst Katahdin o'er his woods, shall 

wear 

Their snow-crowns brighter in the cold 
Iceen air ; 

And Massachnsetti^ with her ragged 

cheeks 

O'errun with grateful tears, shall turn 
• to thee. 
When, at thy bidding, the electric wire 
Shall tremble northirard with its woidi 

of lire ; 

Glory and praise to God 1 another State 
isfreel 



WOESHIP. 

" Pare rcH(fioTi, anfl nndeflled, heforp Hod (ind 
the Father is this : To visit the widowR and the 
fiitherlcps in their affliction, and to keep ^''TMlIf 
uHMpotted fix«n the world." — James i. 27- 

The Pagan's myths through marble lips 

arc spoken, 
And ghosts of old Beliefs still Hit and 
moan 

Bound fane and altar overthrown and 

broken. 

O'er tree-grown barrow and gray ring 
of stone; 

Blind Faith had martyrs in those cdd 
high places, 

- The Syrian hill grove and tibe Dniid'a 
wood. 
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Wiih motliei's offining^ to Um Hand's 

embraces, 

Bone of their boae^ and blood of their 

own blood. 

Bed altars, kindling thnmgh that night 

of error. 

Smoked with warn blood beneath the 

cruel eye 

Of lawless Power and sanguinary Terror, 
TJironed on the circle of a pitiless sky ; 

Beneath whoee baleftil shadoir* oTenast- 

ing 

All heaven above, and blighting eaith 
below, 

The aoouTxe grew led, the lip grew pile 

with fasting, 
And man's oblation was his fear and 

woe ! 

Then through great temples swelled the 
dismal moaning 
Of dirge-like maae and sepulchral 
prayer ; 

Me mzard priests, o'er occult symbols 
droning, 

Sfrnnir their white cemers in the bor- 



IDg 



ienedair : 

As if the pomp of rituals, and the savor 
Of gums and spioes eonld the Unseen 
One please ; 
Aa if his ear could bend, with chfldiah 

favor, 

To the poor flattery of the organ keys ! 

Feet red from war-fields trod the chnrch 

aisles holy. 
With trembling rererenee : and the 

oppressor there. 
Kneeling before his priest^ abased and 

lowly. 

Crashed hnnaa hearts beneath his 
knee (tf pvayer* 

Kot such the service the benignant Father 
Bequireth at Ms eartUy children's 

h fin (Is : 

l^ot the T>oor offering of vain rites, but 
rather 

The simplft duty man from man de* 
manda 

For Earth he asks it : the foil joy of 

Heaven 

Knoweth no change of waning or in- 
crease ; 



The great heart of the Infinite beats eren^ 
Untroubled flows the river <^ his peace. 

He asks no taper lights, on high sur- 
rounding 

The priestly altar and the saintly grave, 
Nodolorous chant nor oigaumusic sound- 
ing. 

Nor incense doading np the twilight 
nave. 

For he whom Jesus loved hath truly 

sjx)ken : 

The holier worship which he deigns to 

bless 

Bestores the lost, and Unds I3ie sfrfrit; 

broken, 

And iSeeds the widowandtheiatherless I 

Types of our human weakness and our 

sorrow ! 

Who lives onhannted by his loved ones 

dead? 

"Wlio, with vain longing, seeketh not to 
borrow 

From .stranger eyes the home lights 
which have fled ? 

O brother man ! fold to thy heart thy 

brother ; 

Where pity dwells, the peace of God 
is inere ; 

To worship rightly is to love each other. 
Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed 
a prayer. 



Follow with lievezent steps the great 
ample ' 
Of Him whose holy work was ''doing 

good"; 

So shsll the wide earth seem onr Father's 

temple, 

Each loving life a psalm of gratitude. 

Then shall all shackles liUl ; the stomiy 

clangor 

Of wild war music o'er the earth shall 



Lore shall tresd out the baleful fire of 

anger, 

And in its ashes plant the tree of peace 1 

* 

THE DEMON OF THE STUDY. 

Tbb Brownie siti in the Scotchman's 

room, 

And eats his meat and drinks his ale. 
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And l>eat8 the maid with her unoaed 

broom. 

And thelftzy lout with his idle fhil. 
Bat he iweept the floor and thireahes tiie 

com, 

And hies him away ere the break of 
dawn. 

The shado of Denmark fled from the sun, 
And the Cockhiue ghost from the bam 
loft cheer, 

The fiend of Faiut was a faithful one^ 
Agrippa's demon wrought in fear, 

And the devil of Martin Luther aat 

By the stoat monk's s&le in social chat 

The Old Man of the Sea, on the neck of 

liini 

Who seven tines enMsed the deep, 
Twined closely each lean and withered 

limb, 

Like the nightmare in one's sleep. 
Bat he drank<nthe wine, andSindbaacast 
The evil weight from his hadL at last. 

But the demon that coroeth day by day 
To my quiet room and fireside nook, 
IfheTe the casement light fidla dim and 

On faded painting and ancient book, 
Is a sorrier one than any whose names 
An chronicled well by good King James. 

No bearer of burdens like Calihan, 
No runner of errands like Ariel, 
He eomes in the shape of a fat old man. 

Without rap of knuckle or pull of bell ; 
And whence he comes, or whitlu'r he goes, 
I know as I do of the wind which blows. 

A stout old man with a greasy hat 
Slouched heavily down to hia dark, 

red nose. 

And two gray eyes enveloped in fkt, 
Looking through glasses with iron 

hows. 

Kead ye, and heed ye, and ye who can, 
CkiAid well your doon mm that old 
mant 

He comes with a careless * * How d' ye do ? " 
And seats himself in my elbow-chair ; 

And my morning i>a{H'raiid pamphlet new 
Fall forthwith under liis special care. 
And he wipes his glasses and clears his 
throalj 

And* button by battoo, nnfoldthis oott 



And then he reads from papf»r and book^ 

in a low and husky asthmatic tone. 
With the stolid sameness of postors and 

look 

Of one who reads to hinLself alone ; 
And hour after hour ou my senses come 
That hnsky wheeie and that dolorous 



The price of stocks, the auction sales. 
The poet's song and the lover's glee. 

The horrible murders, the seaboard gBki^ 
The marriage list, and the jcu (T eiprit. 

All reach my ear in the self-same tone, — > 

I shudder at each, bnt the fiend reads <m ! 

0, sweet as the lapse of water nt noon 
O'er the mossy roots of some forest tree^ 

The sigh of the wind in the woods of Jane, 
Or sound of flutes o'er a moonlight sea. 

Or the low soft musio, perchance, which 
seems 

To float thnmgh the slumbering singer's 
dreams^ 

So sweet, so dear is the silvery tone, 
Of her in whose features 1 sometimes 
look, 

As T sit at f've by her side alone. 
And we read by tuTus from the self- 
same book, — 
Some tale perhaps of the olden time^ 
Some loveriionianoeorqnaintoldrhyineh 

Then when the story is one of woe, — 
Some prisoner's plaint throng hisdnn* 

geon-bu", 

Her blue eye glistens with tears, and low 
Her voice sinks down like a moan afar; 
And I seem to hear that prisonei's wafl. 
And his Ihoe looka on sue worn and pak. 

And when she reads some merrier song, 

Her voice is glad as an April bird's, 
And when the tale is of war and wrongs 
A trumpet's summons is in her words. 
And the rush of the hosts I seem to hear. 
And see the tossing of plume and spear 1 — 

0, pity me then, when, day by day. 
The stout tiend darkens my parlor door; 

And reads me perchance the adf^sanie lay 
Which melted in music, the night be* 

fore, 

From lip® as the lips of Hylas sweet, 
And moved like twin roses which zephyrs 
meetl 
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I cross my floor with a nervous tread, 

I whistle and laugh and sing andahout, 
I flourish my cane above hia need. 

And stir up the fire to roast hitn out ; 
I topple the chairs, and drum on the jmne, 
And press my hands on my ears, in vain ! 

I *ve studied Glanville and James the wise, 
And wizard black-letter tfxnes which 
treat 

Of demons of every name and ais^ 
Which a Chriafcian man ia j^peaomed to 

meet, 

Bat never a hint and never a line 
Can I find of a leading fiend Iflce mine. 

I 'to crossed the Psalter with Brady and 

Tate, 

And laid the Primer above them all, 

I 've nailed a horseshoe over the grate, 

And hung a wig to my parlor wall 
Ouce worn by a learned Judge, they 
say. 

At Salem oooit in the tritehoiaft day I 

*• Conjuro te, sceleraHsrime, 
AMnadtmim locum f'*-^ ML 

Like a'viaiblc nightmare he sits by me, — 
The exorcism has lost its skill ; 

And 1 hear again in my haunted room 

The hnaky wheese and tilie dolorona hum t 

Ah ! — rommend me to Mary Magdalen 
With her sevenfold plagues, — to the 
wandering Jew, 
^ To the tenon which hannted Onsfeea 
when 

The furies his midnight curtains drew, 
But charm him off, ye who charm him 
can. 

That leading demon, that &t old man 1 

THE PUMPEIK. 

0, OBEEKLT and fair in the lands of the 
sun, 

The Tinea of the gomd and the riefa 

melon nin, 

And the rock and the tree and the cot- 
tage enfold, 

imth broad leaves all gnenneai and 
blossoms all gold, 

like tliat which o'er JS^ineveh's prophet 
-once grew, 

While he wuted to know that hia waniF 
ing waa trui^ 



And longed for the storm-cloud, and 

listened in vain 
For the rush of the whirlwind and red 

fire-rain. 

On the banks of the Xenil the dark 

Spanish maiden 
Comes np witii the firnit of the tangled 

vme laden ; 
And the Creole q£ Cuba lauj^ out to 

behold 

Through orange-leares shining the broad 
spheres of gold ; 

Yet with dearer delist firom hia home 
in the North, 

On the fields of his harvest the Yankee 
looks forth. 

Where crook-neclcs are coiling and yel- 
low fruit shines. 

And the sun of September melta down 
on hia Tinea. 

Ah t on Thanksgiving day, when firafei 

East and from West, 
From North and from South come the 

pilgi im and gueet. 
When the gray-haired New-Englander 

sees round his board 
The old broken linka of affection m- 

stored. 

When the eaie-wearied man aeeka hia 

mother once more, 
And the worn matron smiles where the 

girl smiled before, 
What moistens the lip and what bright- 

ens the eye ? 
What calls back the past, like the xioh 

Pumpkin pie F 

0, — fruit loved of boyhood t — the old 

days recalling, 
When wood-grapes were purpling and 

brown nuts were falling ! 
When wild, ugly faces we carved in ita 

skin, 

Olaring out through the dark with a 

candle within 1 
When we laughed round the corn-heap^ 

with hearts all in tune, 
Omr ehair a broad pumpkin, — our ]aa« 

tern the moon. 
Telling tales of the iiury who travelled 

like steam. 
In a pumpkin-shell ooaoli, with two xati 

for her team] 
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• 

Tlien Humlcs Ibr fhy preaeiitt-^ nana 

sweeter or better 
£'er smokt^d from an oven or ended a 

platter 1 

Fairer hands never wionght at a pastry 
more fine, 

Br^ihtcr eyes never watched o'er its 

baking, than thine ! 
And the prayer, which my montli ia too 

full to express. 
Swells my hiai-t that thy shadow may 

never be less. 
That the days of thy lot may be length- 
ened below, • 
And thi fame of thy worth like a ponq^ 

kin-vine grow, 
And thy life be as sweet, and its last 

sunset sky 
Qolden-tinted and fiadr aa fhy own 

l:'umpkiu pie 1 



EXTRACT FROM "A TTEW ENG- 
LAND LEGEND." 

How lias New En|^and*a vomanoe fled!. 

Even as a vision of the moniing 1 
Its rites forodoric, — its guardians €U9adf—> 
Itspricstesses, bereft of dread. 

Waking the veriest urchin's aeomlng ! 
Oone like the Indian wizard's yell 

And fire-dance round the ma^^c rock. 
Forgotten like the Druid's spell 

At moonrise by his holy oak t 
No more along the shadowy glen. 
Glide the dim jjjhosts of murdered men ; 
No*more the un«]^aiet churchyard dead 
Glimpse upward from their tarfy bed. 

Startling the traveller, late and lone ; 
As, on some night of starless weather. 
They silently commune together, 

Each sitting on his own nead-atone I 
The roofless house, decayed, deaeitady 
Its living tenants all departed. 
No longer riu^s with midnight revel 
Of witeh, or gnost, or goblin evil ; 
No pale blue flame sends out its flashes 
Through creviced roof and shattered 

sashes ! — 
The witch-grass ronnd the hazel spring 
May sharply to the iiifjht-air sing, 
But there no more shall withered hags 
liefresh at ease their broomstick nags. 
Or taste those haxel-shadowed waters 
As beverage meet for Satan's daughters ; 
No more their mimic tones be heard, — 
The mew of cat, — the chirp of bird, — 



Shrill Uen^Bagwilli diolioanKrlaiightci 
Of the fell demon following after I 

The cautious gfxxhnan nuils no mora 
A horsesJioc ou his out«T door. 
Lest some unseemly hag should fit 
To Ids own mouth her oddle-bit, — 
The guodwife's churn no more refuses 
its wonted cuiinanr uses 
ITntU, with heated needle burned. 
The witch has to her pkce retunied I 
Our witches are no longer old 
And wrinkled beldames, Satuu-sold, 
But young and gay and laugliing crear' 
tures. 

With tlie heart'a fnmyhin^ on thflir.fiaft- 

tures, — 

Their sorcery — the light which dancea 
Where the raised lid unveils its glaooea; 
Or that low-bi-eathc^d and gentle tone. 
The music of Love's twilight houra^ 
Soft, dream-likc, as a fairy's moan 

Above her niglitly closing flowen^ 
Sweeter tlian that which sighed of yoif, 
Along the channe<l Ausoniun .shore 1 
Lveu she, our own weird lu; roine, 
. Sole Pythoness of ancient Lynn, 

Sleeps calmly where thelivinglaidllfle 
And the wide realm of sorcery. 
Left by its latest mistress free, 
Haw found no gi-ay and akiOed in* 
vader : 

So perished Albion's "glnmmarye,** 

With him in Melrose Abbey sleeping^ 
Hia eharmed torch beside his knee, 
That even the dead himself might see 

The ma^c scroll within his keeping; 
And now our modem Yankee sticij 
Nor omens, spells, nor mysteries ; • 
And naught above, below, aronnd. 
Of life or death, of sight or sound, 

Whate'er its nature, form, or look^ 
Excites his terror or surprise, — 
All seeming to his knowing eyea 
Familiar as his '* catecliize," 

Or Webster's SpeiUng-Book." 

HAMPTON BEACH. 

The sunlight glitters keen and biighl^ 

Where, miles away. 
Lies stretching to my dazzled sight 
A luminous belt, a misty light. 
Beyond the dark pine blttfis and waitn 
of sandy gray. 

The tremulous sliadow of tibe Seal 
Ag^kinst its ground 
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Of silvery Vipht, rock, hill, and tree, 
•Still as u ])iclure, clear aud free. 
With Tao'ing ootlbie HMsk the ooMt for 
mi^ff uDiuiid* 

On — on — we tread witli loose-flung 

fcin • 
Onr st'award way, 
ThfOQgh dark -green fields and bloa- 

somiog grain, 
When the wild brier-nae akirta the 

lane, 

And bends abore oar 
locoatapray. 

Ha 1 like a kind band on my hnnr 

Con)t's tlii.s fri'sh breeze. 
Cooling its dull and feverish glow, 
linuk through my being aeeins to flow 
The breath of a new Uie^ — the heidiqg 
oftheMBl 

Kow rest we, where this grassy monnd 
His feet hath set 

In the great waters, which have bound 
His granite ankles greenly round 
With long and tangled moss, aud weeds 
with eool spray wet 

Good by to pain and care 1 X take 
Mine ease to-day : 
' Here where these sonny waters break. 

And ripples this k(H*n bn czo, T sliake 
All boidens fi-oni tlic hearty all weaiy 
thoughts away. 

I draw a freer breath — I flqem 

Like nil T see — 
Waves in the sun — the white- winged 
gleam 

Of sea-birds in the slanting beam — 
And far-off sails whidi flit before the 
soath-wind free. 

So when Time'sTdl shall ftU amnder. 

The son! may know 
No fearful change, nor sudden wonder. 
Nor sink the weight of mystery under, 
But with the vpiward rise^ and with the 
Tastness grow. 

And all we shrink from now may seem 

No new rerealing ; 
Pamiliar as our childhood's stream. 
Or jileasant memory of a dream 
The loved and cherished Past upon the 
' new life stealing. 



Serene and mild the untried 1^ 

May have its dawning ; 
And, as in sammM^s noruein ni^^xfc 

The cveninf; and the dawn unite. 
The SOnset hues of Time blend with tho 
soul's new morning. 

1 sit alone ; in foam and spray 

Wave after wave 
Breaks on the rocks which, stem and 
gray. 

Shoulder the broken tide away, 
Ormvnnurs hoarse and strong thion|^ 
BMimy cleft and cave. 

What heed T of the dusty land 

And noisy town ? 
I sec the mighty deep expand 
From its wliue line of glimmering sand 
To where tiie blue of heaven on Unar 
vraves shots down ! 

In listless quietude of mind, 

I yield to all 
The change of cloud and wave and 

wind 

And passive on the flood reclined, 
I wander with the wavea^ and with them 
rise and lalL 

But look, thou dreamer 1 — wave and 

shore 
In hIi.hIow Ho ; 
The night-wind warns me back once 

more 

To where, my natiye hill-tops o'er. 
Bends like an arch of fiie the glowiqg 
sunset sky. 

So then, beach, Unfl^ and wave, fare- 
well 1 

T-bear with me 
No token stone nor glittering shell, 
Bnt long and oft ahdl Memoiy tdl 
Of this brief thoughtfol hoar of musing 
by the Sea. 



LIKE8» 

WRITTEN ON HEARING OF THB DEATH 
OF 8ILAS WRIGHT OF NEW TOSX. 

As they who, tossing midst the stwm at 

night. 

While turning shoreward, where ft 
beacon ahone^ 
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Heet the walled blackness of the 
heaven alone. 

So, on the turbulent waves of party tossed, 
In gloom and tempest, men have seen 
thy light 

Quenched in the darkness. At thy 

hour of noon, 
While life was pleasant to thy undimmed 

sight, 

And, day by day, within thy spirit grew 
A holierhope than young Ambition knew, 
As through thy rural (luiet, not in vain, 
Pierced the sharp thrill of Freedom's cry 
of pain, 

Han of the millions, thou art lost too 

soon ! 

Portents at which the bravest stand 

aghast, — 
The birth-throes of a Future, strange 

and vast, 

Alarm the land ; yet thou, so wise 

and strong. 
Suddenly summoned to the burial bed, 
Lapped in its slumbers deep and ever 

long, 

Hear*st not the tunralt surging overhead. 
Who now shall rally Freedom's scatter- 
ing host ? 

Who wear the mantle of the leader lost ? 
Who stay -the march of slavery T He 

whose voice 
• Hath called thee from thy task-field 

shall not lack 
Tet bolder champions, to beat bravely 

back 

The wrong which, through his poor ones, 

reaches Him : 
Tet firmer hands shall Freedom's torch- 
lights trim. 
And wave them hi|^ BCMn the abys- 
mal black, 
Till bound, dumb millioins there shall 
see them and rqoioe. 
]0t4ma.,lM7. 

LIKES, 

AOOOMPANYINO MxVNUSCRIPTS PRESENT- 
BD TO ▲ FRIBND. 

T 18 said that in the Holy Land 

The angels of the ]»lace have blessed 
Th<^ }iili^iini's lii'd of desert sand. 
Like Jacob's stone of rest. . 

That down the hush of Syrian skies 
Some sweet-Toiced saint at twilight 
aings 



The song whose holy symphoniea 
Are beat by unseen wmgs ; 

Till starting from his sandy bed, 
The wayworn wanderer looks to lea 

The halo of an angel's head 
Shine through uie tamaiisk-tiee. 

So through the shadows of my way 
Thy smile hath fallen soft and oleaTy 

So at the weary close of day 
Uath seemed thy voice of cheer. 

That pilgrim pressing to his goal 

May ]»a!ise not for the vision's sski^ 
Yet all lair things within his soul 
The thought of it shall wake : 

The graceful palm-tree by the well. 
Seen on the far horizon's rim ; 

The dark eyes of the licet gazelle, 
Bent timidly on him ; 

£ach pictured saint, wliose golden hair 
Streams sunlike through the convent's 
gloom ; 

Pale shrines of martyrs young and ftir» 
And loving Mary's tomb ; 

And thua each tint or shade which 
From aunset cloud or waving tree. 

Along ray pilginm patli, recalin 
The pleasant thought of thee. 

Of one in sun and shade the same. 
In weal and woe my steady friend. 

Whatever by that holy name 
The angels comprehend. 

Not blind to faults and follies, thou 
Hast never faile^l the good to se^. 

Nor judged by one unseemly bough 
The upward-struggling tree. • 

These light leaves at thy feet 1 lay, — 
Poor common thoughts on common 
things, 

Whifli time is sliaTcinir, dnv by day, 
Like feathei-9 from his wings, — 

Chance shootings from a frail life-tree^ 

To nnrtnrinfi care but little known. 
Their ^imd was partly learned of thee^ 
Their folly is my own. 

That tree still elasps the kindly mould. 
Its leaves still drink the twdight dew. 
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And weaving its pale green with gold. 
Still shiniis the simUght throng. 

Than Mi tlta mMning zephyrs play, 
And there at times the spring biid 

sings, 

And mossy trunk and fading spray 
Ave lowered with glus^y wings. 

Yet, even in genial snn and rain, 

Boot, branch, and leaflet fail and fade ; 

The wanderer on its lonelv plain 
.Erekmg shall miss its snade. 

O friend beloveii, whose cnrious skill 
Keeps bright the last year's leaves 

and flowers. 
With warm, glad smmiifir t^w^ti to 

fill 

The cold, dark, winter hours 1 



on thy heart, the leaves I Iniqg 
May well defy the wintry cold. 
Until, iu Heaven's eternal spring, 
Lifi^B ftirer anes imfold. 



. THE EEWAKD. 

Who^ looking backward from hia man- 
hood's piime, 
Sees not tlx- s] u'< tre of his misspent time ! 

And, through the shade 
Of fhnml cypress planted thidt behind, 
Boais no reproachfol whisper on the 

wind 

From his loved dead ? 

"Who bean no trace of passion's eril 

force ? 

Who shuns thy sting, 0 terrible Ke- 

moTsef — 
Who does not ca5?t 
On the thronged pages of his memory's 

book, 

At times, a sad and half-iehietant look, 
Bi^iretfulofthepastf 

Alas 1 — the evil which we fain would* 
shtin 

We do, and leave the wished-for good 

undone : 
Our strength to-day 
Is Imt to*monrow's weakness, pnme to 

fall; 

Poos', blind, unprofitable servants all 
Are we alway. 



Yet who^ thus lookii^ Wlcwaid 

his years, 

Feels not his eyelids wet with grateful 
tears. 

If he hath been 
Permitted, weak md sinful as he was. 
To cheer and aid, in some ennobling 



His Cellow-men I 

If he hath hidden the outcast, or let in 
A ray of sunshine to the cell of sin, — 

If he hath lent 
Strength to the weak, and, in an hour of 

need. 

Over the suifering, mindless of his creed 
Or home, hath bent, 

He has not lived in vain, and while he 

gives 

The praise to Him, in whom he morea 

and lives. 
With thankful heart ; 
He gazes backward, and with hope 
before. 

Knowing that from hia works he never* 

more 

Can henceforth part. 



BAPHAEL. 

I SHALL not soon forget that aldit : 
The glow of autumn's western^ dagr» 

A hazy warmth, a dreamy light. 
On Baphaei's picture lay. 

It was a simple print I saw, 
The fair face of a musing boy ; 

Yet, while I gazed, a sense of awe 
i>eemed blending with my joy. 

A simple print : — the graceful flow 
Of boyhood's soft and wavy hair, 
And fresh young lip and cheek, and 
brow 

Unmarked and clear, were there. 

Yet through its sweet and calm repose 
I saw the inward spiiit shine ; 

It was as if before me rose 
The white veil of a shrine. 

As if, as Gothland's sage has told. 

The hidden life, the man within, 
Dissevered from its frame and mould^ 
By mortal eye were seen. 
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it the Biting of that eye, 

The waving of that i)i(:tured hand ? 
Loose as a cloud-wreath on thio aky^ 
I saw the walls expand. 

TI10 narrow room had vanished, — space, 

Broad, himinous, remained alone, 
Through which all hues and ahapes of 
grace 

.And Deaoty loalml or ahcaai 

Around the mighty master came 
The mamU whush Ma pendl wimi|^ 

Those miraelee of power whose frme 
la wide aa human thonght. 

There drooped thy more than mortal 

face, 

O Mother, beautiful and mild t 
Enfolding in one dear embrace 
Thy Savioiirand thy C3ifld I 

The rapt brow of the Desert John $ 
The awful glory of that day 

When all the Faniei'a biightneaa dume 
Thfongh manhood*a Teuof day. 

And, midst gray prophet foims, and 
wild 

Dark visions of tlio da3r8 of old, 
How sweetly wotnan's Ixiauty smiled 
Through locks of brown and ipld I 

Thert Fomaiina'a fair young bee 
Once more upon her lo^er ahona^ 

"Whose nio<l(»l of an angel's graoe 
He borrowed fi-om her own. 

fiDow passed that yisien ftom my view, 

But not the lesson which it taught ; 
Tlie soft, calm shadows which IttnreW 
•Still rested on my thought : 

The trath, that painter, bard, and sage. 
Even in Eartn'a cold and changeAil 

clime. 

Plant for their deathless heritage 
The fruita and floweia of time. 

We shape ourselves the joy or fear 
Of which the coming life is niadej. 

And fill our Future's atmosphere 
With amuihine or with ahade. 

The tissue of the Life to be 

We weave with colors aU our own. 



And in the field of Deatiny 
We nap aa we hftve aown. 

Still shall the soul around it call 
The ahadowa whieh it gathered hera^ 

And, {lainted on the ctrrnal waU^ 
The Past abaU reappear. 

Think ye the notes of holy song 

On Milton's tuneful ear have died ? 
Think ye that Kaphat I's anf^cl throng 
lias vanished irum'his side f 

O no I — We live our life again ; 

Or warmly touched, or coldly dim. 
The jjictures of the Past remain, — > 

llan*a wodn ahaii fiiUofir him 1 



LUCY UOOPKR.« 

They tell me, Lucy, thou art dead, — 
That all of ^heewe loved and che» 

ished 

Has with tiqr Munmer toaaa peib 

ished ; 

And left, as its young beauty fled. 

An ashen memory in its stead,— 
The twilifrht of a ]>arted day 

Wh ose t'adinj^ light is cold and vain| 
Tlie heart's faint erlio of a strain 

Of low, sweet music jjasHed away. 
Tliat true and loving heart, — that ^ift 

Of a mind, eanieKt, clear, profound^ 
Bestowiiifi, with a ^'hul unthrift, 

It« sunny light on all around. 
Affinities which only could 
Cleave to the pure, the trae, and good| 

And s^'^llpathie,s wliii h foniifl no lest^ 

Save with the loveliest and best. 
Of them — of thee — remains there 
naught 

But sorrow in the monmer's breast f*^ 
A shatlow in the land uf thought ? 
No ! — Even 7ny weak and trembling 
faith 

Can lift for thee the veil whirh doubt 
And human fear have drawn about 
The all-awaiting scene of death. 

Even as thon wast I see thee still | 
An<l, save tlie absence of all ill 
And pain and weariness, which hero 
Sammoned the sigh or wrung the teai^ 
The same as when, two summers backg 
Beside our childhooil's Merrimack, 
1 saw thy dark eye wander o'er 
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Stream, snnny upland, rocky sliore. 
Ami heard thy low, soft voice alone 
Midst laiwe of waters, and the tone 
Of pine-leaves by the west-wind blown. 
Till ro 's not achann of s<»ul or brow, — 

Of all we knew and loved in thee^ — 
But live« in holier beauty now, 

Bnptized in immortality I 
Not mine the sad and free2inft dream 

Of souls that, with theirearthly mould, 

Cast off the loves and joys of old, — 
Unbodied, like a pale moonbeam. 

As pure, as passionless, and cold ; 
Nor mine the liojie of Itulm's son. 

Of slumbering in oblivion's rest, 
life's m3rrads Mending into one^ — 

In blank annihilation blest $ 
r)ust-atoms of the infinite, — 
Sparks scattered from the central light. 
And winning baek through mortal pain 
nu'ir old unconsrionsnesa afjain. 
JJo ! — 1 havcFKiKNiksin Spirit Land, — 
l^ot shadows in a shadowy band. 

Not otkerst hot Iftmtaelvflt an they. 
And still 1 think of them the same 
As when the Master's summons came ; 
Their change, — the holy mom-light 
breaking 

Vpon the dream-worn sleeper, waking, — 
A change from twilight into day. 

They *Te laid thee midst the honaehold 

graves, 

Where father, brother, sister lie ; 
Below thee sweep the dark blue waves, 

Above thee liends the summer sky. 
Thy own loved c hurch in sadnesBTead 
Her solemn ritual o'er thy head. 
And blessed and hallowed with her 
prayer 

The tnif laid lightly o*^eT thee there. 

That church, whose ritfs and liturgy, 
Sublitiie and old, were truth to thee, 
Undoubted to thy bosom taken, 
As symbols of a faith nnahaken. 
Even I, of simpler views, could feel 
The bc-anty of thy trust and 7:<'al ; 
And, owning not thy creed, could see 
How deep a trath it seemed to thee. 
And how thy ferA-ent heart had thrown 
O er all, a eolonng of its own. 
And kindled up, intense and warm, 
A life in ereiy rite and form, 
As, when on uliebar's banks of old. 
The Hebrew's goi-geous vision rolled, 
A spirit tilled the vast machine, — 
Afife *< within tha wheels" waa seen. 



Farewell ! A little time, and we 
Who knew thee well, and loved thae 

here. 

One after one shall follow thee 

As pilgrims through the gste of fBar, 

Which opens on eternity. 

Yet shall we cheri&h not the less 
All that is left our hearts meanwlula ; 

The memory of thy loveliness 

Shall round our weary y>athway smiley 

Like njooulight when the sun has set, — 

A sw^t and tender ladianoe yet 

Thoughts of thy oleai^ed aenaa of 
duty, 

Thy generous scorn of all things 
wrong, — 

The truth, the tbengtli, the graoefiil 

beauty 

Which blended in thy song. 
All lovely things, by thee hdoved, 

Sliall whisper to our hearts of thee ; 
These green hiUsy where thy «^liil*^h/y>^ 
roved, — 

Yon rbmr winding to the sea, — * 
The sunset light of autumn eves 

Reflecting on the deep, still ilords, 
Clond, crimson sky, and trembling 
leaves 

Of lainhow-tinted woods, — 
These, in our view, shall henceforth tako 
A tenderer meaning for thy sake ; 
And anthou lovedat of earth and sky. 
Seem aacied tothy memoiy. 



CHANNIKO.** 

Not vainly did old poets tell, 
Nor vainly did old genius paint 

God's great and crowning miracle, — 
The hero and the saint t 

For even in a faithless day 

Can we our sainted ones discern ; 

And feel, while with them on the way. 
Our hearts within ns hum. 

And thiis the common tongue and jien 
Which, world-wide, echo Chamiuko's 

fame, 

As one of Heaven's anointed men. 
Have sanctified his name. 

In vain shall Rome her ]>ortals Imr, 

And shut from liiin her saintly prize^ 
Whom, in the world's great cal^diu;. 

All men shall canonize. 
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By Narragansett^t tnnny bay. 

Beneath his gn'Pii emuowering WOOdf 
To me it seeins but yesterday 
Since at his side 1 stood. 

The slopes lay green with snmmer rains. 
The western wind blew Ixiifth and 
free. 

And gUmmeiod down the Mehani lanes 
Tha white nuf of the aea. 

"With us was one, who, calm and true, 
Life's highest pui-pose undentood. 

And, like his blessed Master, knew 
The joy of doing good. 

Uakarned, miknowii to lettered hmn. 

Yet on the lips of England's poor 
And toiling millions dwelt his name^ 
With blessings evermoi'e. 

Unluiown to power or place, yet where 
The sun looks o'er the Carib sea. 

It blended with the freeman's prayer 
And song ot jubilee. 

He told of Englaml's sin and wrong, — 
The ills her sullering children know, — 

The st^ualor of the oitfn throng, — 
The green field's want and woe. 

O'er Clianning's face the tenderness 
Of sympathetio sorrow stole^ 

Like a stiU shadow, passionless, — 
The soiTOW of the sooL 

Bat when the gmenins Briton told 
How hearts were answering to his 

own, 

And Freedom's rising murmur roiled 
Up to the doll-eand throne, 

I saw, methought, a glad surprise 

Thrill through that frail and psin- 
wom frame, 

And, kindling in those deep, ealm ^yoi^ 
A StiU and earnest flame. 

His few, brief words were such as move 
The human heart,— 'the Faith*aown 
seeds 

"Which ripen in the soil of love 
To high heroic deeds. 

iTo bars of sect or clime were felt, — 
The Babel strile of tongues had 
ceased, — 



And at one common altar kndt 
The Quaker and the priest. 

And not in vain : with strength renewed^ 

And zeal relVesheil, an<l hope less dim. 
For that brief nieetiiit,', each pursued 
The path allotted hirn. 

How echoes yet eaeh Western hill 
And vale with Chauning's dying 
word 1 

How are the hearts of freemen still 
By that great warning stirred 1 

The stranger treads his native soil, • 
And pleads, with zeal unfelt befioTO 

The honest right of British toil. 
The claim of England's poor. 

Before him time- wrought barriers fall. 
Old fears subside, ol«l hativds melt. 

And, stretching o'er the sea's blue wall, 
The Saxon greete the Celt 

The yeoman on the Scottish lines. 
The Sheffield grinder, worn and grim* 

The delver in the Cornwall mines^ 
Look np with hope to him. 

Swart smiters of the glowing steel. 
Dark feeders of the foife's flame. 

Pale watrhers nt the loom and whee!, 
iiepeat his honored name. 

And thns the inflnence of that hour 

Of ooiiverseon Khode Island's fitrsnd» 
Lives ill the calm, resistless power 
Which moves our father-iaud. 

God ble<:sf's still the generous thought. 
And still the fitting wonl He s]>e»'d3. 

And Truth, at his requiring taught. 
He qnickens into deeds. 

Where is the victory of the grave t 
What dust upon the spirit lies t 

Qod keeps the sacred life he gare^ — 
The prophet never dies I 

* 

ID THB niOIIT OF 

CHARLES B. STORKS, 

LATE P&E&ISENT OF WF.STE&N &E8ERTX 

COI.LKGE. 

Thou hast fallen in thine armor. 
Thou martyr of the Lord I 
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With thy last buMtli ttjmg, **On^ 
ward !" 
And thy hand upon ths ftviml* 

Tlit^ li;\ugnty heart derideth. 

And tlio siiiliil lij> n'viU's, 
But the blf s^ing of the perishing 

Afound thy piilow nniles 1 

• 

When to nnr rnp of tn'mbliiig 

The added drop is given. 
And the long-suspended thunder 

Falls tembly fnmi Hruvi-n, — 
Wlu'n a new ami f- arful freedom 

Is protfered of the iioiti 
To the slow-consuming Famine^ — 

The PestUenoe and Swoid I — 

Wlien the refuges of Falsehood 
Shall be swept away in wrath. 

And tlie temple shall be shaken, 
its idol, to the earth, — 

Shall not thy words of warning 
Be all remcmliered then T 

And thy now unheeded message 
Bom in the hearts of men f 

Oppression's hand may scatter 

Its nettles on thy tomis 
And even Christian bosoms 

Deny thy memory room ; 
For lying lips shall torture 

Thy merqr into crime. 
And the slanderer shall flooiidl 

As the hay-tree for a time. 

Bnt where the wmtVwind lingers 

On Carolina's pines. 
Or falls the cjireh'ss sunbeam 

Down Georgia's golden mines, — 
Whers now heneatn his bnrthen 

The toiling slave is driven, 
Where now a tyrant's mockery 

Is offered unto Ueaven, — 

Wlicre Mammon hath its altard 

Wet o'er M ith human blood. 
And pride and lust debases 

The workroanriup of God, — 
Tliere shall thy" praise he spoken. 

Redeemed from Falsfliood's ban. 
When the fetters shall be broken. 

And the jlcnw diall he a mamt 

Joy to thy spirit, brother ! 

A thousand hearts are warm, — 
A thousand kindred hoeoma 

Are haring to the stonn. 



Wliat though red-handed Yiolenoe 
With secret Fraud combice ! 

Tlie wall of iUe is roond us, — 
Onr Prassnt Help waa thine. 

Lo, — the waking up of nations^ 

FInhb SlaTelys fnal sleep, ^ 
The murmur of a Universe, — 

Deep calling unto Deep 1 
Joy to thy spirit, brother ! 

On every wind of heaven 
The onward chev and summons 

Of FuBDOM'a TOiOB is given I 

Glory to God forever ! 

Ueyond the despot's will 
The soul of Freedom livetil 

Imperishable still. 
The words which thou hast uttered 

Are of that soul a part. 
And the good seed thou hast scattand 

Is springing irom the heart. 

In the evil days before ns. 

And the trials yet to come, — 
In th*' sliadow of the prison. 

Or the cruel martyrdom, -— 
We will think of thee, O brother I 

And thy sainted name shall b0 
In the blessing of the captive, 

And the anthem of the free. 
IBM. 

LINES, 

ON THE DEATH OF 8. O. TORRET./ 

Gone before us, O our brother^ ■ 

To the spirit-land ! 
Yainly look we for another 

In thy place to stand. 
Who shall offer youth and beauty 

On the wasting shrine 
Of a stem and Inty duty. 

With a frith like thine t 

0, thy gentle smile of greeting 

Wlu> again shall see f 
Who amidst the solemn meetiqg 

Gaze fu^in on thee ? — 
Who, when peril eathers o'er us^ 

Wear ao ealm a mow f 
Who, with evil men before n% 

So serene as thou t 

Early hath the spoiler found thee^ 
fifotheir of our love t 
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Aotoimi'g fiided Math nrniA tiiee, 
And ite Btorms abovi; ! 

Evermore that turf I in lightly, 
And, with future showers. 

O'er thy slimiben fresh and brightly 
Blow the lammflr flowei* I 

In the locks thy forehead gracing 

Not a silvery streak ; 
Nor a line of sorrow's tracing 

On thy fair young cheek ; 
Eyes of light and lips of rosesi 

Such as Hylas wore, — 
Over all that curtain eloaai^ 

Which ahalliiae no mora I 

Will the vigil Love is keeping 

Round that gnive of thmo, 
Honmfully, like Jazer weeing 

Over Sibraah'a vine,** — 
Will the pleasant memories, swelling 

Gentle nearts, of thee, 
3n the spirit's distant dwelling 

AU unheeded be ! 

If the apirit ever gazes. 

From its jonmeyings, back; 
If the immortal ever traces 

O'er its mortal track ; 
Wilt thoa not, O brother, meet na 

Somptimps on our way. 
And, in hours of sadneas, greet na 

As a spirit may ? 

Peace he with thee, 0 OOT brother. 

In the 8pirit-land ! 
Vainly look we for another 

In thy place to atandL 
Unto Truth and Freedom glTing 

All thy early ]»owers, 
Be thy virtues with the living 

And thy spirit onxa t 



A LAMENT. 

Knoweth it not our sorrow ; Aoswexetti not 
lis Miwlm to ogg tmn T *» 



Thb circle ia broken, — one seat is for- 
saken, — 

One bud from the tree of oar firiendahip 

is shaken, — 
One heart from among ua no longer 

shall thrill 
With jog in our gladne«^ or grief in oor 



Weep ! — lonely and lowly an dombeiw 

ing now 

The light of her glanoel^ the pride-of lur 
brow, 

Weep ! sadly and long ihall we liatea 

in vain 

To hear the loft tonet of bar wikomo 

again. 

Oi?e oar tears to the dead t For homaa- 

ity's claim 
£"1001 its silence and darkneaa is ever the 

same ; 

Tlie hope of that World whoae exiBtenee 

18 bliss 

Kay not stiile the teaia of the moumera 
of this. 

For, oh !• if one gbnoe the freed apirit 

can throw 

On the Kcene of ita troubled probation 

below. 

Than the pride of the marble, the ]K>n)p 

of the dea<], 
To that glance will be dearer the teaia 

which we shed. 

0, who can foiget the ndld light of her 
ffinil^ 

Over lipe moved wUli nmaio and liseling 

the while — 
The eye'a deep enchantment, dark, 

dream-like, and dear, 
In the ^low of ita ghdneai, the ahade of 

Its tear. 

And the eharm of her featares, while 

over the whole 
Played the hue» of the heart and the 

sunshine of soul, — 
And the tones of her Tirfoe, like the*ma- 

sic which aeema 
Hoimured low in oor ean the Angel 

of'dreams 1 

But holier and dearer oar memoriea hold 
Thoae treasures of feelings mote preoioaa 

than gold, — 
The love and the kindness and pity 

which gave 
Fresh flowers for tho hridal, green 

wreaths for the grave I 

The heart ever o^en to Charity's claim. 
Unmoved from its pnipoae by oenanra 
and blame, 
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Whfltt Tiiiily ftliks <m liar vyt Mid liflr 

ear 

Fell the .^oorn of the heartl«88| the jest- 
ing uud jeer. 

How trno to our hearts ma fhit beauti- 
ful sleeper ! 

With smiles for the joyful, with teara 
for the weeper ! — 

Ye^ evermore prompt^ whether moom- 
fill or gay, 

With warnings in loTO to the paanng 
astray. 

For, though spotless herself flhe couM 

sorrow lor them 

Who sallied with evil the spirit^s pme 

gem ; 

And a sigh or a tear oonld the ecniig re- 
prove, 

And the sting of reproof was still tem- 
pered by love. 

As a cloud of the sunset, slow melting 

in heaven. 
As a star that is lost when the daylight 

is given, 

As a glad dream of slumber, which 

wakens in bliss. 
She hath passed to the world of the 

holy from this. 

DAKIEL WHEELER. 

fDAIim. WsmsR, a minister of the Society of 
Friends, anil vpho had laboreU In the cauM U taU 
Divine Miuittr in Great Britain, Ruwia, and the 
Islands of the Parific, ditnl in New York in the 
spring of 1840, whik on a religious vi^t to tlm 
ooontay.] 

0 DEARLY loved ! 
And^rthy of our lore I — No mors 
Thy aged form shall lise heforc 
The hnshcfl and waiting Avorshipper, 
In meek obedience utterance giving 
To words of truth, so fresh and livuig^ 
That, even to the inward sense. 
They bore nnonestioned evidence 
Of an anointed Messenger ! 
Or, bowing down thy nlver hair 
In reverent awfnlness of prayer, — 
The world, its time and sense, ahut 
out, 

The brightness of Faith's holy trance 

Gathered upon thy countenance. 

As if each lingering cloud of doubt, — 
The cold, dark shadows resting here 



In Time's tmlnminoos atmosphere, — • 

Were lifted by an ange/s hand, 
And through them on thy spiritual eye 
Shone down the blessedness on high. 

The i^iy of the Better Land t 

The oak has fallen i 

^Vhile, meet for no good work, the yine 

May yet its worthless branches twine. 

Who knoweth not that with thee foil 

A great man in our Israel ? 

Fallen, while thy loins were girded still. 
Thy feet with Zion's dews still wet. 
And in thy hand retaining yet 

Tlie pilgi-ini's staff and scallop-shell ! 

Unharmed and sa£e, where^ wild and 
fiee. 

Across the Neva's cold momss 
The breezes from the Frozen Sea 

With winter's arrowy keenness pass ; 
Or whcstt the unwaniing tropic gale 
Smote to the waves thy tattered sail. 
Or where the noon-hour's fervid heat 
A^ust Taliiti's mountains beat ; 

The same niysterions Hand which 
gave 

Deliverance upon land and wave, 
Tempered for thee the blasts which 
blew 

Ladoga's frozen surface o*er. 
And Idessed for thee the baleful dew 

Of evening upon Eimeo's shore. 
Beneath this sonny heaven of onts^ 
Midst our soft airs and openii^ flowers 

Hath given thee a grave 1 

His will be done^ 
Who seeth not as man, whose way 
Is not as oorst — 'T is well with 

thee ! 

Kor snximis doubt nor dark dionay 
Disquieted thy dosing day. 

But, evermore, thv soul could say, 

" My Father careth still for me I " 
Called from thy hearth and home, — 

from her. 

The last bud on thy household tree. 
The last dear one to minister 

In duty and in love to thee, 
From all which natore holdeth dear. 

Feeble with years and worn with 
pain. 

To seek our distant land again, 
Bound in the spirit, yet unknowing 
The things which should befall thee 
here. 

Whether for labor or for death. 
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In childlike trast serenely going 
To that kHt trial of thy iaith J 

O, far away. 
Where never shines our Northern star 

On tliat dark waste which Balboa saw 
Prom Darien's mountain^ stretching far, 
So strange, heaven-broad, and loue, that 
there, 

With forehead to its damp wind bare. 

He bent his mailed knee in awe j 
In many an isle whose coral feet 
The surges of that ocean beat, 
In tliy [Kilrn sliudows, Oahu, 

And Honolulu's silver bay. 
Amidst Owyhee's hills of bine. 

And taro-phdna of Tooboonai, 
Are gentle hearts, which lonj]j shall be 
Sad as our own at thought of thee, — 
AVorn sowers of Truth's holy seed, 
'WhoM Boob in weariness and need 

Were strengthened and lefiraehed by 
thine. 

For blessed by our Father's hand 
Was thy deep loye and tender ears, 

Thy ministry and fervent prayer, — 
Grateful as Kfvhol's clustered vine 
To Israel in a weary land ! 

And they who drew 
By thousands round thw, in the hour 
Of prayerful waiting, hushed and 
deep. 

That He who bade the Islands iDsep 

Silence before him, might renew 

Their strength with his unalumbering 
power. 

They too shsUnionm that thon art gaaa, 

That nevermon* thy aged lip 
Shall soothe tiie weak, the erring warn, 
Of those who first, rejoicing, hend 
Throogh thee tiie Qospel's glorious 
word, — 
Seals of thy true apostleship. 
And, if the hri^^test diadem, 
Whose gems 6t ^nay fHirely bum 
Around the ransomed ones in blisfl^ 
Be evermore reserved for them 
Who here, throng toil and sorrow, 
turn 

Many to ri,t^hteousTief?s, — 
May we not think of thee as wearing 
That star-like crown of light, and bear- 
ing. 

Amidst Hoayen's white and blissful 

l^nd. 

The fadeless palm-branch in thy hand ; 
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And joining with a seranh's toogm 

In that new song the t-hlers sun^ 
Ascribing to its lilessed Giver 
Thanksgiving, love, and praise Ibimr I 

Farewell ! 
And though the ways of Zion mourn 
When her strong ones are called awaj. 

Who like thyself have calmly borne 
The heat and burden of the day, 
Yet He who slumbereth not uur sleep- 
eth 

His ancient watch around us keepeth; 
Still, writ from his creating hand, 
2iew witnesses for Truth shall stand, — 
New instruments to sound abroad 
Tlie Gospel of a risen Lord ; 

To gilt her to the fold once mora 
The desolate and gone astray, 
The scattered of a cloudy day. 

And Zion's broken walls restore ; 
And, through the travail and the toQ 

Of true obedience, minister 
Beauty for ashes, and the oil 

Of joy for mourning, unto her I 
So shall her. holy bounds inerenso 
With walls of junise and gates of i>eace : 
So shall the Vine, which martyr teara 
And blood sustained in other years, 

With freslier life bo clothed upon ; 
And to the world in U-auty show 
Like the rose-plant of Jericho, 

And glorious as Lebanon 1 



]>ANI£L N£ALU 
I. 

Friend of the Slave, and yet the friend 
of all; 

Lover of peace, yet ever foremost when 
The need of battling Freedom called 

for men 

To plant the banner on the outer wall ; 
Gentle and kindly, ever at distress 
Melted to more than woman's tender- 
ness, 

Tetfirm and stesdHul^ at his duty's post 
Fronting the violence of a maddened 

host. 

Like some gray rock from wliich the 

waves are tossed t 
Knowing his deeds of loTs^ men ques* 

tinned not 

The faith of one whose walk and word 
were right, — 
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Who tranqnflly m life's gnat taak- 

field wrought, 
Andy side by side with evil, scarcely 
caught 

A stain u))onhispiIgriin garbof white : 
Fftonpt to ndiess another's wroii|^ his 

own 

Leaving to Time and Truth and Peui- 
tenob sloii/s. 

IT. 

Such wn.<< our friend. Fonnfid on the 

good old plan, 
A trae and brave and downright honest 

man ! — 

He blew no trnmpet in the market-place, 
Nor in the chui'ch with hypocritic face 
Supplied with cant the lack of Chiistian 
grace; 

Loathing pretenoep he did with cheexfol 

will 

What others talked of while their hands 

were still ; 
And, while lx)rd, Lord 1 " the pious 

tyrants cried, 
Who, in the poor, their Master crucified. 
Mis daily prayer, for better understood 
In acts than words, was simply doing 

GOOD. 

So calm, so constant was his rectitude. 
That by his loss slone we know its 

worth, 

And feel how trtic a man hss walked With 
us ou earth. 



TO MY FRIEND ON THE DEATH 
OF HIS SlSTEIi.** 

TsniB is a orie^ the depth of which 

another 
May never know ; 
Ye^ o*er the waters^ O my strickon 

brother ! 
To thee I go. 

I lean my heart imto thee^ sadly folding 

Thy hand in mine ; 
With even the weakness <n my sonl up- 
holding 

lAs strength of fEine. 

I DAVor knew, like thee^ the dear de- 
parted ; 
latoodnotbj 



When, in oabn tnu^ the pose and tan* 

quil-hearted 
Lay down to die. 

And on* thy ears my woids of weak coDi 

doling 
Must vafnly fall : 
The fimeral bell which in thy heart ifl 
tolling^ 
Soonds over all ! 

I will not tnock thee with the poor 
world's common 
And heartless phrase. 
Nor wrong the memory of a sainted 
woman 
With idle praise. 

With silence only as their benedictioilt 

God's angels come 
Wheie^ in the shadow of a gmat alllio* 

tion, 

The soul sits dumb 1 

Yet» would I ssy what thy own hsait 

approveth : 
Our Father's will. 
Calling to Him the dear one whom Ho 
lovethy 
Is mercy stilL 

Not upon thee or thine the solemn an* 
gel 

Hath evil wrought : 
Her fiineml anthem is agladeVBOgely^i* 
The good die not 1 

God' calls onr loved ones, but we lose 

not wholly 
What He hath given ; 
They live on earth, in thought and 
deed, aatnuy 
As in his heaven. 

And she is with thee ; in thy path of 
trial 

She wslketh yet ; 
Still with the baptism of thy self^lenial 

Her locks are wet. 

Up, then, my broHier I Lo, the fields 
of harvest 

Lie white in view f 

She lives and loves thee^ and the God 

thou servest 
To both is true. 
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Thrust in thy sickle ! — En^^d's toil- 
wom peasants 
Thy call abide ; 
jbid ahe thou nioiiin'st» a pm and holj 

presence, 
Shall glean beside 1 



GONE. 

Akotheh hand is bedEoniiig lu^ 

Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with Angel-steps 
The path which reaches Ueaven. 

Oar young and gentle ftifind, whose 

smile 

Made brighter summer hours^ 
Amid the frosto of autumn time 
Has left us with the flowers. 

Nopiling of the cheek of bloom 

Forewarned us <^ decay ; 
No shadow from the Silent Land 

Fell round our aister^s way. 

The light of her young life went down, 

As sinks behind the hiU 
The glory of a setting star, — 
Clear, suddenly, and stilL 

As pore and sweet, her ftir brow seemed 

Eternal as the sky ; 
And like the brook's low sou^ her 
Toice, — 
A sound which oodld not die. 

And half we deemed she needed not 

The dianging of her sphere, 
To giTO to Heaven a Shining Ollfl^ 

who walked an Angel hero. 

The blessing of her quiet life 

Fell on us like the dew ; 
And good thoughtaa^ where her fbotrteps 

pressed 
Like fairy blossoms grew. 

Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds 

Were in her very look ; 
We read her face, as one who reads 

A true and holy book: 

The measure of a blessed li ynni. 

To which our hearts could move ; 
The breathing of au inmud psalm ; 
. A oantide of love. 



We miss her in the place of prayer. 
And by the hearth-tire's light ; 

We pause beside her door to near 
Once more her sweet " Good-ai|^t t' 

There seems a shadow OD the day. 
Her smile no longer eheers ; 

A dimness on the stars of night, 
like eyes that look throu^ team. 

Alone nnto our Father^s will 

One thought hath reconciled ; 
That He whose love exceedoth OUTB 
Hath taken home LL> child. 



Fold her, 0 Father ! in thine 
And let her henceforth be 

A messenger of love between 
Our human hearts snd thee. 



Still let her mild rebuking stand 

Between us and the wruug, 
And her dear memoiy serve to msko 

Our iiuth in Goodness stnmg. 

And grant that she who, trembling, herd 

IHstmsted sll her nowersb 
}tLiy welcome to her noiier home 

The weU-beloTed of onn. 



THE LAKE-SIDE. 

The shadows round the inland seft 

Are deepening into night ; 
Slow up th(; fsloiK's of Ossij)ee 

They chase the lessening lii^ht. 
Tired of the long day's blinding hea;^ 

I rest my languid eye, 
Lake of the HiUsl where^ oool n4 
sweet. 

Thy sunset waters lie 1 

Along the sky, in wavy lines, 

O'er -isle and reach atid hay, 
Oreen-belted with eti'nial pines. 

The mountains stretch away. 
Below, the maple masses sleep 

Where shore with water blends. 
While midway on the tranciuil deep 

The evening light deiiceuds. 

So seemed it when yon bill's red crowB» 

Of old, the Indian trod, 
And, through the sunset air, looked 
down 

Upon tile Smile of Ood.* 
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To him of light and shade the laws 

No forest sceptic taught ; 
Their living and eteraad Came 

His traer iustinot woa^i. 

He saw thMfi miNiiiteiiia in the light 
Which now across them shines ; 

This lake, in summer sunset bright. 
Walled roimd idth mnberiug pinea. 

God near him aeemed ; ham earth and 

skies 

Uis loving voice he liearil, 
^ Hue to uee, in Paradise, 
Ifan stood before the Lord. 

Thanks, 0 our Father ! that, like him, 

Thy tender lo^e I aee, 
In radiant hill and woodland dim» 

And tinted sunset sea. 
For not in mockei-y dost thou fill 

Our earth with Ught and grace ; 
Thou hid'st no dark and cruel will 

Behind thy smiling fiuie 1 



THE HILL-TOP. 

The burly driver at my side, 

We slowly climbed the hill. 
Whose summit, in the hot noontide 

Seemed rising, rising still. 
At last, our shoit noou-shadows hid 

The top-stone, bare and brown. 
From whenoe, like Gizeh's pyramid. 

The rough mass slanted down. 

I felt the cool breath of the North ; 

Between me and the sun, 
O'er deep, still lake, and ridgy eartb, 

1 saw tiie cloud-sliades run. 
Before me, stretched for glistening mfles, 

Lay mountain-girdled Souam ; 
like green-wini^ed hinls, the leafy isles 

Upon its bosom swam. 

And, glimmering through the sun-haze 

warm. 

Far as the eye could roam, 
Bark billows of an earthquake storm 

Befleeked with clouds like foam, 
Their vales in misty shadow 'leep^ 

Their rugged {>eaks in shine, 
I saw the mountain langea sweep 

Tlie horison*s northern line. 

There towered Chocorua's peak ; and 
west, 

Uboeehillock's woods were seeq. 



With many a nameless slide-scaned 
crest 

And pine-dark gouge between. 
Beyond them, like a sun-rimmed cloud. 

The great l^otch mountains shoue. 
Watched over hy the solemn-biowed 

And awful ftoe of stone 1 

" A good look-off ! " the driver spake : 

" About this time, last year, 
I drove a party to the Lake, 

And 8tf)pj)ed, at evening, here. 
*T was duskish down below ; but all 

These hills stood in the sun. 
Till, dii»p«'d behind yon purple wall^ 

Ue lei't them, one by one. 

" A lady, who, from Thornton hill. 

Had held her place outside, 
And, as a pleasant woman will, 

Had cheered the long, dull ride. 
Besought me, with so sweet a smiley 

That — though I hate delay — 
1 could not choose but rest awhile, — 
(These women have such ways !) 

** On yonder mossy ledge she sa^ 

Her sketch upon lier knees, 
A stray brown lock beneath her hat 

Unrolling in the breeze ; 
Her sweet laoe, in the sunset l^glit 

Upmsed and glorified, — 
I never aaw a piettier sudit 

In all my mountain irae. 

" As good as fair ; it seemed her joy 

To comfort and to give ; 
My ])Oor, sick wife, and cripple boy, 

\Vill bless her while they live ! 
The tremor in the driver's tone 

His manhood did not shame : 
"1 dare say, sir, you may have known— *. 

He named a well-known name. 

Then sank the pyramidal mound% 

The blue lake fled away ; 
For mountain-scope a parlor's bounds^ 

A lighted hearth for day I 
From lonely years and weary miles 

The shadows fell apart ; 
Kind voices cheered, sweet human 
smiles 

Shone warm Into my heart. 

"We journeyed on ; but earth and ekf 
Had |)ower to charm no more ; 

Still dreamed my inward>tuming eyo 
The dream of memory o'er. 
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Ah I human kindness, human love, 
To few who aeeH denied, — 

Too late we learn to prize aliove 
The whole round world beside 1 



ON RECEIVING AN EAGLE'S 
QUILL FEOM LAKli SUPKKiOK. 

All day the darknev and tiie cold 

Ul)on ray heart liava laiOy 
Like shadows on the winter sky, 
Likti frost upon the pane ; 

But now my torpid fancy wakM^ 

And, on thy Eagle's plume, 
Bides forth, like Sindbad on his biid, 
* Or witeh apoa her broom 1 

Below rae roar the rocking pinei^ 

Before me spreads the lake 
Whose long and lolemn'Soaiidiiig wftves 

Agaimtt the sunset break. 

I hear the wild Rioe-Eater thresh 

The grain he has not sown ; 
1 sec, with flashing scythe of firs^ 

The prairie harvest mown I 

I hear the far-off voyager's hcvn ; 

I see the Yankee's trail, — 
His foot on every mountain-pass, 

On every stream his sail. 

By forest, lake, and waterfiill, 

I see his pedler show ; 
The mighty mingling with the mean, 

The lofty with the low. 

He's whittling by St. Mary's Falls, 

Upon his loaded wain ; 
He 's measnring o'er the Pictured Bocks, 

With eager eyes of gain. 

I hear the mattock in the mine. 

The axe-stroke in the dell, 
The clamor from the Indian lodge, 
The Jesuit chapel bell t 

I see the swarthy tiuppers come 

From Mississippi's springs j 
And war-chiefs with their painted brows. 

And crests of eagle wings.' 

Behind the scared winaw's birch canoe. 

The steamer smokes and raves; 
And city lots are staked for sale 
Above old Indian giuvcs. 



I hear the tread of pionesn 

Of nations yet to be ; 
TliH iirst low wash of waves, when aoOB 
iShaii roll a human sea. 

The rudiments of eni])ire here 

Are plastic yet and warm ; 
The chaos ol a mighty world 

Is rotmding into fonn t 

Each rude and jostling fragment soon 
Its fitting jdace shw find, — - 

The raw material of a State,, 
Its moscle and its mind i 

And, westering still, the star which letdi 

The New World in its train 
Has tippcnl with fire the icy spears 
Of many a muuiitHiu chain. 

The snowy rones of Oregon 

Are kindling on its way ; 
And California's golden sands 

Oleam brighter in its ray ! 

Then blessings on thy eagle quill. 
As, wandmog fiv and wide, 

I thank thee for this twilight drsMii 
And Fancy's airy ride 1 

Yet, welcomer than regal plmnea^ 

Which Western trappers find. 
Thy free and pleasant thoughts, chance 
sown, 

Like feathers en the wind. 

Thy symbol be the mounti^n-bird, 
Wltose glistening quill I hold ; 

Thy home the ample air of hope^, 
And memoi/s sonset gold 1 

In theo, let joy with doty join. 

And strength unite with love. 
The eagle's pinions folding round 
The warm heart of the dove 1 

So, when in darkness sleeps the Tal^ 
\yhere still the blind bird clings. 

The gonshine of the upper sky 
Shall glitter on tiiy wingi I 

HEMOBIISS. 

A BEAUTIFUL and happy girl, 

'With step as light as summer air, - 
Eyes glad with smiles, and brow of peari» 

Shadowed hy many a careless curl 
Of unconhned and flowing hair ; 
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A seeming child in everything, 
Save thou^rhtfol brow and lipening 

charms. 

As Nature wears th« aniOe of Spring 
When anking into Snmnm^a aimi. 

A mind Tqfdcinff in the ISAt 
Which melted thzongn its gnoefbl 

bower, 

Leaf alter leaf, dew-moist and bright. 
And stainlefls in its holy white. 

Unfolding like a morning flower : 
A lieart, which, like a fine-toned lute, 

With every breath of feeling woke. 
And, e?en wnen the toogoe waa mote, 

From eye and lip in mnaie apoke. 

How thrills once more the lengthening 
chain 

Of memory, at the thought of thee ! 
Old hojK's which long in dust have lain 
Old dreams, come thronging back again, 

And boyhood lives again In me ; 
I feel its glow upon my chedic, 

Its fulness of the heart is mine, 
As when I leaned to hear thee speak. 

Or raised my iloabtfol tjt to thine. 

I hear again thy low repHos, 

I feel thy arm within my own, 
And timidly again uprise 
The fringt'd lids of liazcl eyes, 

With soft brown tresses overblown. 
Ah ! memories of sweet summer eves. 

Of moonlit wave and willowy way. 
Of stars and flowei-s, and dewy leaves, 

And smiles and tones more dear than 
they ! 

Ere this, thy quiet eye hath smiled 

My picture of thy youth to see. 
When, half a woman, half a chilo, 
Thy very artlessneaa beguiled. 

And folly's self seemed wise in thee; 
I too can smile, when o'er that hour 

The lightsof memorybaclcward stream. 
Yet feel the while that manhood's power 

Is vainer than my boyhood's dream. 

Tears have passed on, and left their trace, 
Of graver euro and deeper thought J 

And unto me tlie calm, cold face 

Of manhood, and to thee the grace 
Of woman's jM-nsive beauty brought. 

Vore wide, perchance^ for blame than 
praise. 

The school-hoy's htmible name has 
flown; 



Thine, in the green and quiet ways 
Of unobtroaiTe goodness known. 

And wider yet in thought and deed 

Diverge our pathways, one in youths 
Tliine the Genevan's sternest creed. 
While answers to my spirit's need 

The Dwhy dalesman a afanple .troth. 
For thee, the priestly rite and prayer. 

And holy day, and solemn psalm ; 
For me, the silent reverence where 

My brethren gather, slow and calm. 

Yet hath thy spirit left on me 

An impress Time has worn not ou^ 
And something of myself in thee^ 
A shadow from the past, I see. 

Lingering, even yet, thy way about; 
Not wnoUy can the heait unlearn 

Thftt lesson of its better honrs. 
Not yiKt haa Erne's dull footstep worn 

To oonmon dust that path of flowers. 

Thns, whfle at times before out eyes 
The shadows melt, and fall apart, 
And, smiling thzoi^^ them, xom^ na 

lies 

Tlie warn Ught of our morning skies, — 
The Indian Summer of the heart I — 

In secret sympathies of mind, 

In founts of feeling which retain 
Their pure, firedi flow, we yet nmy 
find 

Our early dreams not wholly vain t 

THE LEGEND OF ST. IIABK.* 

The day is closing dark and- cold. 
With roaring blast and sleety showers ; 

And through the dusk the lilacs wear 
The bloom of snow, instead of floweis. 

I turn me from the gloom withoat» 
To ponder o'er a tale of old, 

A legend of the age of Faith, 
By dreaming monk or abbess told. 

On Tintoretto's canvas lives 
That fancy of a loving lieart. 

In graceful lines and shajiefi of power^ 
And hues immortal as his art. 

In Provenee (so the story runs) 

There Ifved a lord, to whom, as slavey 

A peasant-boy of tender years 
The chance of trade or oonquest gsrs. 
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Forth-looking from the castle tower, 
Beyond the hills with almonds durk. 

The straining eye could scan e discern 
The chapel of the good HU Mark. 

And there, when bitter word or fare 

The service of the youth remid. 
By stealth, before that lioly snrine, 
ITor grace to bear his wroiig, hu j^rayed. 

The steed stamped at the castle gate. 
The boar-hunt sounded on the hill ; 

Wliy stayed the Barou from the chase. 
With looks flo stenL and woids ao 
iUf 

" Go, bind yon slave ! and let him learn, 
By icath of fire and strain of cord. 

How ill tliey sj>eed who give dead saints 
The homage due their living lord I " 

They bonnd him on the fearfhl lack. 
When, throned the dungeon's yaodtod 

dark, 

He saw the light of shining robes, 
And knew uie fooe of gMtd St. Maik. 

Then sank the iron rack apart. 

The cords released their cruel clasp, 

Th» pinoeiSy with thehr teedi of fire, 
Fell Iffoken team the tortorei^s grasp. 

And lo ! before the Youth and Saint, 
Barred door and wall of stone gave way ; 

And up from bondage and the night 
They passed to freedoBi and the 
day 1 

O dreaming monk ! thy tale is true; « 

0 painter ! true thy pencil's art; 
In tones of hojie and prophecy, 
Ye whisper to my listening heart ! 

Unheard no bunlened heart's appeal 
Moans up to God's inclining ear ; 

Unheeded bv his tender eye, 
Falls to the earth no sofferer^s tear. 

For still the Lord alone is God ! 

The pomp and power of tyrant man 
Are scattered at US lightest breath, 

like chaff before the winnower's fsn. 

Not always shall the slave uplift 
His heavy hands to Hmven in vain. 

God's angel, like the good St. Mark, 
Comes shining down tobreak hiaAhkin j. 



0 we^ry ones ! ye may not see 

Your helpers in their downward flight; 

Nor hear the sound of silver win^ 
Slow beating through the hush ot night 1 

But not the less gray Dothan shone, 

With sunbright watchers bending lov. 
That Krar's dim t ve Ix-held alone 
The i>^)cur-hcud;> of the Syrian foe. 

There are, who, like the Seer of old, 
Can see the hel{>ers God lias s«'iit. 

And how lile's rugged mountain-side 
Is white with many an aogel tent I 

Tln-y hear th»' ht-mlds whom our Lonl 
Sends down his mthwav to prej^ra ; 

And liffht, from otaers hidden, shines 
On their high idaoe of fidth Slid prayer. 

Let such, for earth's des^xairing ones, 
Hopeless, yet lon^ns to be free» 

Breatne once again tne Prophet s pnjm: 
*' Lord, ope their ^ea^ that thqr nsy 
see!" 

• 

THE WELL OF LOCH MAREE,« 

Calm on the breast of Loch Maree 

A little isle reposes ; 
A shadow wofven of the oak 

And willow o'er it closes. 

Within, a Druid's mound is seen, 
8et Toond with stony warders ; 

A fountain, gushing through tiie tntf^ 
Flows o'er its gnaay boidera. 

And whoso balSies thendn his brow. 
With care or madness burning, 

Feels once a^in his healthful thought 
And sense of peace returning. 

0 restless heart and fevered hrsin. 

Unquiet and unstable. 
That holy well of Loch Maree 
Is more than idle fable 1 

Life's chanpjes vex, its discords stnB^ 
Its glaring sunshine blindeth. 

And blest is he who on his way 
That foont of healing findeth t 

The shadows of a humbled will 
And contrite heart are o'er it ; 

Go read itslegend — *•TRWRTINO<»D•"-• 
On Faith'a white stones before it. 
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TO MY SISTER; 

WITH A COPV OF " 8UPERNATUBALISM 
OF mW SNOLAIID.*' 

Dear Sister 1 — while the wise and sage 
Turn coldly ftom my playful page. 

And count it strange that rij^ened age 

Should stoop to boyhood's folly ; 
I know that thou wilt judge aright 
Of all which makes the heart more light. 
Or lends one star-gleam to the njj^ 
Of clouded Melancholy. 

Away with weary cares and thomes ! — 
Swing wide the moonlit gate of dreams I 
Leave free once more the land which teems 

With wonders and romances I 
Where thou, with clear discerning eyes, 
Shalt rightly read the truth which lies 
Beneath the ouaintly wimalfing guise 

Of wild ana wizard fimefea. 

Lo ! once again our feet we set 

On still green wood-mths, twilight wet, 

By lonely bnxAs, whose watere fret 

The roots of spectral beeches ; 
Again the hearth-fire glimmers o'er 
Home's whitewashed wail and painted 
floor, 

And young eves widening to ibid Von 
Of &eiy-foik8 and witches. 

Dear heart ! — the legend is not vain 

Which lirrhts that holy hearth again, 
And calling back from caiv and pain. 

And death's funereal sadness, 
Draws round its old familiar blaze 
The clustering groups of happier days, 
And lends to sober manhood's gaze 

A glimpse of childish gladness. 

And, knowing how my life hath been 
A weary work of tongue and pen, 
A long, harsh strife with strong-willed 
men, 

Thon wflt not chide my turning 

To con, at times, an idle rhyme. 
To pluck a flower from childhood's clime, 
Or listen, at Life's noonday chime, 
For the sweet bells of Moniing t 

AUTUMK THOUGHTS. 

FROK "MARGARET BMTTn*S JOTTRNAL." 

Gone hath the Spring, vrith all its flow- 
nrs* 

Andgonethe Snmmer'spompandsliow, 



And Autumn, in his leafless bowers, 
Is waiting for the Winter^a snow. 

I said to Earth, so cold and gray, 
*' An emblem of myself thou ait" ; 

** Not so*** the Earth did seem to say, 
"forj^^nng ahaU. warm my fioaen 

I soothe my wintry sleep wi^ dreams 

Of warmer sun and softer rain. 
And wait to hear the sound of streama 
And songs of merry birds again. 

Bat thon, firam whom the Spring haih - 

gone, 

For whom the flowers no longer blow, 
Who standest bli^ted and forlorn. 
Like Autumn waiting for the snow : 

No hope is thine of sunnier hours, 
Thy Winter shall no more deimrt ; 

No Spring reviye thy wasted flowers, 
Nor Summer wann thy froaen heart. 



CALEF IN BOSTON. 
1692. 

In the solemn days of old. 
Two men met in Boston town. 

One a tradesman frank and bold. 
One a preacher of renown. 

Cried the last, in bitter tone, — 
*' Poisoner of the wells of truth I 

Satan's hireling, thou hast sown - 
With his tana the heart of youth 1 * 

Spake the simple tradesman then, — 
God be judge 'twixt thou and I ; 
All thou knowest of truth hath been 
Unto men like thee a lie. 

'* Falsehoods which we spurn to-day 
Were the truths of long ago ; 

Let the dead boughs fall away, 
Fieaher shall the living grow. 

" God is good and God is light. 
In this faith 1 rest secure ; 

Evil can but serve the right, 
Orer all shall love endure. 

" Of your spectral pnppet play 
1 have trsoed the cunning wires $ 
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Come what will, I needs must say, 
God it trae, and ye are Ikn." 

When the thought of man is free, 
£n*or t'eara its lightest tones ; 

So tlie prifltt died, " Sadduoee 1" 
And the peofde took tip stones. 

In the ancient buiying-ground. 

Side hf aide the twain now ue, — 
One with humble grassy mound. 

One with marblw paie and high. 

Bat the Iioid hath blest the seed 
Which that tradesnmu ^mttered then, 

And the preacher's spectral cn't'd 
Chills no more the blood of men. 

Let us trust, to one is known 

Perfect love wliich casts out feUf 

While the other's joys atone 
For the wioog he auileied here. 



TO PIUS IX.» 

The cannon*8 brazen lips are cold ; ' 

No red shell blazes down the air ; 
And street and tower, and temple old^ 
Are silent as despair. 

The Lombard stands no more at bay, — 
Bome's fresh young life has bled in 
Tain ; 

The vavens scattered by the day 
Come haek with night sgsinr 

l^ow, while the fratricides of France 
Are treading on the neck of Borne, 

Hider at Gaeta, — seise thy chance I 
Coward and cruel, come t 

Creep now from Naples* bloody skirt ; 

Thy mummer's part was acted well, 
"While Rome, with steel and fire bc^girty 

Before thy crusade fell I 

Her death-groans answered tothy prayer ; 
Thy chanty the dram and bugle- 
call : 

Thy lights, the burning yilla's glare ; 
Thy beads* the shelland ball 1 

Let Austria clear thy way, with hands 
Foul from Ancona's cniel sack. 

And Naples, with his dtistard bands 
Of murdeiei% lead thee back 1 
10 



Rome's lips are dumb ; the orphau's wail. 
The mother^s shridc, thoa mayst not 

hear 

Above the faithless Frenchman's hail^ 
The unsexed shayeling's cheer 1 

Go, hind on Booie her osst-nn* weight 

The double curse of crook and crown, 
Though woman's acorn and manhood's 
hate 

From wall and roof flash down I 

Nor heed those blood-stains on the wall. 
Not Tiber's flood can wash away. 

Where, in thy stately Quirinal, 
Thy mangled victmis lay 1 

Let the world murranr ; let its ciy 
Of horror and disgust be heard 

Truth stands alone ; thy coward lie 
Is backed by lance and sword 1 

The cannon of St. Angclo, 

And chanting priest ami clanging bd^ 
And beat of drum and bugle blow^ 
Shall greet thy coming well ! 

Let lips of iron and tongues of sbtves 

Fit welcome give thee ; — for her part. 
Borne, frowning o'er her new-made 
graves, 

Shall cone thee fivm her heart I 

No wreaths of sad Campagna's flowers 
Shall childhood in thy pathway fling; 

No garlands from their ravaged bowers 
Shall Temi's maidena bring ; 

But, hateful as that tyrant old. 

The mocking witness of his crime, 
In thee shall loathing eyes behold 
The Nero of our time I 

St.and where Heme's blood \ras freest shed. 
Mock Heaven with impious 
and call 

Its curses on the patriot dead. 
Its bleasingBon the Gkuil I 

Or sit upon thy throne of lies, 
A poor, mean idol, blood-besmeared. 

Whom even its woidiippen deapiw^ — 
Unhonored, nnrevered t 

Yet, Scandal of the World ! from thee 
One needfhl trath mankind shall 
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That kings and priests to Libertj 
And God we ulae in tain. 

Earth wearies of them ; aiul the long 
Meek sutferauce of the lieuveuti doth 
fail; 

Woe for weak tyrants, when the ttamg 
Wake, atru^e, and prevail 1 

Kot vainly Boman hearts have bled 

To feed tlu* frozier and tlie CrowTi, 
If, roused therelty, the W(nld shall tread 
The twiu-buru vauij^tiiuii down 1 



ELLIOTT" 

flAVDB off! fhoa tithe>lat plunderer! 

]day 

No trick of priestcraft here ! 
Bock, puny lordiing ! darest thou lay 

A hiuid on Elliott's bier? 
Alive, your rank and pomp, as dnst, 

IJcne.itli his feet he trod : 
He knew the locust swarm that cursed 

The hanre»t-fields of God. 

On the<;c pale lipe^ the smothered 

thoii;;ht 
Which England's millions feel, 
A fierce and fearful splendor canght^ 

As from his forge the steel. 
Strong-armed as Thor, — a shower of fire 

His smitten anvil flung ; 
Ood*s curse. Earth's ymmg, dnxnb Hun- 
ger's ire, — 
He gave them ail a tongue 1 

Then let the poor man's homy hands 

Bearnp the nnVhty dead. 
And lalH)r's swart lunl stalwart bands 

Behind us niourners tread. 
Leave cant and craft their baptised 
hounds, 

Leave rank its minster floor ; 
Give England's green and daisied 
grounds 

The poet of the poor ! 

Lay down upon his Sheaf's green vei^ 

That brave old heart of omc. 
With fitting dirge from sonnding fofge^ 

And I'ull of funiace smoke ! 
Where whirls the stone its dizzy rounds, 

Aad axe and sledge are swnng, 
And, timing to their stormy sounds^ 

His stoimy lays ars sung. 



There let the peasant's step be heard. 

The grinder chant his rhyme ; 
Nor ]iatron's praise nor dainty word 

Belits the man or time. 
No soft lament nor dreum<a"*8 sigh 

For him whose words were bread, — 
The Runic rhyme and sj>ell whsreby 

The foodleas poor were fed 1 

Pile up thy tombs of rank and pride^ 

O England, as thou wilt ! 
With {•onip to nameless worth denied* 

blazon titled guilt 1 
No part or lot in these we claim ; 

But, o'er the sounding wave, 
A common right to Elliott's name^ 

A freehold in his grave 1 

ICHABOD 1 

So fallen ! so lost 1 the light wfOi* 

drawn 
Which once he wore ! 
The gloiy from his gray hairs gone 
Forevermore ! 

Revile him not, — the Tempter hath 

A snare for all ; 
And pitying tears, not scorn sad wxath* 

fiefitlusiaU! 

O, dumb he passion's stormy rsg^ 

When he who might 
Have lighted up and led his sge^ 

FaUs back in ni§^ 

Scorn ! would the angels laugh, to 
mark 

A bright soul driven, 
Fiend -goiidcd, down the endless dark* 
h iom hope and heaven 1 

Let not the land once pftmd of hun 

Tnsult him now, 
Nor brand with deeper shame his din^ 
Dishonored brow. 

But let its humbled soufl^ inrtfisdy 

From sea to lake, • 

A long lament, as for the dead. 
In sadness make^ 

Of all we loved and honored, naught 

Save power remains, — 
A fidlen angel's pride of thoq^^l^ 

Still strong in ehainti 
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All else is gone ; from thoee great eyes 

The soul lua fled: 
When faith is lost, when lumor die% 

The man is dead i 

Then, pay the reverence <tf old days 

To his dead fame ; 
Walk backward, with averted gaase, 
And hide the sliame ! 



TH£ CHRISTIAN TOUKISTS.^ 

No aimless wanderers, hy tlie fiend 

Unrest 

Goaded frotn shore to shore ; 
No achoohncu, turning, in their classic 
quest. 

The leaves of empire o'er. 
Simple of faith, and beeiiag in their 

hearts 

The love of man and God, 
Idee of old aong, the Moelem's aneient 

marts, 

And Scythia's steppes^ they trod. 

Whflvethelong shadowa of the fir and pine 

In the night sun are cast. 
And the deep heart of many a Norland 

mine 

Qoakeaat eai^ riving blast ; 
WbeKt in barbarie gruideiir, Moakwa 

stands, 

A baptized Scythian queen, 
"With Enrope'a arts and Asia's jewdled 

hanus, 

The North and East between ! 

Wheie still, throngh vales <]i Qiedan 

fable, stray 

The classic forms of yore. 
And beauty smiles, new risen from the 

Edan weeps once more ; 
Where ov(-ry tongue in Smynia'a mart 
resounds ; 
And Stamboul from the sea 
Lifts her tall ndnarets over horial- 
grounds 
Black with the cypresa-tree 1 

From Malta's temples to the gatea of 

Rome, 

Following: tlie track of Paul, 
And where the Alps gird round the 
Switaer^a home 

vasl» etanialwall; 



They paused not by the ruins of old 
time, 

They scanned no pictures rare, 
Nor lin^'ert'd where the snow-locked 
mountains climb 
The edd abyas of air t 

But unto prisons^ where men laj in 

chaius. 

To haunts where Hunger pined. 
To kings and oonrts foigetfnl of the 

pains 

And wants of human -kind, 
Scattering sweet word:i, and quiet deeds 
of good. 
Along their way, like flowers, 
Orpleadinir, iis Chiist's freemen only 
could. 

With prinoea and with powers ; 

Their single aim the pnrpoae to ftil- 

fil 

Of Truth, from day to day, 
Simply obedient to its goiding will, 

They held their pilgrim way. 
Yet dream not, henoe, the beautifol and 

old 

Were wasted on their sisht, 
Who in the school of Christ oad learned 
to hold 
All outward things aright 

Not less to them the breath of vineyards 

blown 

From off the Cyprian shore, 
Not leas for them the Alps in sunset 
shone. 

That man they valued more, 
A life of Ix'auty lends to all it sees 

The beauty of its thought ; 
And fairest forms and sweetest harmo- 
nies 

ICake glad ita way, imsmight. 

In sweet acoordancy of piaise and 

love. 

The singing waters mn ; 
And sunset moontaina wear in li^t 

above 

The smile of duty done ; 
Sue standa the promise^ —ever to tha 

meek 
A heritage is given ; 
Nor lose theyEartii who, single-hearted, 
seek 

The xigjhteoiunesB of Heaven I 
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9HS MEir OF OLD. 

Well speed tlij miirinn, bold loomo- 

clast 1 

. Yet all unworthy of its tnut thou 
art, 

1^ with dry and cold, vnloTiqg 

heart, 

Thou tread'st the solemn Pantheon of 
the Past, 

By the great Fatoie't <la«!ling hope 

made blind 
To all the beauty, power, and truth 
behind. 

Not without reTcrant awe abouldst thoa 

put by 

Tlie cypress branches and the ama- 
ranth blooms. 
Where, with clasped hands of pmyer, 
upon their tombs 
The effigies of old confessors lie, 
God's intneases ; the Toioes of his will, 
Heard in the slow maieh of tk» cen- 
turies still ! 
Such were the men at whose rebuking 
fiown. 

Dark with God's wraHi, the tynmf s 

Icneo went down ; 
Such from the terrors of the guilty drew 
The Tassal's freedom and the poor man's 

doe. 

St. Anselm (may he rest forevermore 
In Heaven's sweet peace !) forbade, 

of old, the sale 
Of men as slaves^ and from the sacred 

pnle 

Hurled the Northumbrian buyers of the 
poor. 

To ransom souls from bonds and eril 

fate 

St. Ambrose melted down the sacred 
plate, — 

Image of saint, the chalice, and the pii, 
Crosses of gold, and silver candlesticks. 

'*MaN is worth mors THAli T£M- 

PLBS I'* he replied 
To sneh as came his holy work to chide. 
And brave Cesarius, stripping altars bare, 
And coining from the Abbey's golden 

hoard 

The captive's freedom, answered to the 

prayer 

Or threat of those whose fierce zeal for 
the Lord 

Stifled their loveof man, — "AneaiUi- 
en dish 



Tlie last nd sapper of the Master bore : 

Most miserable sinners ! do ye wish 
More than your Lord* and grudge his 

dying poor 
What your own pride and not his need 
requires 1 

Souls, than these »hinii^ gUldi^ He 

values more ; 
Mercy, not sacrifice, his heart desifes 1 '* 
O faithful worthies I resting far behind 
In your dark ages, since ye fell asleep, 
Much has been done for truth and ha- 

man -kind, — 
Shadows are scattered whanbije groped 

blind ; 

Man claims his birthright^ freer palses 

leap 

Through peoples diiven in your day like 
sheep ; 

Yett like your own, our ue's sphere of 

light. 

Though widening still, is walled around 

by night ; 

With slow, roluctant eys^ the Chnrch has 
read. 

Sceptic at heart, the lessons of its Head ; 
Coiuiting^ too oft^ its living msmbem 

less 

Than the wall's garnish and the pulpit's 
dress ; 

Wodd-moving zeal, with power to bless 

and feed 

Life's fainting pilgrims^ to their utter 
need. 

Instead of bread, holds oat tiie stone of 

creed ; 

Sect builds and worships where its 

wealth and pride 
And vanity stand shrined and deified. 
Careless that in the shadow of its walls 

God's living temple into niin falls. 
We need, methinks, the prophet-hero 
still. 

Saints true of lifr^ andmartyrs strong of 

will, 

To tread the land, even now, as Xavier 
trod 

The streets of Ooty barefoot^ with his 

bell, 

Proclaiming freedom in the name of God, 
And startling tyrants with the fear ti 

hell ! 

Soft words, smooth propheoies^ are 
doubtless well ; 
Bat to rebuke the age's popular erima^ 
We need the souls of m, the hosrts of 
that old time I 
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THE PEACE CONVENTION AT 
BRUSSELS. 

Still in thy streets, O Paris 1 doth the 

stain 

Of blood defy the deaiuiiur aatnmn rain ; 
Still breaks the flooake Ucasiiia's rniiiB 

til rough, 

And Niqiles mourns that new Bartholo- 
mew, 

'When squalid beggary, foradole of bread. 
At a crowned murdarar^i beck of licenae, 

fed 

The yawning tvenches with her noble 
dead; 

Stfll, doomedVieiuiay throiuhihy gUtely 

halls 

The shell goes crashing and the red shot 
iklls. 

And, kuaed to cnisk thM^ on tbe D«a- 

nhe's side, 

The bearded Croat and Bosniak spear- 

man ride ; 
Still in that vale where Himalaya's snow 
Melts round the eomfields and the Tines 

below. 

The SikVs hot eannon, answering ball 

for ball, 

Flames in the breach of Moultan's shat- 
tered wall ; 
On ChenaVs side the vulture seeks the 

slain, 

And Sutlcj paints withUood its banks 



again. 



*« What folly, then," the faithless critic 
cries, 

With sneering Up, and wise woild-know- 

ing eyes, 

"While fort to fort, and |>ost to post, 
repeat 

The ceaseless challenge of tiie war-dram's 

beat, 

And round the green earth, to the church- 

beirs chime, 
The morning drum-loll of the camp 

keeps time, 
To dream of peace amidst a world in arms. 
Of swords to ploughshMWl changed by 

Scriptural charms. 
Of nations, drunken with the wine of 

blood. 

Staggering to tsko tho Fledge of Broth- 
erhood. 

Like tip]>1ers answering Father Mathew's 

call, — 

sollen Spaniard, and the mad-cap 



The ball-doff Briton, yielding but with 
life, 

The Yankee swaggering witii his bowie- 
knife, 

The Russ, from banquets with the vul- 
ture shared. 
The blood still dripping ftom his amber 

beard. 

Quitting their mad Berserker dance to 
hear 

The dull, meek dioning of n diab-coat 

seer ; 

Leaving the sport of Presidents and 

Kings, 

Where men for dice eaeh titled gambler 

flings, 

To meet alternate on the Seine and 

Thames, 

For tea and gossip, like old conntiy 

dames ! 

No ! let the cravens plead the weaklincfs 

cant, 

Let Cobden cipher, and let Vincent rent. 
Let Stuige preach peaoe to demoemtiis 

throngs, 

And Burhtt, stammering through his 

hundred tongues, 
Repeat, in all, his ghostly lessons o'er. 
Timed to the pauses of the battery's roar; 
Check Ban or Kaiser with the barricade 
Of " Olive-leaves" and Resolutions made. 
Spike guns with pointed Scripture-teztii 

and hope 

To capsize navies with a windy trope ; 
Still shall the glory and the pomp of War 
Along their tndn tlie shonting milBoos 
draw ; 

Still dtisty Labor to the passing Brave 
His cap shall dotf, and Beauty's kerchief 
wave y 

Still shall the bard tO Valor tune his song. 
Still Hero-worship kneel before the 
Strong ; 

Rosy and dcmc, the sable-downed divine, 

O'er his third bottle of suggestive wine. 
To plumed and sworded anditoia, shall 
prove 

Their trade aeeordant with the Law of 

Love 

And Chureh for State, and State for 

Church, shall fight. 
And both agree, that Might alone is 

Right I 

Despite of sneem like tinse, O fidthlul 

few. 

Who dare to hold 6od*s word and wit; 
nesstrae^ 
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Whose clear-eyed faith transcends our 
evil time. 

And o'er the present wildemoss of crime 
Sees the calm future, witli its robes of 
green, 

Ito fleeoe-fleeked inooiitaiii% and soft 

streams between, — 
Still keep the path wiiidi duty bids ye 
tread, 

Thongh worldly wisdom shalce the cm* 

tious head ; 
No truth from HeaTen, d^ y?^ dff upon 

our sphere, 
Without the greeting of the sceptic's 

sneer ; 

JDenied and mocked at, till its W«gm»|w 
fall. 

Common ss dew and sonshine, over alL 

Then, o'er Earth's war-fieU, till the 
strife shall cease, 
like Morven's harpers, sing your song 
of peace ; 

As in old fable ranf^the Thraeian's l\Te, 
Midst howl of iiends and roa r of penal tire, 
Till the fierce din to pi 
fell, 

And love subdued the nmddfyned heart 
of hell. 

Lend, once again, that lioly song a 
tongue, 

Which the glad angels of the Advent 

sung, 

Their cradle-anthem for the Saviour's 
birth. 

Glory to God, and peace trnto the earth I 
Through the mad discoid send that 

calming word 
Which wind and wave on wild Genesa- 

reth heard, 
Lift in Christ's name his Cross against 

the Sword ! 
STot vain the vision which the prophets 



Slcirtinjrwith green the fierj^ waste of war, 
Through the hot sand-gleam, looming 

soft and calm 
On the sky's rim, the foontain-shading 

palm. 

Still lives for Earth, whichfiendsso long 

have trod, 

The great hope resting on tiie trafh of 

God, — 

Evil shall cease and Violence pass away, 
And the tired world breathe free through 
a long Sabbsth dvy. 



THE WISH OF TO-DAY. 

I A8K not now for gold to gild 

With mocking shine a wean' fmme ; 
The yearning of the mind is stilled, — 
I aide not now for Eamo. 

A roso-clond, dindy seen above, 
Melting in heaven's blue depths 
away, — 

0, sweet, rond dream of human Love I 
For thee I may not pray. 

But, lx>wed in lowliness of mind, 

1 make my humble wishes known, 
1 only ask a will resigned, 

0 father, to thins own I 

To-day, beneath thy chastening eye 

1 crave alone for peace and rest^ 
Submissive in thy hand to lis^ 

And fed that it is best 

A marvel seems the Universe, 
A miracle our Life and Death ; 

A mysteiv which I cannot pierce^ 
Around, above, beneath. 

In rain T task my achinp; brain, 
In vuiu the sage's thought 1 scaii^ 

I only feel how weak and vain. 
How poor and blind, is man. 

And now my spirit sighs for home, 
And longs for light whereby to see^ 

And, like a weaiy child, would oome^ 
O father, onto thee 1 

Though oft, like letters traced on sand, 
Hy weak resolves have passed away. 

In mercy lend thy helping hand 
Unto my prayer to-day 1 



OUR STATE. 

The Sonth-land boasts its teeming canfl^ 
The prairied West its heavy grain. 
And sunset*s radiant gates nnfold 
On rising marts and sands of gold t 

Rough, bleak, and hard, our little State 
Is scant of soil, of limits strait ; 
Her yellow sands are sands alone^ 
Her <mly mines are ice and stooie t 



Digitized by Google 



TO A. K. 



151 



From Antnmii ftmt to April fun. 

Too loiif( her winter woods complain ; 
From biuldinf^ Hower to falling leaf. 
Her Slimmer time is all too brief. 

Yet, on her rocks, and on her sands, 
Aud wintry hills, tiieschool-hout>c stands, 
And what ber rugged soil deniefl^ 
The harvest of the miiid supplies. 

The riches of the Ck>mmonwealih 

Are free, strong minds^ and hearts of 

health ; 

And more to her than gold or grain, 
The cunning Iiand and cultured brain. 

For well she keeps her nncient stock, 
The stubborn strength of Pilgrim Hock ; 
And stiU maintains, with milder laws. 
And clearer light, the Good Old Canse ! 

Nor heeds the sceptic's puny hands. 
While near her sehool the church-spire 

stands ; 

Nor fears t)ie blinded bicrot's mle. 
While near her church-^piru stauda the 
schooL 

ALL'S WELL. 

Thb clondsy which rise with thnnder, 
slake 

Our thirsty souls with rain ; 
The blow most dreaded falls to break 

From ofTonr limlxs a chnin ; 
And wrongs of man to man bnt make 

The love of God nion* })lain. 
As through the shadowy lens of even 
The eye looks farthest into heaven 
On gleams of st^ir and dej)ihs of blue 
The glaring sunshine never knew 1 

SEKD-TIME AND HARVEST. 

As o*er his farrowed fields which Ue 

Beneatli a ooldly-dropping sky, 
Yet chill with winter's melted snow. 
The husbandman goes forth to sow. 

Thus, Freedom, on the bitter blast 
The ventures of thy see<l we cast. 
And trust to wanner sun and ruin 
To swell the germs and fill the grain. 

Who calls thy glorious serviee hard T 
Who deems it not its own reward ? 



Who, for its trials, counts it less 
A canse of praise and thankfulnessf 

It m&j not be our lot to wield 
The sickle iu the ripened field ; 

Nor ours to hear, on snininer eves. 
The rea^ier's song among the sheaves. 

Yet where our duty*s task is wrought 

In unison with God's gre-at thouj^ht, 
The near and futnre blend in one. 
And w haUioe'er in willed, is done ! 

And onrs the ^^tefnl seT\nee whence 
Comes, day by day, the recompense ; 
The hojxj, the trust, the puri)Obc stayed. 
The fonntsin and the noonday shade. 

And WKre this life tlie utmost span. 
The only end and aim oi man. 
Better lihe toil of fieUs like these 
Than waking dream and slothfiul esse. 

But life, though falling like our grain. 
Like that revives and springs again ; 
And, early called, how olest are. they 
Who wait in heaven thdr harveat-day I 

TO A. K. 

ON EECEITINO A BASKET OF 8EA-lf 0S8E8. 

Tbavks for thy gift 

Of (let'an flowers. 
Bom where the gohlen drift 
Of the slant sunshine falls 
Down the green, tremulous walls 
Of wat<'r, to the c(K)1 still eoral bowers. 
Where, under rainbows of perpetual 
showers, 
God's gardens of the deep 
His patient angels keep ; 
Gladdeninpj the dim, stranu^* solitnde 
With fairest forms and hues, and 
thus 

Forever t«'aching ns 
Thelesiion whie.h the many-colored slies, 
The flowers, an<l leaves, and ^taiuled 

butterflies. 
The deer's hmnched nntlers, the gay 

bird that lliii<;s 
The tropic sunshine fi-om its golden 

wings. 

The brightness of the hnmaa oounte- 

nanre, 

Its play of smiles, the magic of a glance^ 
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Fofmrmoraiepait^ 

Til vuritHi tones and sweet, 
Thftt buauty, iu and of itself is good. 

O kind and gtrnmna Mend, o'er wImd 

The sunsot Inies of Time are ouitf 
Paintiug, upou the overpast 
And scattered clouds of noonday 
sorrow 

The ]>ronnse of a fairer morrow, 
An earnest of the better life to come ; 
The binding of the spiiit broken. 
The warning to the erring spiAeii, 

The oomlurt of the sad, 
Tlie eye to scr, the Iiaiul to cull 
Of couiniou tilings the Wautiful, 

The absent heart made glad 
By sinqile gift or gFBoeful token 
Of love it needs as daily food, 
All own one Source, and all are good ! 
Henoe, tiaeking siinny core and 
reach, 

Where si)ent warea glimmer up the 

beach. 

And tosfi their gifts of treed and dieU 

Fromfoamy cune and combingswell. 
No nubetitting task was thine 
To weave these flowers so soft and 
fair 

In unison with His deaogn 

"Who lovcth beauty everywhere ; 

And nuikrs in every zone and clime. 
In ocean and in upper air, 
An thin^i b^ntifnlin their time." 

For not alone in tones of awe and 
power 
He speaks to man ; 
The cloudy horror of the thunder- 

' shower 

His rainbows span i 



And where the carayan 
Winda o'er the deseiti kaTUig^ in 
air 

The crane-flock learea^ no trace of pas- 
sage there. 

He gives tlie weary eye 
The palm-leaf shadow for the hot noon 
hours, 

And on its branches dry 

Calls out the acacia's flowers ; 
And where the dark shaft pierces 
down 

Beneath the mountain roots, 

Seen by the miner's lamp alone. 
The star-like crystal snoots ; 
So, where, the winds and waves 
below. 

The coral-branchM gardens grow, 
His climbing weeds and mosses 
show. 

Like foliace, on eaeb stony bough. 
Of varied nues more strangely gay 
Than forest leaves in autumn's 
day 

Thus evermore. 

On sky, and wave, and shore, 
An aIU|>ervading beauty seems to 
sav I 

Qod*s love and power are one ; and 

they, 

Who, like the thunder «f a sultiy 

day, ^ • 
Smite to lestoro, 

And they, who, like the gentle wind* 

uplift 

The petals of the dew-wet flowers, and 
drift 

Their perfume on the air. 
Alike may scr^-o. Him, each, with their 

own gift, 
Making their lives a prayer i 
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THE CHAPEL OF THE HERMITS, 

AKD OTHER POEMa 
1852. 



THE CHAPEL OF THE HERMITS. 

** I DO believe, and yet, in grief, 
I pray for help to unbelief ; 
For ueedful stren^h aside to lay 
The daily eambenngs of my way. 

** 1 'm sick at lu^art of craft and cant. 
Sick of the crazed enthusiast's rant, 
Rofeasion's smooth hypocrisies, 
^ And oieeds <tf iron, ana liTea of east. 

** 1 ponder o'er the sacred word, 
I read the Teooid of onr Lord ; 

And, weak and troubled, envy them 
Who toiiclied his eeamJesg garment's 
hem J — 

'* Who saw the team of lore he wept 

Alx)ve the f^ve where Lazarus slept ; 
And heard, amidst the sliadows dim 
Of OliTet, his erening hymn. 

**How blessed the swineherd'a low 

estate. 

The beggar cnmchinff at the gate, 
The leper loathly and abhorred, 
Whose ^ea of iliesh beheld the Lord 1 

"O sacred soil liis sandals pfieased I 

Sweet fountains of his noonday rest t 

O li^;ht and air of Palestine, 
Impregnate with his life divine ! 

" O, bear me thither ! Let me look 
On Siloa's pool, and Kedron's brook«.— > 
Kneel at Gethsemane, and by 
Gennesaret Walk, before I die ! 

** Methinks this cold and nnrtlu-rn night 
Would melt Iwfore that Orient light ; 
And, wet by Hermon's dew and rain, 
Uy childhood's &ith revive again t " 

So spake my friend, one autumn day. 
Where the still river slid away 
Beneath us, and above the brown 
Bed eortaina of the woods shut down. 



Then said I, — farJ coold not lirook 
The mute ajqpealiug of his look, — 
** I, too, am weak, and faith is smaU, 
And blindness happeneth unto all. 

" Yet, sometimea ^impses on my sight, 
Through present wrong, the eternal 

right; 

And, step by step, since time began, 
I see the steady gain of man ; 

" That all of good the past hath had 
Remains to make our own time glad, — > 
Our common daily life divini^ 
And eveiy lan4 a Palestine. 

"Thou weariest of thy present state ; 
What gain to thee time^ holiest date f 
The doubter now perchance had been 
As High Priest or as X^te then 1 

**What thought Chonzin't seriboB^ 

What faith 
In Him had Nain and Nazareth ? 
Of the few followers whom He led 
One sold him, — all Ibnook and fled. 

** 0 friend ! we need nor rock nor sand. 
Nor storied stream of Moruin^-Land ; 
The heavens are glassed in Meiri- 
mack, — 

What more could Jordan render back ff 

" We lack but open eye and ear 
To find the Orient's marvels here ; ^ 
The still suiall voice in auttimn's hush, 
Yon maple wood the burning bush. 

For still the new transcends the old. 
In signs and tokens manifold ; — 
Slaves rise up men ; the olive waves, 
With roots deep set in battle graves I 

*' Through the harsh noises of our day 
A low, sweet ]trelude finds its wuy ; 
Through clouds of doubt, and creeds of 
fear, 

A light ia breakings ealm and clear* 
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**That song of Love, now low and far, 
Erelong shall swell from star to star I 

That light, the hrcaking day, which tips 
The golden-spired Apocalypse 1 " 

Then, when my good fir lend shook his 

head. 

And, sighing, sadly smiled, I said : 
" Thou miud'st me of a storv told 
In rare Benutrdin's leaves m gold." * 

And while the slanted sunbeams wove 
The shadows of the frost-stained grovet 
And, nicturine all, the river ran 
O'er cllioiid sna wood, I thus h^gsn : 



In Hoont Yalerien*s chestnnt wood 

The Chapel of the Henuits stood ; 
And thitncr, at the close of day. 
Came two old pilgrims, worn and gray. 

One, whose impetuous youth defied 
The stonns of IJaikal's wintry side, 
And mused and dreamed where tropic 
day 

Flamed o'er his lost ViiginiA's hay. 

His simple tale of love and woe 
All hearts had melted, hi^h or low ; — 
A hUssful pain, a sweet distress, 
Immortal in its tendeiness. 

Yet, while above his charmed page 
Beat qnidc the young heart of his age. 
He walked amidst the crowd unknown, 
A aonowing old man, strange and lone. 

A homeless, tnmbled age, — the gray 
Pale setting of a weary day ; 
Too dull his ear for voice of praise. 
Too sadly worn his brow lor bays. 

Pride, Inst of power and fj^onr, dept ; 

Yet still his heart its young dream kept, 
And, wandering like the deluge-dove. 
Still sought the resting-place of love. 

And, mateless, childless, en%aed more 
The peasant's welcome from Lis door 
By smiling eyes at eventide, 
Tnan kingly gifts or lettered pride. 

Until, in place of wife and child. 
All-pitying Nature on him smiled, 
And gave to him the golden keys 
To all her inmsst sanctitiea. 



Mild Druid of her wood-paths dim 1 
She laid her great heart hare to him. 

Its loves and sweet accords ; — hs saW 
The beauty of her perfect law. 

The language of her signs he knew. 
What notes her doady clarion blew ; 
The rhythm of autumn's forest dyes. 
The hymn of sunset's- painted skies. 

And thus he seemed to hear the song 
"Which swept, of old, the stars along ; 
And to his eyea the earth once more 
Its fresh and primal heatrty wore. 

Who sought with him, from Bammer 
air. 

And field and wood, a balm for care ; 
And bathed in li^t of sunset skies 
His tortured nerves and wesiy eyes! 

ffis fame on all the winds had flown ; 
His words had shaken crypt and throne ; 
Like fire, on camp and court and cell 
They dropped, and kindled as they 
fell. 

Ueneath the pomps of state, below 
The mitred juggler's masque and show, 
A prophecy — a vague hope — ran 
His huming thought from man to man. 

For peace or rest too well he saw 
The fraud of priests, the wrong of law. 
And felt how nard, between the two^ 
Their hieath of pain the millions drew. 

A prophet-utterance, strong and wild. 
The weakness of an unweaned child, 
A sun-bright hope for human-kind. 
And self-^spair, in him combined. 

He loathed the fidse, yet liTcd not 

tnic 

To half the glorious tniths he knew ; 
The doubt, the discord, and the sin. 
He mourned without, he felt within. 

ITntrod by him the path he showetl. 
Sweet pictures on his easel glowed 
Of simple faith, and- loves cn home, 
And virtoe's gcuden days to oome. 

But weakness, shame, and folly made 
The foil to all his pen portrayed ; 
Still, where his dreaniv splendors shooe^ 
The shadow of himself was thrown. 
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Lord* wliat Is man, wbote thought^ st 
times, 

Up to thy seTenfold brightness climbs, 
IHiile atlU his groaser inatinet elingi 
To eatth, like other ereeping things 1 

So rich in words, in acts so mean ; 
So h^, so low ; chaace-awung between 
The foulness of the penal pit 
And Truth's dear sky, ndllenninm- 
Utl 

Vain pride of star-lent genius 1 ^ Tain 

Quick f;iney and creative hrain, 
Unblest by prayerful sacrifice, 
Absurdly great, or weakly wise 1 

Midst yeaminp^ for a truer life, 
Without were fears, within was strife; 
And still his wayward act denied 
The perfect good for which he sighed. 

The love he sent forth void returned ; 
The fame that crowned him scurchcd 

and burned. 
Burning, yet cold and drear and lone^ — 
A fire-mount in a frozen zone j 

like that the gny-haired sea-king 

passed,** 

Seen soutliward from his sleety nmst. 
About whose brows of changidcss frost 
A wreath of flame the wild winds toned. 

Far round the mournful hcaut y played 
Of lambent light and purple sliude, 
Lost on the meed and dumb despair 
Of fiosen earth and sea and air I 

A man apart, unknown, unloved 
By those whoos wrou^ his soul had 
moTed, 

He bore the ban of Churcli and State, 
The good man's fear, the bigot's hate 1 

Forth from the city's noise and throng. 

Its pomp and shame, its sin and wroii'^, 
The twain that summer day had strayed 
To Mount Yalerieu's chestnut shade. 

To them the green fields and the wood 
Ijcnt something of their quietude, 
And golden-tinted suuset seemed 
Fkophetical of all they dreamed. 

Tlie hermits from their sim])le cares 
The bell was caliiug home to prayers, 



And, listening to its sound, the twain 
Seemed lapped in childhood's trust 
again. 

Wide open stood the chapel door ; 
A sweet ohl music, RwelHni^ o'er 
Lownrayerful murmurs, issued thence, — 
The Litaiiies of Providence f 

Then Ronssean spake : ** Where two or 
three 

In His name meet, He there will be V 

And then, in silence, on their knees 
They sank beneath the chestnut>trees. 

As to the blind returning light. 
As daybreak to the Arctic night, 
Old faith revived : the doubts of yesw 
Ulissoived in reverential tears. 

That gush of feeling overpast, 
"Ah me ! " Bernardin sighed at last, 
" I would thy bitterest fo**s could see 
Thy heart as it is seen of me ! 

" No church of God hast thou denied ; 
Thou hast hut spumed in scorn asido 
A base and hollow couuterfeit^ 
Profaning the pure name of it I 

'* With dry dead moss and marish weeds 
His lire the western herdsman feeds. 
And greener from the ashen plain 
The sweet spring grssses rise sgain. 

" Nor thunder-peal nor mighty wind 
Disturb the sohd sky behind ; 
And through the cloud the red bolt rends 
The calm, still smileof Heaven descends I 

" Thus through the world, like bolt and 
blast. 

And scourging fire» tby words have 

])assed. 

Clouds break, ~ the steadfast heavens 
remain; 

Weeds bum, — the ashes feed the grain 1 

" But whoso strives with wrong may find 
Its touch pollute, its darkness blind ; 
And h'arii, as latent fraud is shown 
lu others' faith, to doubt his own. 

" With dream and&lsehood, sunpletonst 

And ])ious lio; e we trfa<l in dust ; 
Lost the caliu faith in goodru'ss, — lost 
The baptism of the I'enLecoat 1 
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•* Alas ! — the blows for error meant 
Too oft on truth itself are spent. 
As through the false and vile aud baae 
Looks forth her sad, rebuking face. 

*' Not ours the Theban's charmed life ; 
We come not scathless from the strife 1 
The Python's ooil about ns eliiigi^ 
The tntnpled Hydra bites and stmgs I 

"Meanwhile, the sport of seeming 
chsnce, 

Tlic plastic shapes of circumstance, 
What inifjht liuve been we fondly gUSSi^ 
If eailiur bom, or Usmpted less. 

"And thoQ, in these wild,' trooUed 

days. 

Misjudged alike in blame and praise, 
Unsought and undeserved the same 
The soqitic'sinaise, the bigotTsbhune 

" I cannot doubt, if thou hadst been 
Among the highly favored men 
Who walked on earth with Fendon, 
He would have owned thee as his son ; 

"And, bright with wings of chenibim 

Visibly waving over him. 

Seen through hU life, the Chnioh had 

seemed 

All that its old ecu feasors dreamed. 

" I would have been," Jean Jaqnes re- 
plied, 

*' The nimiblest servant at his slde^ 
Obscure, unknown, content to see 
How beantiM man's life may be 1 

"O, more then thriee-blest relic, men 

Than solemn rite or sacred lore, 

The holy life of one who trod 

The foot-marks of the Chiist of God 1 

*' Amidst a blinded world he saw 

The oneness of the Dual law ; 

Tliat Heaven's sweet p ace on Earth 

began, 

And God was loved through love of 

man. 

"He lived the Tnith which reconciled 
Tlie strong man Reason, Faith the child : 
In lum belief and act were oue, 
Thd homilies of duty done I *' 

So speaking, through the twilight gray 
The two old pilgrims went their way. 



What seeds of life that day were sown, 
The heavenly watcheia knew alone. 

Time passed, and Antomn came to fold 

Green Summer in her brown and gold ; 
Time ]ia.SsSed, and Winter's tears of snoW 
Dropptxi ou the grave-mound of fious* 
seen. 

"The tre<> remaineth where it fell, 
The jMiiued on earth is mined iu hell ! *' 
So priestcraft from its idtara cnrsed 
The moomfid doubts its fidsehood 
noised. 

Ah ! well of old the Psalmist prayed, 
*' Thy hand, not man's, on me be laid 1" 

Earth frowns below, Heaven weeps aboVS^ 
And man is hate, but God is love 1 

Ko Hermits now the wanderer sees. 

Nor cliapel with its chestnut-trees ; 
A morning dream, a tale that 's told, 
The wave of change- o'er all has rolled. 

Yet lives the lesson of that day ; 
And from its twilight cool and gnj 
Comes up a low, nd whisper, *' Make 
The tmth thine own, for trath's own 
sske. 

* * "Why wait to see in thy brief span 

Its perfect flower and fruit in man ? 
No wiintly touch can save ; no balm 
Of heaiiug haih the maityr's j)alm. 

''Midst soulless fomu^ and ialae pr^ 

tence 

Of spiritual pride and pampered sense^ 
A voice saith, ' What is that to thee t 
Be tnie thyself, and follow Me 1 ' 

" In days when throne and altar heard 

The wanton's wish, the bigot's word. 
And pomp of state and ritual show 
Scarce hid the loathsome death be- 
low, — 

"Midst fawning priests and courtieES 
foul, 

The losel swai m of crown and cowl, 
White-robed walked Francois Fenelonf 
Stainless as Uriel iu tlie sun 1 

" Yet in his time the stake blazed red. 

The prmr were eaten uj) like bread : 
Men knew him not : his garment's ham 
No healing virtue had for them. 
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Alas t no present saint we find ; 

The white cyniar gleams far behind. 

Revealed in outline vague, sublime, 
Through telescopic mists of time ! 

Trust not in man M-ith passing breath, 
But in the Lord, old JSeri{)ture saith ; 
The truth which saves thou mayst not 
Heal 

With false professor, £fiithlees friend. 

"Search thine own heart. What pain- 

eth thee 
In others in thyself may be ; 
All dust is fniif, all llcsli is weak ; 
Be thou the true man thou dost seek 1 

''Wherenowwith pain thou treadest^ trod 

Tlie whitest of the saints of Ond ! 

To show thee where their feet were set. 

The light which led them shineth yet. 

** The footprints of the life divine, 
Which marked their path, remain in 
thine ; 

And tiiat great JMe, tnautw&iL in theirs. 
Awaits thy faith, tb;|r lom, thy prayers 1 " 

A lesson which I well may heed, 
A word of fitness to my need ; 
So from that twilight cool and gray 
Still saith a voices or seems to saj. 



We and slowly homeward tomed. 

While down the west the sunset burned} 
And, in its li,^ht, hill, wood, and tide, 
And human lurms seemed glorilied. 

The village homes transfigured stood, 
And purple bluffs, whose iH'lting wood 
Across the waters leaned to hold 
The yellow leaves like lamps of gold. 

Then spake my friend : '* Thy words are 

true ; 

Porever old, forever new. 

These home-seen spl^ors are theaams 

Whieh oyer Eden's atinsels came. 

" To these howed hearens let wood and 

hill 

Lift voiceless praise and anthem still ; 
Fall, warm with blessing, over them. 
Light of the New Jerusalem ! 

" Flow on, sweet river, like the stream 
Of John's Apoealyptio dn*am ! 
This niapled ridge shall Horeb he, 
Yon green-hankel lake oar Galilee I 

"Henceforth my heart shall sigh no 

more 

For olden time and holier shore ; 

God's love and blfssing, then and there^ 
Are now and here and eveiywheie." 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



QUESTIONS OF LIFE. 

And the angel that tvas tent tinto me, whose 
name wba Uriel, gave me an an^mer and raid, 

" Thy heart hath Rone too tar in tliin world, 
and thinke!(t thou to comprehend the waj of the 
Moat High ? " 

Then nid I, " Tea, my Loid." 

Th«n nfd he unto me, Ck> thy war, w«i?h me 
fhe weight of the fir«3 or mensurc me the MaMt 
of the wind, or call me again the day that iA 
peat."— 2 JHKfras, ehap. It. 

A BENDING staff I would not break, 
A feeble faith I would not shake. 
Nor even rashly pluek away 
The error which some tnith may stay, 
Whose loss might leave the sou withoot 
A ahidd sgsiost the shafts of doabt. 



And yet, at times, when over all 
A darker mystery seems to All, 

(May God for/:ciw the child of dust, 
Who seeks to know, where Faith should 
trust/) 

I raise the qnestioni^ old and dark, 

Of Uzdom's tempted patriarch. 
And, speorh-oonfonnded, buihl afjain 
The batiied tower of iShinar's plain. 

I am : how little more T know I 

Whence came I ? Whitlver do I go t 
A centred self, which feels and is ; 
A cry between the silences ; 
A sbadow-Urth of eloads at strife 
With sansbineon the hills of life » 
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A shaft from Xatiiro's quiver cast 
Into the Future from tin- Past ; 
Between the cradle and the shroud, 
A meteoric flight firom dond to dood. 

Thorough the va5.tnes.s, an hnic: all, 
I see the c^'at .stars rise and lull. 
The roanding seasons ooine ftod go^ 
The tided oceans ebb and flow; • 
The tokens of a central force, 
Whose circles, in their widening course, 
Overlap and more the universe ; 
The workings of the law whence fpriq^l 
The rhythmic harmony of things, 
Which shapes in earth the WRrkling 
spar. 

And orlis in heaven the morning star. 

Of all I Ki'c, in earth and sky, — 
Star, flower, beast, bird, — what port 
have It 

This conscious life, — is it the same 
Which thrills the universal fmnie. 
Whereby the caverned crystal shoots, 
And mounts the sap from forest roots. 
Whereby the exiled wood-Mrd teUs 
When Spring makes green her native 

dells? 

How feels the stone the pang of birth. 
Which brings its sparkling prism forth t 
The fcirest-trce tlie thro}) which gives 
The lifV -l)looti to its new-lxirn leaves I 
Do bii ti and blossom feel, like me, 
Life's many-folded mystery, — 
The wonder which it is to be ? 
Or stand I severed and distinct, 
From Nature's chain of life unlinked ! 
Allied to all, yet not the less 
Prisoned in separate consciousness. 
Alone o'erhurdcned with a sense 
Of life, and cause, and conse(^ueuce ! 

In vain to me the Sphinx propounds 
The rithlle of her sights and sounds ; 
Back still the vaulted mystery gives 
The echoed question it leceiTes. 
What sings tne brook ? What otadie 
Is in the pine-tree's organ swell ? 
Wliat may the wind's low burden 
be! 

The meaning of the moaning sea ? 
The hieroglyphics of the stars ? 
Or clouded sunset's crimson bars f 
I vainly ask, for mocks my sklH 
The trick of Natare*s dpher still 

I turn from Nature unto men, 
I ask the stylus and the pen } 



What sang the haids ct ddf Wliat 

meant 

The prophets of the Orient I 
The rolls of bnried Egypt, hid 
In painted tomb and pyramid ? 
What mean Idumea's arrowy lines. 
Or dusk £iora'8 monstrous signs ? 
How SMiks the primal thought of ! nan 
From the grim carvings of Cojien ? 
Where rests the secret ? When' the k^V 
Of the old death-bolted mysteries ? 
Alasl the dead letitD fiidr trast ; 
Bust hath no answer bom the dnsL 

The great enigma still unguessed. 
Unanswered the eternal quest ; 
I gather up the scattered rays 

nf wisdom in the early days, 

Faint gleams and broken, like the light 

Of meteors in a northern night. 

Betraying to the darkling earth 

The unseen sun which gave them birth ; 

1 listen to the sibyl's cltant. 

The voice of priest and hierojdiant ; 

I know what Indian Kreeshna snith. 

And what of life and wlmt of death 

The demon taught to Socrates ; 

And what, beneath his garden-trees 

Slow pacing, with a dream-like tread^ 

The solemn -though ted Plato said ; 

Nor lack 1 tokens, great or small, 

Of God's clear li^ht in each and all. 

While holding with more dear r^rd 

The scroll of Hebrew seer and bard. 

The starry pages promise-lit 

With Christ's Evangel over-writ^ 

Thy mirade of life and death, 

O holy one of Naaieth I 

On Aztec ruins, gray and lone. 

The circling sernent coils in stone^ — 

Type of the endless and unknown ; 
Whereof we seek the clew to lind. 
With groping hngers of the blind ! 
Forever sought, and nevw found. 
We trace that serpe&t*8ymbol round 
Onr restin[,'-place, our starting hound 1 
O thriftlessuess of dream and guess I 
O wisdom whieh is Ibolishnees I 
Why idly seek from outward things 
Tlio answer inward silence brings ; 
Why strt^tch beyond our proper sphere 
And age, for that which lies so near f 
Wliy dimb the far-ofl' hills with paiii« 
A nearer view of heaven to c;;iin ? 
In lowliest depths of bosky dells 
The hermit Contemplation dwells. 
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A fountain's pine-lmng slope Us seat. 
And lotus-twined bis olent feet. 
Whence, piercing lieaven, with scnendd 

He sees at noon the gtan, whose light 
ShkU glorify the coming night. 

Here let me pause, my quest forego ; 
Enough for me to leei and know 
That He in whom the cause end end, 
The past and future, meet and hlend» — 
Who, girt with IjIs immensities, 
Our vitst and star-hung system sees. 
Small as the clustered Pleiades, — 
Moves not alone the heavenly quins, 
But waves the spring-time's gnssy 

spires, 

Guards not archangel feet alone. 
But deigns to guide and keep my own ; 
Speaks not alone the words of fate 
Which worlds destroy, and worlds 
create. 

But whispers in my spirit's ear, 
In' tones of love, or warning fear, 
▲ language none beside may hear. 

To Him, from wanderings long and 
wild, 

I come, an over-wearied child, 
In cool and shade his jx-acti to find. 
Like dew-fall settling un my mind. 
Assured that all 1 know is best, 
And humbly trusting for the rest, 
I turn from Fancy's clo.id-built scheme, 
Dark creed, and mournful eastern dream 
Of powsf , impersonal and cold. 
Controlling all, itself controlled, 
Maker and slave of iron laws, 
Alike the subject and the cause ; 
From vain philosophies, that try 
The sevenfoM gates of mysteiy. 
And, baOlfd ever, babble still. 
Word-prodigal of fate and will ; 
From Nature, and her mockery, Art, 
And book and speech of men a|)art. 
To the still witness in my lieart ; 
With reverence waiting to behold 
His Avat4r of love untold. 
The Btemal Beauty new and old t 



TH£ PRISONERS OF NAPLES. 

I HATE been thinking of the rietims 

bound 

In Naples^ dying for the lack of air 



And sunshine, in their elooe^ damp 

cells of pain, 
Where hope is not, and innocence in 

vain 

Appeals against the tortore and the 

chain ! 

Unfortunates I whose crime it was to 

share 

Our eommon love of freedom, and to 

dare. 

In Its b< hr\lf, Rome's harlot triple- 

crownud. 

And her base pander, the most hateful 
tfainir 

Who upon Christian or on Pagan 

ground 

Makes vile the old heroic name of king. 
O God most meroiful t Father just and 

kind ! 

Whom man hath bound let thy right 

hand unbind. 
Or, if thy purposes of good behind 
Their ills lie hidden, let the saffefem 

find 

Strong consolations ; leave them not to 
doubt 

Thy providential care, nor yet without 
The nope which all thy attiibutes in- 
spire. 

That not in vain the msrtyr*s robe of 
fire 

Is worn, nor the sad prisoner's fretting 

chain ; 

Since all who suffer fbr thy truth send 
forth. 

Electrical, with every throb of pain, 
Unquenchable sparks, thy own bap- 
tismal rain 
Of firo and spirit over sH the farth. 
Making the dead in slaveiy liv<' again. 
Let this great hope be with them, as 
they lie 

Shut from the light, the greenness, and 

the sky, — 
From the cool waters and the pleasant 

breeze, 

The smell of flowers, and shade of snm- 

raer trees ; 
Bound with the felon lepers, whom 

disease 

And sins abhorred make loathsome; 

let tliem share 
Pellico's faith, Forcsti's strentrth to bear 
Years of unutterable torment, stern and 

still. 

As the chained lltaa victor through his 
Willi 
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Comlbrt thflm wHik thy fbtovB ; let tiMm 

see 

The day-dawn of Italian liberty ; 

for that, with all good things, is hid 

with Thee, . 
And, perfect in thy thoi^tp awiite its 

time to be 1 

I, who hftve spoken for freedom at the eoet 

•Of some w< :ik friendahips^ or some pal- 
try ])rize 

Of nauie or place, and more than I have 
lost 

Have gained in wider reaoh of spn.' 

patliies, 

And free couimuuion with the good and 
wise, — 

May God forbid that I ahonld ever 

boast 

Such easy seli-detiial, or repine . 

That the strong poke of health no more 

is mine; . 
That, overworn' at noonday, I must 

yield 

To other hands the gleaning of the 

field, — 

A tired oTi looker through the day's 

decline. 

For blest beyond deserving still, aud 
knowing 

That kindly Providence its esie is 

showing 

In the withdrawal as in the bestowing, 
Scarcely I dare for more or less to pray. 
Beautiful yet for me this autumn day 
Melts on its sunset liills ; and, far away, 
For me the Ocean lifUi its solemn psalm, 
To me the pine^woods whisper ; and 
folrme 

Yon river, winding thioa|^ its yalee of 

calin. 

By greenest banks, with asters purple- 
starred, 

And gentian bloom and golden-rod 

made pay, 

Flows down in silent gladness to the sea, 
like a pure spirit to its great reward 1 

Nor lack I friends, long-tried and near 
and dear, 

Whose lore is round me like this atmos- 
phere. 

Warm, soft, and golden. For such gifts 

to me 

What shall I render, 0 my God, to thee t 

Let me not dwell upon my lic^hter share 
Of pain and ill that human life mnet bear ; 



Sate me ftom selfish pining; let my hearty 

Drawn from itself in sympathy, foiget 
The bitter longings of a vain regret, 
The anguish of its own peculiar smart. 
Remembering othns, as I have to-day. 
In their great sorrows, let me live alway 
Not for myself alone, but have a part, 
Such as a frail and erring spirit may. 
In love which is of Thee^ and which in* 
deedThonartl 

MOLOCH m STATE STBEET. 

The moon has set : while yet Hhe dawn. 

Breaks cold and gray, 
Between the midnight and the mom 

Bear off your prey t 

On, swift and still ! — the conscious street 

Is panged and stirred ; 
Tread light ! — that fall of senied feet 

The dead have heard 1 

The first drawn blood of Freedom's Tieina 

Gushed where ye tread ; 
Lo ! tlirough the dusk the mar^yr-staiui 
Blush darkly red 1 

Beneath the slowly waning stars 

And whitening day, 
What stern and awful presence bars 
That sacred way ? 

What faros frowTi upon ye, dsxk 

With shame and ]>ain ? 
Come these from ri^-mouth's Pilgrim 
hark? 

Is that young Yane I 

Who, dimly beckoning, speed ye on 

With mocking cheer f 
Lo 1 spectral Andros, HutcliinBOOy 

And Qsge are here I 

For ready mart or &yoring blast 

Througli Moloch's fire 
Flesh of his fh'sh, unsparing^ passed 
The Tyrian sire. 

Te make that ancient sacrifice 

Of Man to Gain, 
Your trafBc thrives, where Freedom dies, 
Beneath the chain. 

Ye sow to-day, your harvesly soom 
And hate, is near ; 
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How tbliik ye !reenieD» mountain^boni. 
The tale wUl hear f 

Thank God 1 oar mother State can yet 

Her feme retrieve ; 
To you and to your childicD lei 

The acandal cleaye. 

Chain Hall and Pulpit, Court and Piess, 

M;iko f^ods of gold ; 
Let liouur, ti-uth« and manliueas 
Like wares be sold. 

" Tour hoards are greaty your walk are 

stronff, 
Bat €ioa is just ; 
Tlie gilded chambers boilt hy WTOng 
InTite the nut. 

"What ! know ye not the gidna of Crime 

Are dust jukI dross ; 
Its ventures on tho waves of time 
Foredoomed to loss ! 

And still the Pilgrim State remains 

What she hath been ; 
Her inland hills» her seawaid plaiBS, 

Still nurture men 1 

Nor wholly lost the fallen mart, — 
Her olden blood 



Go lay to earth a listening ear ; 
The tramp of measured marches hear,— 
The rolling of the cannon's wheel, 
The shotted nmsket's murderous peal. 
The night alarm, the sentry's call. 
The quick-eared spy in hut and 

hall ! 

From rohir s.-a and troj>ic fen 
The dying-groauii of exiled men ! 
The bolt^ cell, the galley's chains. 
The scaffold smoking with its stains ! 
Order, — the hush of brooding slaves f 
Peace, — in the dungeon- vaults and 
graves I 

O Fisher 1 of the world-wide net. 
With meshes in all waters set. 
Whose faUed keys of heaven 

hell 

Bolt hard the patriot's prison-c<^ll. 
And open wide the baiii^uet-hall. 
Where kings and priesta hold eami* 

val ! 

Weak vassal tricked in royal guiae^ 
Boy Kaiser with thy liu oi lies ; 
Base gambler for Napoleon's crown. 
Barnacle on his dead r(>nown 1 
Thou, Bourbon Nea|>oHtan, 
Crowned scandal, loathed of God and 
man 



Through many a fre^e and goienms heart And thou, fill Snider of the North I 
dtiU pours its liood. . i . < . ^ , .i 



That brave old blood, qniek-flowing yet. 

Shall know no check, 
Till a free people's foot is set 
Ou Slavery's neck. 

Kven now, the peal of heU and gas, 

An<l hills aflame, 
Tell of the Hrst great triumph won 
In Freedom a name.** 

The long niglit dies : the welcome gray 

Of dawn we see ; 
Speed up the heavens thy perfect day, 
God of the free I 
18SL 



THE F£ACS OF EUBOPE. 
18S2. 

" Great peace in Europe I Order reigns 
From Tiber's hills to Dannbe's plains 1" 
So say her kings and priests ; so lay 
The lying pnnHietB of our day. 

11 



Stn'tching thy giant feelers forth. 
Within whose web the freedom dies 
01 uuiions eaten up like flies ! 
Speak, Prince and Kaiser, Priest and 

Czar! 

If thia be Peace, pmy what is War t 

White Angel of the Lord ! nnmeet 
That soil accursed for thy pure feet. 
Never in Slavery's desert flows 
The fountain of thy charmed repose ; 
No tyrant's hand uiy chaplet weaves 
Of lines and of olive-leaves ; 
Not with the wicked shalt thou dwell. 
Thus saith the £temal Oracle ; 
Thy home is with the pore and free I 
Stem herald of thy better day, 
Before tlie<', to prepare thy way. 
The Baptist Shade of Liberty, 
Gmy, scarred and hairy-robed, must 
press 

With bleeding feet the wilderness ! 
O that its voice might pierce the ear 
Of jjrinces, trembling while they hear 
A cry as of the llelirew seer : 
IfiepentI God's kingdom dniweth near I 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



WOSDSWOBTH. 

WBHTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF HIS 
MEMOIRS. 

Dear friends, who read the world nright. 
And iu its common fornix discern 

A beaoty and a haimony 
The many never learn ! 

Kindred in soul of him who found 
In simple flower and leaf and stcme 

The impulae of the sweetest lays 
Our Saxon tongue has known, — 

Acoept fhis record of a life 

As sweet and pure, as calm and good. 
As a long day of blandest June 
In green field and iu wood. 

How welcome to our ear?, lont^ pained 
By strife of sect and party noiw?. 

The brook-like murmur of his wmg 
Of nature's sunple joys ! 

The violet by its mossy stone. 
The primrose by the liTei^s brim. 

And chance-sown daflbdii, have foond 
Immortal life through him. 

The sunrise on his breexy lake. 

The rosy tints his sunset liroiir^lit, 
World-Rf'en, arc gladdening all the vales 
And mouutaiu-jieaks of thought. 

Art builds on sand ; the works of pride 
And liuman passion change and fall ; 

But that which shares the life of God 
With him snrviveth alL 



TO 

VXnSB WRITTF.V AFTER A 6UMMEE 
day's EXCUIUSION. 

Fath Nature's priestesses ! to whom^ 
In hieroglyph of bud and bloom. 

Her mysteries are told ; 
Who, wise in lore of wood and mead, 
The seasons' pictured scrolls can lead. 

In lessons manifold 1 

Thanks for the courtesy, and gay 
Good-humor, which on Washing Day 

Our ill-timed visit bore ; 
Thaaksforyourgracefbloars, wbidibioke 
The inorninff dreams of Artichoke^ 

Along his wooded shore ! 



Varied as Tsrying Nature's yraya^ 
Sprites of the river, woodland fayi^ 

Or mountiin nymphs, ye seem J 
Free-limbed Dianas on the green, 
Loch Katrine's Ellen, or Undine, 

Upon yonr favorite stream. 

The forms of which the poets told. 
The fair benignities of old, 

Were doubtless such as you ; 
What more than Artichoke the rill 
Of HeUcon ? Than ]^ii>e-stave hill 

Arcadia's moimtain-view ? 

No sweeter bowers the bee delayed. 
In wild Hymettus' scented sliade, 

Than those you dwell among ; 
Snow-flowered azalias, intertwined 
With roses, over banks inclined 

With trembling harebells hung 1 

A ^hutM life unknown to death, 

Immortal freshness Nature hath ; 

Her fabled fount and glen 
Are now and here : Dodona's shrine 
Still mnimurs in ihe wind-swept i>ine, — 

All is that e'er hath been. 

The lieauty which old Greece or Rome 
Sung, painted, wrought, lies dose at 
home ; 

We need but eye and ear 
In all our daily walks to trace 
The ontUnes of incarnate grace. 

The hymns of gods to hear I 



IK PEACE. 

A TRACK of moonlif^lit on a quiet lake, 
Whose small waves on a silver-sanded 
shore 

Whisper of peace, and with flie low winds 

make 

Snch harmonics as kee]> the woods awake. 
And listening all nightlong for their sweet 
sake; 

A green -waved slope of meadow, hov- 
ered o'er 

By angel-troops of lilies, swaying light 
On Tiewless stems, with foldeid wings of 

white ; 

A slumberous stretch of mountalu-land, 
far seen 

Wbere the low westering day, with gold 

and green, 
I^uple and amber, softly blended, fills 
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Tbe wooded vales, and melts among the 
kills ; 

A Tine-firiitged river, winding to its lest 

On the calm bosom of a stonnles.s sea, 
Beannpf alike upon its placid breast, 
"With earthly ilowers aud heavenly stars 
impressed. 
The hues of time and of eternity : 
Such are the pictures which the thought 
of thee, 

0 friend, awakeneth, — dhurming the 

keen pain 
Of thy (Ie]>arture, and our sense of loss 
Eeauiting with the fulness of thy gain. 
Lo ! on the quiet grave thy lifeobome 

cross. 

Dropped only at its side, methinks doth 

shine, 

Of thy beatitude the radiant sign ! 
No sob of grief, no wild lament be there, 
To break the Sabbath of th<* lioly air ; 

But, in their stead, the silent-breathing 
prayer 

Of hearts still waitingfor a rest like tiiine. 
O spirit redeemed] f oigive na, if hmce- 

forth. 

With sweet and pure similitudes of earth, 
We keep thy pleasant memory freshly 

green, 

Of love's inlieritance a priceless part. 
Which Fancy's self, iu reverent awe, is 
seen 

To paint, for^tful of the tricks of ait, 
With pen( il dipped alone in cokm of 
the heart: 



B£N£DICIT£. 

God's love and peace be with thee, wheie 

Soe'er tliis soft nutnmnal air 
lofts the dark tresses of thy hair 1 



Whether through city casements 

Its kiss to thee, in crowded rooms. 
Or, out among the woodland blooms. 

It freshens o'er thy thoughtful faoe^ 
Imparting, in its glad embrace. 
Beauty to beauty, grace to gnice ! 

Fair Nature's book tocjether re^id, 

The old wood-paths that knew our tread, 

The maple shsdows overhead, — 

The hills we climl>eil, the river seen 
Bv ffleams along its deep ravine, — 
All keep thy memoiy fresh and green. 



Where'er I look, where'er I stray, 
Thy thought goes with me on my way. 
And henoe the prayer I breathe to-day ; 

O'er lapse of time and change of scene. 
The weary waste which lies between 
Thyself and me, my heart 1 lean. 

Thou 1h( k st not Friendship's spell- word* 

nor 

The half-unOonsdons power to draw 
All hearts to thine hy Loye'a aweet law. 

With these good gifts of God is cast 
Thy lot, and many a ehann thou hast 
To hoU. the blessed angela fivt 

If, then, a fervent wish for thee 

The gracious heavens will heed from me, 

What should, dear heart, its burden be f 

The sighing of a shaken reed, — 
What can I more than meekly plead 
The greatness of our oommon need t 

Qod's love, — nnchanging, pure, and 

true, — 

The Fkomclete white-ehining through 
His peace, — the ML of Uermon's dew f 

With such a prayer, on this sweet day, 
As thou mayst hear and I may say, 
I greet thee^ dearesty ftr away! 

PICTURES. 
I. 

Light, warmth, and sprouting greenness, 
and o*er all 
Bine, stainless, steel-bright ether, rain* 

ing down 

• Tranquillity upon the deep-hushed 
town. 

The freshening meadows, and the hill- 
sides brown ; 
Yoice of the west-wind from the hills 
of pine, 

And the brimmed rhrer from its distant 

fall. 

Low hum of bees, and joyous interlude 
Of bird-songs in the streamlet-skirting 

wood, — 

Heralds and prophecies of sound and 

sight. 

Blessed forerunners of the warmth and 
light* 
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Attendant angels to the house of prayer, Breath of the blessed Heayen for which 



Withrererent footsteps keeping pace : 
with mine, — 
Once more, thvough God's great love, with 

you 1 share 
A mom of ntnmctioa sweet and fair 
As that which aaw, of old, in Pales- 
tine, 

Immortal Love upiising in fresh bloom 
From the daik night and winter of 
the tomb t 

IL 

White with its sun-bleached dost, the 

pathway winds 
Before nie ; dust is on the shrunken 
gi-ass, 

And on the trees heneath whose 

boughs I pass ; 
Frail screen against the Hunter of the 
sky. 

Who, glaiingon me with his lidlesseye, 
AVhile mounting with his dog-star 
higli and liigher 
Ambush^ in light intolerable, unbinds 
The bumislked quiver d his shafts 
of fire. 

Between me and the hot fields of his 
South 

A tremulous glow, as from a furnace- 

mouth. 

Glimmers and swims before my daz- 
zled sight, 
As if the burning arrows of his ire 
Broke as they fell, and shattered into 

light ; 

Yet on niy cheek I feel the western wind. 
And hear it telling to the orchard 

trees, 

And to the faint and flower-forsaken 
bees, 

Tales of fair meadows, grem with con* 

stant streams, 
And mountains rising blue and cool 
behind, 

Where in moist dells the ■pan^ or- 
chis gleams, 
And starred with white the virgin's 

bower is twined. 
So the o'erwearied plgrim, as he fares 
Along life's summer waste, at times is 
fanned, 

Even at noontide, by the cool, sweet airs 
Of a serener and a holler land, 
Fresh as the mora, and as the dew- 
fall bland. 



we pray, « 
Blow from the eternal hills! — 
glad our earthly wiyf.l 
8th mo., lSo2. 



NiOHT on the city of the Moor ! 

On mosque and tomb^ and white-walled 

snore, 

On sea-waves, to whose ceaseless knock 
The nsnow harbor-gates unlock. 
On corsair's galley, carack tall. 
And plundered f'liristian caraval f 
The sounds of Moslem life are still ; 
No nrale-heU tinkles down the hfll ; 
Stretched in the Inoad court of the 
khan, 

The dusty Bomou caravan 

lies heaped in slumber, beast and aian ; 

The Sheik is dreaming in his tent. 

His noisy Arab tongue o'erspent ; 
The kiosk's glimmering lights are gone^ 
The merchant with nis wares with- 

drawn ; 

Rough i)illowed on some pirate breast, 
The dancing-girl has sunk to rest ; 
And, save where measured footsteps 

fall 

Along the Baslmw 's guarded wall, 
Or where, like some bad dream, the 
Jew 

Creeps stealthily his quarter through. 
Or counts with fear his gr»1dt ii heaps^ 
The City of the Corsair sice^ 1 

But where yon prison long and low 

Stands black against the [lalc star-glow. 
Chafed by the ceaseh ss wajih of waves. 
There watch and pine the Christian 

slaves ; — 
T\ough-l)ear(led men, whose far-off wives 
Wear out with grief their lonely lives ; 
And youth, still flashing from his eyes 
The clear blue of New England skies^ 
A trt^asured lock of whose soft hair 
Now wakes some sorrowing mother's 

prayer ; 

Or, worn upon some maiden hressty 
Stirs with the loving heart's unrest I 

A bitter cup each life must drain, • 
The groaning earth is cursed withpsln^ 
And, like tli*» scroll the angel bore 
The shuddeiiug Hebrew seer before^ 
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O'erwrit alike, without, within, 
With aU the woes which follow sin ; 

But, bitterest of the ills beneath 
Whose load man totters down to death, 
Is that which plucks the regal crown 
Of Freedom fnm his forehead down. 
And snatches from his powerlcis hand 
The sceptred sign of self-command, 
£ll'acing with the chain and rod 
The image and the seal of God ; 
Till from his ii Uun , day hy day, 
The manly virtues lull away, 
And leave him naked, blind and mute, 
The godlike merging in the brate I 

Why mourn the quiet ones who did 
Bi-neath affeotion's tender eve. 
Unto their household and their kin 
Uke ripened ( ui u-«heaves gatheixid In I 
0 weeper, from tliat tr;m<iuil sod, 
That lioly harvest- home of God, 
Turn to the quick and suffering, — shed 
Thy tears upon the living deadi 
Thank God above thy dear ones* graves, 
They sleep with Him, — they are not 
ijlaves. 

What dark masi^ down the nuHmtsin' 

sides 

Swift-pouring, like a stream divides ? — 
A long, loose, straggling caravan. 
Camel and horse and armed man. 
The moon's low crescent^ glimmering 
o'er 

Its grave of waters to the shors, 

Lights up that mountain cavalcade. 
And glints from gon and spear and 

blade 

Kear and mors near I — now o'er them 

falls 

The shadow of the city walls. 

Hark to the sentry's challenge, drowned 

In the fierce tnmipet*8 - charging 

sound ! — 
The rush of men, the musket's peal. 
The short, sharp clang of meeting steel i 

Vain, Moslem, vain thy lifcblood pooied 
So freely on thy foeman's sword ! 
Not to the swift nor to the strong 
The batttSs of the right loelong ; 
For he who strikes for Freedom wean 
The armor of the captive's prayers. 
And Nature proffers to his cause 
The strength of her eternal laws ; 
Wliile he whose arm essays to bind 
And herd widi common biutee his kind 



Strives evcrraoro at fearful odds 
With Nature and the jealous gods. 
And dares the dread recoil which late 
Or soon their right shall vindicate. 

'T is done, — the horned crescent falls ! 
The star- flag flouts the broken walls 1 
Joy to the captive husband ! joy 
To thy sick heart, 0 brown«locked hoy 1 
In suuen wrath the conquered Moor 
Wide open flings your dungeon -dr>or, 
And leaves ye free from cell and chain. 
The owners of yourselves ag-.iin. 
Dark as his allies desert-born. 
Soiled with the battle's stain, and wom 
With the long marches of his baud 
Through hottest wastes of rock and 
sand, — 

Seorehed by the Rtin and fumace-brsath 
Of the red desert's wind of death, 
With welcome words and grasping 
hands. 

The victor and delivever stands 1 

Tlie tale is one of distant skies ; 
The dust of half a centuiy liee 
Upon it ; yet its hero's name 
Still lingers on the lips of Fame. 
Men speak the praise of him who gave 
Deliverance to the Moorman's dave. 
Yet dare to brand with shame and crime 
The heroes of our land and time, — 
The self-forgetful ouei», who stake 
Home, name, and life for Freedom's 
sake. 

God mend his heart who cannot feel 

The impulse of a holy zeal. 

And sees not, with his sordid eyes, 

Tlic beauty of self-sacrifice ! 

Though in the saered jdaco he stsnds^ 

Uplifting consecrated hands. 

Unworthy are his lips to tell 

Of Jeeoa* martyr-miracle, 

Or name aright that dread embmoe 

Of suffering for a fallen race 1 

ASTIC£A. 

" JoTo mcan5 to SStllt 
Astrseil in her scat af^in, 
And let down from his golden disfal 
▲a i«e Of baMBrmeCBL" 

BiR Jomov, UtU 

0 POET rare and old ! 

Thy words are prophecies.; 
Forward the age of gold, 

The new fiatnmian lieSi 
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The universal pnyer 

Aiul hoj»o are not in vain ; 
Ris<% brothers ! and jirepare 
Tlie way lor Saturii's -reign, 

Pensh shall all which takes 
From lal>()r's Ixiaid ami can ; 

Pemh sliall uU wliicb make;} 
A spuiiel of the man I 

Free from its bonds the miad^ 
The boUy from the rod ; 

Broken all chains that bind 
The image of our God. 

Just men no longer pine 
Behind their prieoD'han j 

Through the rent dungeon shine 
The iiee sun and the atars. 

Earth own, at last, nntrod 

By sect, or caste, or dan^ 
The fatherliood of God, 
The brotherhood of man I 

Fraud fail» cmft perish, forth 

The money-changers driven. 
And God's will done on earths 
As now in heaven i 



IKVOCATION. 
Trbovgh thy clear spaces, Lctd, of 

old, 

Fomilt'ss and void the dead earth rolled ; 
Deaf to thy heaven's sweet music, blind 
1^0 tiie great lights which o'er it shined ; 
No sound, no ray, no waimth, no 

breath, — 
A dumb despair, a wandering death. 

To that dark, weltering horror came 
Thy spirit, like a subtle flame, — 
A breath of life electrical, 
Awakening and transfiwming all. 
Till beat and thrilled in every part 
The pulses of a living heart. 

Then knew their bounds the land and 

sea ; 

Then smiled the bloom of mead and 

tree ; 

From flower to moth, fh>m beast to man, 

The quick creative impulse ran ; 

And earth, with lifp from thee renewed. 

Was in thy holy eyesight good. 



As lost and void, aa dark and oold 

And formless as that earth of old, — 
A wandering waste of storm and night. 
Midst spheres of song and realms of 

light,- 
A blot \i\K)n thy holy sky, 
Untouched, unwarned of thee^ am L 

0 thon who movest on the deep 
Of spirits^ wake my own from sleep ! 
Its darkness melt, its coldness wann. 
The lo&t restore, the ill trausfonu. 
That flower and fruit henceforth may he 
Its giatefiil oflforing^ worthy thee. 

THE CBOSS. 

ON THE DEATH OF KICHARD PILLINO- 
HAM, IN TBB NAfiHVILLB FSKITEK- 
TIABT. 

'*Thb cross, if rightly borne, sliall he 
No harden, but support to thee ** 
So, moved of old time for our sjike. 
The holy monk of K.empen spake. 

Thou brave and tme one I upon whom 

Was laid the cro<^s of martyraom. 

How didst thou, in thy generous youth. 

Bear witness to this blessed truth. 1 

Thy cro.ss of suffering and of shame 
A staff within thy hands Ixicame, 
In paths where faith alone could see 
The Master^s steps supporting thee. 

Thine was the seed-time ; Ood alone 
Beholds the end of what is sown ; 
Beyond onr vision, weak and dim. 
The harrest-time is hid with Him. 

Yet, unforgotten where it lies, 
That seed of ^(eneious sacrifice. 

Though seennng on the desert cast, 
Shall rise with bloom and fruit at last. 

EVA. 

Dry the tears for holy Eva, 
With the blessed angels leave her; 
Of the form so soft and fair 
Gire to earth the tender care. 

For the golden locks of Eva 

Let the sunny south-land give her 

* XbODiM 4 Kompif. Imit Chxisi. 
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Flowery pillow of repose, — 
Orauge-bluum and budding rose. 

In the better home of Eva 
Let tlic .sliining ones receive her, 
"With the welcome-voiced psahu, 
Harp of gold and waving palm t 

All is light and peace with Eva ; 
There the darkness oonieth never ; 
Teara are wiped, and fetten 
And the Lord iaall in alL 

Weep no more for happy Eva, 

Wrong and sin no more shall griere 

her ; 

Care and ])ain and weariness 
Lost in love so measureless. 

Gentle Eva, loving Eva, 

Child <'«)nfe.s.sor, tnu' l)i'licvcr, 
Li.st<'ni'r at tiie Miihter's knee, 
•* Suiler such to come to me." 

0, for fiiith like thine, sweet EfS^ 
Ligliting all the soh'iun river, 
And the blessings of the poor 
Waiting to the heavenly shoze t 

TO FREDIilKA BREMER." 

■ 

« 

Seeress of the misty Norland, 
Daughter of the Vikin^^g l>old, 

Welcome to the sunny Vmeland, 
Which thy fathers sought of old I 

Soft as flow of Silja's waters. 

When the moon of summer shines, 

Strong as Winter from his mountains 
Roaring through the sleeted pines. 

Heart and ear, we long have listened 
To thy i^igu, rune, and song. 

As a household joy and presence 
We have known and loved thee long. 

By the mansion's marble mantel. 

Round the log-walled cabin's hearth, 
Thy sweet thoughts and northern fan- 
cies 

Meet and mingle with our mirth. 

And o'er wears' spirits keeping 

Sorrow's night-watch, long and chill, 

Shine they like thy sun of summer 
Over midnight vale and hilL 



We alone to thee are strangers, 
Thou our friend and teacner art ; 

Come, and know us as we know thee ; 
Let us meet thee heart to heart ! 

To our homes and household altars 
We, in turn, thy steps would lead. 

As thy loving hand has led us 
O'er the threshold of the Sweda. 

APRIL. 

*■ The ivclDC emes ilowtj vp this waj^*^ 

T IB the noon of the spriog-time, yet 

never a bird 
In the wind-shaken elm or the maple is 
heard ; 

For green meadow-grasses wide levek of 

snow, 

And blowing of drifts where the crocus 
should blow ; 

Where wind-flower and violet, amher 
and white, 

On south - sloping brooksldes should 
smile in the light. 

O'er the cold winter^beds of their late- 
waking roots 

The frosty flake eddies, the ice-crystal 
shoots ; 

And, longing for light, under wind- 
driven heaps. 

Bound the bolt s of the pine-wood the 
ground-laurel creeps, 

Unkissed of the sunshine, unhaptized of 
showers. 

With buds scarcely swelled, which 

should burst into llowers ! 
We wait for thv coming, sweet wind of 

the south ! 
For the touch of thy light wingB^ the 

kiss of thy mouth ; 
For the yearly evangel thou hesiest from 

God, 

Resurrection and life to the graves of the 

sod ! 

Up our long river-valley, for days, hare 

not ceased 
The wail and the shriek of the bitter 

northeast, — 
Raw and chill, as if winnowed through 

ices and snow, 
All the way from the land of the wild 

Esquimau, — 
Until all our dreams of the land of the 

blesl;, 
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Like that ivd hunter's, turn to the sunny 

southwest. 
0 aoul of the Kpriog-tiiiMip iti li^t and 

its breath, 

Bring warmth to this coldnc&s, bring 
life to this death ; 

Renew the great miracle ; let us behold 

The stone from the mouth of the sepul- 
chre rolled, 

And Natuiep like Lmnu, rise, m of 
old! 

Let our faith, whii h in «^a^lrllfl^ 

coldness lain, 
Bevivo with the wumth and fbe brig^t- 

710SS again. 
And in blooming of flower and budding 
of tree 

The lymbols and types of oor destiny 

see ; 

The life of tlie spiing-tame, the life of 

the whole, 
Andy as son to tiie sleeping earth, love 

tothesoull 



STANZAS FOB THE TIMES. 
1850. 

Thb evil days have come, — the poor 

Are made a prey ; 
Bar uj) the hospitable door, 
Put out tlir lirc-liglits, point no moi^e 

The wanderer's way. 

For Pity now is crime ; the chain 

Wln( h Itimls our States 
Ts melted at lier hearth in twain, 
Is rasted by her tears' ooSt lain : 

doee up her gates. 

Our Union, like a glacier stirred 

Bt voice below. 
Or bell of kine, or wine of bird, 
A bwrgar's crupt, a kindly word 

May overthrow 1 

PooTt whispering tremblen I— yet we 

• boast 

Our blood and name ; 
Bursting its oentory-bolted frosty 
Each gray cairn on the Noithman's 

coast 

Cries out for shame 1 

O for the open firmament 
The pnirie free^ 



The desert hillside, cavern-rent, 
The Pawnee's lodge, the Arab's tent^ 
The Bushman's tree ! 

Than web of Persian loom most rare, 

Or soft divan, 
B<^tt«'r tlic rough rock, bleak and bare, 
Or hollow tree, w hich man may share 

Witii suffering man. 

I hear a voice : " Thus saith the Law, 

Let liOve be dumb ; 
Clasping her liberal hands in awe^ 

Let swcet-lipi^ed Charity withdraw 
From hearth and home." 

I hear another Toice : "The poor 

Are thine to feed ; 
Turn not the outcast from thy door. 
Nor give to bonds and wrong once mors 

Whom God hath fkeed.'*^ 

Dear Lord ! between that law and thee 
No chojce remains ; 

Yet not untrue to man's decree^ 
Though spiiniing its reward^ is he 

^\ ho bears its pains. 

Not mine Sedition's tnimpet-blsst 

And threatening word ; 
I read the lesson of the Past, 
That firm endurance wins at last 

More than the sword. 

0 clear-eyed Faith, and Patience, thou 
So calm and strong ! 

Lend strength to weakness, teaeli ns hnw 
The sleepless eyes of (iod look through 
This night of wrong 1 



A SABBATH SCENE. 

ScAROB had the solemn Sabbath-bell 

Ceased nuivcriiig m the steeple, 
Scarce had!^ the parson to his desk 
Walked stately through his people, 

^y}\en down the summer-shaded street 

A wasted female figure, 
With dusky brow and naked feet^ 

Game roBhing wild and eager. 

She saw the white spire through the 

trees. 

She heard the sweet hymn swelling : 
0 pitying Christ ! a refuge give 
That poor one in thy dwduing 1 
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Like a scared fawn before the hoiiiid% 
Right up the aisle she glided, 

Wliile close behind her, whip in hand, 
A lank-haired hunter stricfed* 

She raised a keen and Litter cry, 
To Heaven and Earth appealing ; — 

Were manhood's generous pulses oeadt 
Had womsii's heart no fiBsling t 

A score of stout hands rose between 
The hunter and the flying : 
• Age clenched his staff, and maiden ayes 
Flashed tearful, yet defying. 

*'Who dares profane this house and 

day ? " 

Cri»^(l out the angry pastor. 
** Why, bless your aoiU, the wench 's a 
slave. 

And I 'm her lord and master ! 

** I 've law and gospel on my side, 
And who shall dare refuse me ?" 

Down carae the parson, bowing low, 
*' My good sir, pray excuse me 1 

** Of course I know your right divine 
To own and work and whip her ; 

Quick, deacon, throw that Polyt;lott 
Before the wench, and trip her 1 " 

Flump dropped the holy tome, and 

o'er 

Its sacred pages stumbling, 
Bound hand and foot, a slave once more, 
The hapless wretch lay trembliqg. 

I saw the parson tie the knots. 
The while hia flock addressing, 

The Sciiptural claims of slavery 
With text on text Impressing. 

** Although," said he, " on Sabbath day 

All secular occupations 
Are deadly sins, we must fulfil 

Our moral obli^tions : 

- And this commends itself as one 

To every conscience tender ; 
As Paul sent back Unesinius, 

My Christian friends, we send her 1 " 

Shriek rose on shriek, — the Sabbath air 
Her wild cries tore asunder ; 

I listened, with huslied bi'eath, to hear 
Qod answeiing with his thnnder t 



All still ! — the very altar's cloth 

Had smothered down her shrieking, 
And, dumb, she turned from £bm^ to 
fiuse, 

For human pity seeking 1 

I saw her dragged along the aisle. 
Her shackles harshly clanking ; 

I heard the parson, over all. 
The Lord dcToutly thanking 1 

My brsin took lbs : Is this, " I cried, 
i'The end of prayer and preach- • 

ing ? 

Then down with pulpit, down with 
priest, 

And give us NatoraTa teaching ! 

** Foul shame and scorn be on ye all 

Who turn the good to evil. 
And steal the Bible from the Loidf 

To give it to the Devil 1 

'^Than garbled text or parchment law 
1 own a statute hi|^er ; 

And (iod i.s true, though ovciy bodc 
And every man's a liar ! " 

Just then I felt the deacon's hand 
In wrath mycout-tnil seize on ; 

I heard the priest cr>', " Inlidel ! '* 
The lawyer mutter, "Treason ! " 

I started up, — where now were churchy 
Slave, muster, priest, and people I 

1 only heard the supjHjr-lKdl, 
Instead of clanging steeple. 

But, on the open window's sill, 
O'er which the white blooms drifted, 

The pages of a good old Book 
Tbs wind of summer lifted. 

And flower and vine, like angel wings 

'Around the Holy Mother, 
Waved S'lftly there, as if Cfod's truill 

And Mercy kissed each other. 

And finely from the cherry-hougli 

Above the c<a.sement swinginj^ 
With golden bosom to the sun. 
The oriole was singing. 

As bird and flower made plain of old 

The lesson of the Teacher, 
So now 1 heard the written Word 

Interpreted by Natnre ! 
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For to my ear methought the bieeze 
Bore Fieedom's Uesaisd word on ; 
Thus 8Arnt the Lobd : Bbbak svebt 

YOKE, 

Undo tub heayt bu&den ! 



K£M£MBEANC£. 

WITB COPm OF THS AVTHOB's fTBIT- 
IKGB. 

Friend of mine ! whose lot was caaf 
With me in the distant ]>a.st, — 
Where, like shadows flittiiig fss^ 

Fact and iancy, thought and theme, 
Wl»d ami work, Iw'gin to seem 
like a half-iemembered dream 1 

Touched by change have all things 

Wen, 

Yf't 1 tliink of thee as when 
We had speech of lip and pen. 

For the calm thy kindness lent 

To a Tiath of discontent, 
Kough with tiiai and dissent ; 

Cfentle words where such were few; 
Softening hlsine where Idame was 

tme, 

PraL»iug where small piuise was due ; 

For a waking dream msde gOod« 

For an ideal understood, 

Fur thy Christian womuuhood ; 

For thy maryelloQS |pft to cull 
From our cominon life and dull 
Whatsoe'er is beautiful ; 

Thoughts and fimcies, Hybla's hees 
Dropping sweetness ; true heart's-eass 
Of congenial sympathies ; — 

Still for these I own my deht ; 

Memory, with her eyelids wet, 
Fain would thank thee even yet ! 

And as one who scatters flowers 
Where tlie Queen of May's sweet honrs 
Sits, o'ertwined with blossomed bowers^ 

In superfluous zeal bestowing 
Gifts wli»'re ^ifts nrv overflowing; 
ibo 1 puy the debt I'm owiug. 



To thy full thonj^ts, cay or sad, 
Snnny-hued or aoher eiad, 
Something of my own 1 add ; 

Wen assured that thou wilt take 

Even the offering which I msko 
lUndly lor the i^Ter's sske. 



THB POOR VOTER ON ELEC-. 

TION DAY. ' ' 

The proudest now is hut my peer. 
The highest not more h^n ; 

To-day, of all the weary year, . 

A king of men am I . 
To-day, alike are great and small, 

Tlie nameless and the known ; 
My palace is the people's hall. 

The baliot-box my throne 1 

Who serves to-day upon the list 

Beside the served shall stand ; 
Alike the brown and wrinkled list^ 

The gloved and dainty band ! 
The rich is level with the poor. 

The weak is strong to-day ; 
And sleekest broadcloth counts no mOTS 

Thau homespun frock of gray. 

To-day let pomp and vain pretenoo 

My stubnom right abide ; 
1 set a plain man's common sense 

Against the pedant's pride. 
To-day shall simple manhood try 

The strength of gold and land ; 
The wide world has not wealth to buy 

The power in my right hand I 

While there *s a grief to seek redress, 

Or balance to adjust. 
Where wei^s our liTing manhood less 

Than Mannmon's vilest dust, — 
While there's a right to need my fctdp 

A wrong to sweep away. 
Up I doated Imee and nigged ooat I 

A man *8 a man to-day I 



TRUST. 

The same old haffling qnsatiooB 1 O mj 

friend, 

I eannot answer them. In Tain I send 

My soul into the daii:, where never bum 
The lamps of science^ nor ihid natoial 
light 
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Of Season's and atars 1 I cannot 
learn 

The^r great and solemn meaiiiiigB, nor 

discern 

The awful secrets of the eyes which tiim 
Evermore on us through the day and 
night 

With silent challenge and a domb 

demand, 

Proiferiug the riddles of the dread un- 
known, 

tike the calm Sphinxfls, with fheir eyes 

of stone, 

Questioning the centuries from their 
▼eils of sand I 
I have no answer for myself or thee, 
Save that I learned beode my motlier's 

Icnoo * 

"Allisof Godtbatisp and is to be; 
And God is good." Let tlds soffice 

us still, 

Beetm^in childlike trust upon his 

Wiio moves to his neat ends untlniwrted 
by the.ill. 



I So sanfj the hnrper at the fair, 
•So harped he in the h ftH , 

" 0 come to me, my daughter dear I 

Come sit upon my knee, 
For looking in vour face, Kathleen, 
Your mother s own I see 1'* 

He smoothed and smoothed herhairamtY, 
He kissed her forehead fair ; 

" It is my darling Mary's brow. 
It is my dailing^s hair ! " 



KATHLEEN* 

0 NoRAH, lay your basket down. 

And rest jour weaiy hand. 
And come and hear me aiwg a BOOg 

Of our old Ireland. 

There was a lord of Galaway, 

A mighty lord was he ; 
And he did wed a second wife^ 
A maid of low degree. 

But he was old, and she was young. 

And so, in evil spite, 
She baked the black bread for his kin. 

And fed her own idih white. 

She whipped the maids and starved the 

kern, 

And drove away the poor ; 
Ah, woe is me 1 " the old lordstid, 
** I raa my bargain sore I " 

This lord he had a daughter fair, 

Beloved of old and young, 
And ni<,'htly round the shealii^.fize8 
Of her the gleeman sung. * 

** As sweet and good is younff 
As Eve befoie her W ; 



0, then spake up the antrrj dame, 

"Get up, get up," quoth she, 
" rU sell ye over IieJind,- 
I'UseUyeo'erthesear 

She clipped her glossy hair away. 

That none her rank mi^t know. 
She took away her gown of silk. 
And gave her one of tow. 

And sent her down to Limerick towB^ 

And to a seaman sold 
This daughter of an Irish lord 
For ten good pounds in gold. 

The lord he smote upon- his breast^ 

And tore his beard so gray ; 
But he was old, and she was young. 

And so she had her way. 

Sure that same night the Banshee howled' 

To fright the evil dame. 
And fairy folks, who loved Kathleen, 

With fnnend torches came. 

She watched them glancing through ths 



And glimmering down the hill ; 
They crept before the dead-vault door. 
And there they all stood still 1 



it 



Get up, old man I the wake-lights 

shine ! " 

"Ye murthering witch," quoth he, 
" So I *m rid of your tongue, 1 little care 
If they shine fiv yon or me." 

" O, whoso brings my daughter back. 
My gold and land shall have ! " 

O, then spake up his ITandsome page, 
" Ko g^ nor land I cmTe 1 

Bnt give to me your daughter dear, 
t Give sweet Kathleen to tt^ 
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Be she on sea or be she on land, 
I '11 bring her back to thee.** 

" My daughter is a lady bam^ 

And you of low degree, 
But she shall be your bride the day 

You iHtQg her Mfik to me.** 

He sailed east, lie sailed west. 

And far and lon^ sailed he, 
Until he came to noston town, 

AoroM the guMt salt aet, 

'* O, have ye seen the young Kathleen, 

The flower of Ireland I 
Ye '11 know her by licr cvos so blue, 

And by her snow-white hand ! " 

Out spake an ancient man, ''I knoir 

The maiden whom ye mean ; 
1 bought her of a Limerick man. 
And she is called Kathleen. 

** No skill hath she in household WOtk, 
Her hands are soft and white, 

Yet well by loving looks and waye 
She doth her cost requite.** 

So up they walked through BoBt(m town, 

And met a maiden fair, 
A littie liaaket on her arm 

8o snowy-white and han. 

** Come hither, chiltl, and say hast thou 
This young man ever seen f ** 

Till V wept within each other's ann% 
The pag!B end young Kathleen. 

« 0 ^Te to me this darling child. 
And take my purse of gold." 

•* Nay, not by me," her master said, 
'* Shall sweet Kathleen be sold. 

*' Wo loved her in the place of one 

The \jord hath early ta'en ; 
But, since her heart 's in Ireland, 

We give her back again ! '* 

O, for that same the saints in hettVttI 
For his poor soul shall pray. 

And Mary Mother wash with tears 
Hia hereslea away. 

Sure now they dwell in Ireland, 

As you go up Claremore 
Ye '11 see their castle looking down 

The pleasant Galway shore. 



And the old lord's wife is dead and gone, 

And a happy roan is he. 
For he sits beiiide his own KatUeeUt 

With her darling on hia koiee. 



FIBST-DAY THOUGHTS. 

In calm and cool and silence, once again 
I find my old accustomed place among 
My brethxen, where, perchance, no 

human tongue 
Shall utter words ; where never hymn 

is sung. 

Nor deep-toned oigan blown, nor cen- 
ser swung. 
Nor dim light tailing through the pic- 
tured pane 1 
There, syllabled 1^ rilence, let me hear 
The atill small voice wUch reached the 

prophet's ear ; 
Read in my heart a still diviner law 
Than l8rael*8 leader on his tables saw I 
There let me strive with each besetting 
sin, 

Kecall my wandering fancies, and re- 
strain 

The sore disquiet of a restless brain ; 
And, as the path of duty is made plain, 
May grace be given that I may walk 
therein, 

Kot like the hirelfagg^ Ibr Us adflah 

gain, 

With backward glances and reluctant 
tread. 

Making a merit of his coward dread, — 
Bat, cheerful, in the light around me 
thrown, 

Walkiog as one to pleasant service 

led; 

Doing God's will as if it were my own, 
Yet trusting, not in mine, but in his 
strei^th slone t 

KOSSUTH." 

Ttpb of two mighty continenta I — eoi9- 

bining 

The stren^h of Europe with the 
wanntli and glow 
Of Asian song and prophecy, — the shln- 

Of Orient splendors over Northern 
snow I 

Who shall receive him t Wlio^ imUnih* 
ing^ speak 
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Welcome to him, who, while he strove 
to break 

The Austrian yoke from Magyar niocka, 

smoto off 

At the same blow the fetters of the 
serf, — 

Beaxing the altar of his Father-land 
On the iiria base of freedom, a&d 
thereby 

Lifting to Bfeaven a patriot's stainless 

hand. 

Mocked not the God of Justice with a 

he ! 

Wlio shall be Freedom*8 month-piece ? 
Who shall give 

Her welcoming cheer to the great fugi- 
tive? 

Kot he who^ all her sacred tmsts tietray- 

Is scourging back to shtTeiy's hell of 

pain 

The swarthy Kossnths of onr land 

again ! 

Not he whose utterance now from lips 

designed 

The baglewmarch of Liberty to wind, 
And call her hosts beneath the breaking 

li-ht, — 

The keen reveille of her mom of fight, — 
Is hut the hoarse note of the blood- 
hound's baying, 
The wolfs long howl behind the bond- 
man's iliglit ! 
0 for the tongue of him who lies atTest 
In Qnincips shade of patrimonial 
trees, — 

Last of the Puritan tribunes and the 

best, 

To lend a voice to Freedom's sympa- 

thies, 

And hail the coming of the noblest giirst 
The Old World's wrong hus given the 
New World of the Wests ' 



TO MY OLD SCHOOLMASTER. 

AK BPISTliB KOT AFTER THX MAmiXB 
or BORAGE. 

Old friend, kind Mend ! liditly down 
Drop time's snow-flakes on thy crown ! 

Never be thy shadow less. 
Never fail thy cheerfulness ; 
Cave, that kills the cat, may plough 
Wrinkka In the miser's brow, • 
Peepen envy's spiteful frown^ 



Draw the monUii of bigots dowiiy 
Plague ambition'a dream, and sit 

}I('a\'y on the hypoente, 
Haunt the rich man's door, and ride 
In the gilded ooaeh of pride ; — 
Let tlu; Hend pass I — what can ha 
Find to do with such as thee I 
Seldom comes that evil pieat 
Where the conscience lies at rest. 
And brown health and ouiet wit 
Sndling on the threaholu sit. 

I, the urchin nnto whom. 
In that smoked and dingy room. 
Where the district gave thee mls 
O'er its ragged winter school. 
Thou didst teach the mysteries 
Of those weary A B C's, — - 
Where, to fill the cvory pause 
Of thy wise and learned saws, 
Through the cracked and crazy wall 
Game the cradle-rock and sqnalU 
And the goodraan'a voice, at striifo 
With his shrill and tipsy wif^ — 
Luring us by stories old. 
With a eomio nnction told* 
More than by the doqufiiioe 
Of terse birchen arguments 
(Doubtful gain, 1 fear), to look 
With com]^acence on a bo<^ 1 ^ 
Where the genial pedagogue 
Half forgot liis rogues to flog^ 
Citing tale or apolo^e. 
Wise and merry in its drift 
As old Pined nis' twofold 
Had the little rebels known it, 
Jiisum et prudent iam vionct I 
I, — the man of middle years. 
In whose sable locks appears 
Many a warning fleck of gray, — 
Looking back to that far day, 
And thy primal lessons, feel 
Grateftil smiles my lips unseal. 
As, remembering thee, I blend 
Olden teacher, present friend, 
Wise with antiquarian search, 
In the scrolls of State and Chuidh : 
Named on history's title-page. 
Parish-clerk and justice sage ; 
For the ferule's wholesome awe 
l^elding now the sword of law. 

Threshing Time's neglected sheaves^ 
Gathering up the scattered leaves 
Which the wrinkled sibyl east 
Careless from her as she paSMdy — 
Twofold citizen art thoOf 
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VfBmiui of iho piflt md now* 

He who bore thy name of old 

Midway in the heavens did hold 

Over Gibeou moon and sun ; 

Thum hast bidden them backwaid nm ; 

Of to-day the present ray 

JE'lingiiig over yesterday 1 

liSt tiie busy onei dciide 

What I deem of right tby pride : 
Let tlic fools their tread-mills grindg 
Look nut forward nor behind, 
Slmflle in and wrigg^le oat. 
Veer with every breeze about, 
Tuniing like a winilmill sail. 
Or a dug that seeks his tail ; 
Let them Ungh to see thee iSufc 
Tabernacled in the Past, 
Working out with eye and lip^ 
Biddies of old penmanship. 
Patient as Beuoni there 
Sortiog out, with loving care, 
Mummies of dead miestions stripped 
From their sevenfold manuscript 1 

Pabbling, in their noisy vaj. 

In the puddles of to-day, 
Little know they of that vast 
Solemn ocean of the past, 
On whose mar^n, wreck -bespread, 
Thou art ■walking with the dead. 
Questioning the stranded years. 
Waking smiles, by turns, and tears, 
As thou callest up again 
Shapes thf* (lust hfus long oVrlain, — 
Fair-haired woman, bearded man, 
Cavalier and Puritan ; 
In an age whose eager view 
• Seeks but present tnings, and noVy 
Mad for party, sect and gold, 
Teaching reverence for the old. 

On tbat shore, with fowler's tact» 
Coolly bagging fact on fact, 
Naught amiss to thee can float. 
Tale, or son^;, or anecdote ; 
Village gossip, centuries old. 
Scandals by our grandams told. 
What the pilgrim's table spread, 
Where he lived, and whom he wed. 
Long-drawn bill of wine and beer 
For his ordination cheer, 
Or the flip that wellnigh made 
Glad his nineral cavalcade ; 
Weary prose, and po<'t's linof. 
Flavored by their age, like wines, 
Xiih^tie of aome qnaint, 



Boahtfnl, Tiaritanie saint ; 

Lays that quickened husking jig% 
Jests that shook grave periwigs. 
When the parson hod his jokes 
And his glaaa, like other folks ; 
Sermons that, for mortal boon, 
Taxed our fathers* vital powers, 
As the long nineteenthlies poured 
Downward from the aoanding-boaid. 
And, for lire of Pentecost, 
Touched their beards December's frost. 

Thne is hastening on, and we 
What our father's aie shaU bfl^ — 

Shadow-shapes of memory ! 
Joined to that yast multitude 
Where the great are bnt the good. 
And the mind of strength smU jj^ova 
Weaker than the heart of love ; 
Pride of graybeard wisdom less 
Than the infant's guilelessness, 
And his song of sorrow more 
Than the crown the Psalmist wore I 
Who shall then, with pious zeal. 
At our moss-grown thnaholda klual. 
From a stained and stony page 
Reading to a careless age, 
With a patient eye like tliine. 
Prosing nde and limping line, 
Name-s and words the hoary rime - 
Of the Past has made sublimit ? 
Who shall work for us as well 
The antiquarian's miracle I 
Who to seeming life recsll 
Teacher grave and pupil small ? 
Who shall give to thee and me 
Freeholds in futurity ? 

Well, whatever lot be mine. 
Long and happy days be thine, 
Ere thy full and honored age 
Dates of time its latest page ! 
Snuire for master. State for school. 
Wisely lenient, live and rule ; 
Over grown-up knave and rogue 
Play we watcnftil pedagogue ; 
Or, while pleasure smiles on duty. 
At the call of youth and beauty, 
Speak for them the spell of law 
Which shall bar and bolt withdraw. 
And the flaming sword remove 
From the Paradise of Lo^•e. 
Still, with undimmed eyesight, pore 
Ancient tome and record o*er; 
Still thy wo('k-d;iy lyrics croon. 
Pitch in clmreli the Sunday tune, 
Showing something, in thy part, 
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OP tiM old Paritnde aH» 

Sin<(t'r after Stemhold's heart I 
In tliy ]iew, for many a year, 
HouiUie^ from Oidbug hear,^ 
Who to wit like that of Soath, ' 
And the Syrian's golden mouth. 
Doth the liom»'ly pathos add 
"Which the pilgrim preachei-s had ; 
Breaking, like a child at play, 
Gilded idols of the day. 
Cant of kuavf and pomp of fool 
.Tossing with his ridicule. 



Tet, in earnest or in jest, 

Ever kt't'piucr tnitli ibn'xst. 
Aiuit when thou art called, at lai^ 
To thy townsmen of the pant, 
Not as stranger shak thou come ; 
Thou .sh;ilt Hud thyself at home 1 
With the little and the big, 
Woollen cap and periwig. 
Madam in her high-laced mS, 
Goody in her home-made stuff, — 
Wise and simple, rich and }K>or, 
Thuu iiaiit known them ail before 1 



THE PANORAMA, 

AND OTHER FOEMa 



rm pAiroRAicA. 

"A! IkwiooMbanobiUfchiiw! 
Fradome ma,ym man to hsifukiiig. 

Fre)Ii>m« all mlare to man gitUn ; 
He Icvyn at ewi that frely \ewy» I 
A Dobtl hart inay haif luum ese 
Na ellys nocht that may him ploM 



TffliauoH the long hall the ahntterad 

windows shed! 
A dubious light on every upturned 
head, — 

On locks like those of Absalom the fair, 
On the l>ald apex ringed with scanty 
hair. 

On blank indiflforenoe and on enrioos 

stare ; 

On the pale Showman reading from his 

stage 

The hieroglynhica of that &dal page ; 
Half sad, half soomfnl, listening to the 

bruit 

Of restless cane-tap and impatient foot, 
^d the shrili call, acroos the general 
din* 

"Holl np your eortain 1 Let the show 

b^nl" 

At length a mummr like the winds 

that break 
Into green waves the prairie's grassy 
lake^ 



Deepened and iwelled to mnais dear 

and loud. 

And, as the west-wind lifts a aommer 

cloud. 

The enrtaia raae, diadosiag wide and for 

A green landstretching to the evening star. 
Fair rivers, 8kirte<l liy pHineval trees 
And llowers huomicd over by the desert 
bees. 

Harked by tall bluffs whose dopes of 

gref'nncss show 
Fantastic outcrops of the rock IxjIow, — 
The atowresnlt or patient liTatnie's pains, 
And plastio fingoing of her sun and 

rains, — 

Arch, tower, and gate^ grotesqiidj win- 
dowed hall. 
And long escarpment of ludf-cnunbled 

wall, 

Huger tlian those which, from steep 

hills of Tine, 
Stare through their loopholes on tho 

travelled HI line ; 
Suggesting vaguely to the gazer's mind 
A nmcy, idle as thfe piairie wind. 
Of the land's dweUen in an ags an« 

guessed, — 
The uusung Jotuus of the mystic West. 



Beyond, the piairie*t aea-like swella 

surpass 
[Tartar's 
Oiiai^ 



surpass 

The Tartar's marvels of his Land of 
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Vast as tLe sky against whose sunset 



Wave after wave the luOoivy greenness 

pours ; 

And, onward still, like islands in that 



Loom the rough peaks of musy a monn- 

taiu chain. 
Whence east and west a thousand waters 
urn 

From winter lingoiog under summer's 

sun. 

And, still beyond, long lines of foam 
and sand 

Tell whore Fecifie rolls his irares a- 

];ind, 

From many a wide-lapped port and 

laud-locked bay. 
Opening with thurideroilS pooop the 

world's highway 
To Indian isles of spice, and marts of far 

Osthsy. 

"Snch/* said the Showman, as the 
curtain fell, 
" Is the new Cteigiaan of our Israel, — 
The land of pmmue to the swanning 

North, 

Which, hivc-likc, sends its annual sur- 

plns forth. 
To the poor Soathron on his wom-ont 

. soil, 

Scathed by the curses of unnatnral toil ; 
To Europe's exiles seeking home and 

rest, 

And the lank nomads of the wandering 
West, 

Who, asking neither, in their love of 

change 

And the fi-ee bison's amplitude of range, 
Rear the log-hut, for present shelter 
mesnC 

Not fntore comfort^ like an Antb's tent" 

Then 8 jmke a shrewd on -looker, "Sir," 
said he, 

"I like your inetaro^ hot I lain wonld 

we 

A sketch of what your promised laud 
will he 

When, with eleetno marre, and iier>-- 

hmined. 

With ^Nature's forces to its chariot 
chained. 

The fnture grasping, by tho -pn^t ohvyoU, 
The twentieth centuiy rounds a new 
decade." 



Then said the Showman, sadly : "He 
who grieves 

Over the scattering of the sibyl's leaves 
Unwisely mourns, we 
know 

What needs must ripen fiom the seed 

we sow ; 

That present time is bat the mould 

wherein 

We cast the shapes of holiness and rin. 

A jMiinful watcluT of the passing hour. 
Its lust of gold, its strife for place and 
power ; 

Its iMck 'of manhood, honot*, iwerenes^ 

tnitb, 

Wise-thouglited age, and generous- 

hearted youth ; 
Nor yet Qnminolnl of each better sigD, — 
The low, far Mf^ta, which on th' horizon 

shine, 

Like those which sometimes tremble on 
the rim 

or doudt rl skies when day Is closing 

dim, 

Flashing athwart the purple spears of 
rain 

The hoiio of sonshine on the hills 

again : — 

I need no prophet's word, nor shapes 
tliat pass 

Like clouding shadows o'er a msgie 

glass ; 

For now, as ever, passionless and cold. 
Doth the dread angel of the fntore held 

Evil and good before us, with no voice 
Or warning look to guide US in 9aT 
choice ; 

With spectral hsnds oatresching throogh 

the gloom 

The shadowy contrasts of the coming 

doom. 

Transferred from these, it now remains 

to give 

The son and shade of Fate's altemative.** 

Then, withalmmtcf mnrf&tooching 

all 

The keys of thrifty lifi^ — the mill- 
stream's fall. 

The engine's pant along its quivering 
rails. 

The anvil's lisuL the measored beat of 

flails. 

The sweep of seythes, the reapei's 

whistled tune. 
Answering the summons of the bells of 
noon^ 
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Tba woodnna's lull ikog the lirer 

shores, 

The steamboat's sigoftl, and the dip of 

oars, — 

Slowly the curtain rose from off a land 
Fair as God's garden. Brood on either 

hand 

The golden wheat-fields glimmered in 
the Ban, 

And the tall main its yeUow taasels 

spun. 

Smooth highways set with hedge-rows 

living green. 
With steepled towns through shaded 

vistas seen. 
The school-house murmuring with its 

. hive-like swaiTu, 
The lirook-bank whitening in the grist- 

mill's storm, 
The painted farm-house shining through 

the leaves 

Of fruited orchards bending at its eaves, 
Where live again, aronnd the Western 

hearth, 

The homely old-time virtues of the 
North ; 

Where the blithe housewife rises with 

the day, 

And well-paid labor counts his task a 
play. 

And, grateful tokens of a Bible free, 
And the free Gospel of Humanity, 
Of diverse sects and differing names the 
shrines, 

One in their faith, whste'er their out- 
ward signs, 

Like varying stiophes of the same sweet 
hynm 

From many a prairie's swell and river's 

])rim, 

A thousand church-spires sanctify the 
air 

Of the eahn Sahhath, with their sign of 
prayer. 

like sudden nightfall over Uoom and 
green 

The curtain dropped: and, momently, 

between 

The dank of fetter and the crack of 

thon^. 

Half sob, half laughter, music swept 

along, — 

A strange refrain, whose idle words and 

low, 

like drunken mourners, kept the time 
of woe; 

11 



A»if the TeveUen at a masquende 
Heard in the distance fiineral marches 

played. 

Such music, dashing all his smiles with 
tears, 

The thoughtful Toyageron Ponchartrain 

hears, 

Where, through the noonday dusk of 

woodedshores 
The negro boatman, singing to his Oarfl^ 
With a wild pathos bonowed of his 

wrong 

Redeems the jargon of his senseless song. 
"Look,*' sai l the- Showman, sternly, 

as he rolled 
His curtain upward: "Fate's reverse 
hehold r 

A village straggling in loose disamj 
Of vulgar newness, preuiature decay ; 
A tavern, crazy with its whiskey brawls, 
With **JSlaive$ai Jluetum/** garnishing 

its walls. 

Without, surrounded by a motley crowd. 
The shrewd-eyed salesman, garrulous 
and loud, 

A squire or colonel in his pride of place, 
Known at free fights, the caucus, and 
the race. 

Prompt to pi-oclaim his honor without 

blot, 

And silence doubters with a ten-pace 

shot. 

Mingling the negro-driving 1m1l3r'8 rsnt 
With pious phrase and democratic cant. 
Yet never scrupling, with a filthy jest, 
To sell the infant from its mother's 
hnast, 

Break throu|[h aU ties of wedlock, home^ 

and kin, 

Yield shrinking girlhood up to gray- 
beard sin ; 
Sell all the virtues wiili his human stock. 
The Christian graoea on his auction- 
block, 

And coolly count on shrewdest bargains 
driven 

In hearts regenerate^ and in souls for* 

given I 

Look once again 1 The moving can* 

vas shows 
A slave plantation's slovenly repose. 
Where, in rude cabins rotting midst 

their weeds. 
The human chattel eata^ and sleeps, and 

breeds ; 
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And, ImUI a Vrate, in pmetioi^ as in Isw, 

Becomes in fact the thing he 's taken for. 
There, early summoned to the hemp «nd 

com, 

The nnrsing mother leaves her chfld 
new-born ; 

There haggard sickncM^ neek and 
deathly faint, 

Crawb to his task, and ftan to make 
complaint ; 

And sad-eyed Rachels^ fthildUwi in de- 
cay. 

Weep f<vr their loek onea sold and torn 

away I 

Of ampler size the masfeer^a dwelling 

stands, 

la shabby keeping with his half-tilled 
lands, — 

The gates unhinged* the yard with needs 

unclean. 

The cracked veranda with a tipej lean. 
Without, loose-eeatlered like a wreek 

adrift, 

Signs of misrule and tokens of unthrift ; 
Within, profusion to discomfort joined, 
The listless body and the vacant mind ; 
The fear, tho ]i;ite, the tlwft and false* 

hood, lK)rn 
In menial heart^j of toil, and stripes, and 

Boom 1 

There, all the yioea, which* like birds 

obscene. 

Batten on slavery loathsome and un- 
clean. 

From the foul kitchen to the parlor rise. 
Pollute the nnrsny where the child-heir 
lies, 

Taint infant lipe beyond all after cure, 
With the fell poison <^a breast impure ; 
Touch ]x)yhoo(rs passions with the 

breath of ilame, 
Prom girlhood's instincts steal the Unsh 

of shame. 

So svrells, from low to high, from weak 

to strong, 

The tragic chorus of the baleful wrong ; 
Guilty or guiltless, all within its range 
Fed the blind justice of its sore revenge. 

Stm scenes like tiieae the moving 
chart reveals. 
Up the long western steppes the blight- 
ing steals ; 
Down the Pacific slope the evQ Fate 
Olidea like a shadow to the Golden Gate : 
From sea to sea the drear eclipse is 
thrown* 



From sea to Ma Hie Maunaises Term 

have grown, 
A belt of cursea on the New World's 

zone i 

The curtain feD. AH drew a finer 

breath. 

As men are wont to do when mournful 
death 

Is covered from thehr si^t. The Show- 
man stood 
With drooping brow in sorrow's attitude 
One moment, then with sudden gesture 
shook 

His loose hair back* and with the air 

and look 

Of one who felt, beyond the narrow stage 
And listening groupi the presence of the 

And heard the footsteps of the things to 
be, 

Poured out his soul in earnest words and 
free. 

" 0 friends !" he said, " in this poor 
trick of paint 
Yea see the semblance^ incomplete and 

faint. 

Of the two-fronted Future, which, to- 
day. 

Stands dim and silent^ waiting in jour 

way. 

To-day, ^our servant, subject to your 
will ; 

To-morrow, master, or for good or ill. 
If the dark faee of Slavery on you turns. 
If the mad curse its pai)er barrier spurns, 
If the world granary of the West is made 
The last foul market of the slaver's trad^ 
Why rail at fate ! The mischief is your 
own. 

Why hate your neighbor ! Bhune yoor- 
selves alone 1 

«• Men of the North ! The South you 
charge wiHl wrong 
la weak and poor, while yon are rich 

and strong. 
If questions, — idle and absurd as those 
The old-time roonks and Paduan doctors 

chose, — 

Hers ghosts of qnestioiis^ tariffs, and 

dead banks. 
And scarecrow pontiffs, never broke 

your ranks, 
Yonr tnewa united coold, at onocb xoU 

back 
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Vkb joitisd Mtioii to its primal track. 
K«7» wen jou aiii^y rteadfart, manly, 
jut, 

l^eto thefidthyour fktilMn Iflflln trust. 
If frtunleea hoDor 4Nitwdghfid in yoor 

scale 

A codfish quintal or a factory bale. 
Full many a noUeheart, (andnushiviiiin 
In aU the Sooth, like Lot ia Siddim's 

plain, 

"Who watch and wait, and from the 

wrong's oontrol 
"Kaep white and pan fhoir ehssfeilj of 

Now sick to loathing pf your weak com- 
plaints. 

Your tncks as sinneia, and your pimyets 

as saints. 

Would half-way meet the frankness of 

yoortoiiB^ 
And feel their pnLns beating with yonr 

own. 

**The North t the South I no gco- 

grapliic line 
Can fix the boundary or the point define, 
Since each with each so closely inter- 
blends, 

Where Slavery rises, sad where Freedom 

ends. 

Beneath your rocks the roots^ fjeur-reach- 
ing, hide 

Of the fell Upas on the SouUiem side ; 
The tree whose braaches in your noith- 

windfl wave 
Dropped its young blossoms on Mount 

Vernon's grave ; 
The nursling growth of Monticello's crest 
Is now the glory of the free Northwest ; 
To the wue maxims of her olden school 
Virginia listened from thy lips, lliuitoul ; 
Seiraid's words of power, and Sumner's 

fresh renown, 
Flow from the pen that Jefferson laid 

down ! 

And when, at length, her yeaisof mad- 
ness o'er, 

^like the crowned grazer on Euphrates* 

shore, 

IVom her loqg lapse to sa?ageiy, her 

mouth 

Ktter with banefol herbage, turns the 
South, 

Besnmes her old attire, and seeks to 

smooth 

Her unkempt tresses at the glass of troth. 
Her early fiuth shall find a toQgoe again. 



New Wythes and Ffnekneyi sweli that 

old refrain, 
Her sons with yours renew the ancient 
pact, 

The myth of Union prove at last a fact I 
Then, if one murmnr man the wide ooii« 
tent. 

Some Northem lip will drawl the last 
dissent^ 

Some ITnion-savinfT pat riot of your owil 
Lament to find iiia ouuupauon gone. 

**Qmat that the North's insnltod, 

sromed, betrayejl. 
Overreached in bargaius with her neigh> 
bor made^ 

When selfish tlirift and party held the 

scales 

For peddling dicker, not for honest 

Whom shall we strike f Who most de- 
serves our blame ? 

The brag^t Southron, open in his 
aim. 

And bold as wicked, orashing straight 

tlirough all 
That bars his purpose, like a cannon-ball ? 
Or the mean traitor, breathing northern 

air. 

With nasal spwrh and puritanic hair, 
Whase cant the loss of principle survive^ 
As the mud- turtle e'en its head outlives ; 
WhOk eanght, chin-buried in some fool 

oflTcnce, 

Puts ou a look of ii\iured innocence, 
And consecrates his Daseness to the cause 
Of constitntion, union, and the laws f 

' ' Praise to the place-man who can hold 
aloof 

Hii still nnpoichased manhood, office- 
proof ; 

Who on his round of <luty walks erect. 
And leaves it ouly rich in self-resiiect, — ■ 
As MoRB maintained his virtue s lofty 

port 

In the Eighth Henry's base and bloody 
court. 

Btt^ if exceptions here snd there are 

found, 

Who tread thus safely on enchanted 
ground. 

The normal type, the fitting synilu)! still 
Of those who ratt<'n at the public mill, 
Is the chained dog beside his master'b 
door. 

Or CiBGK*8 victim, feeding on all four 1 
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**Giv«]netlie1itnMivlMH at tack of 

drum, 

Salute thy staff, immortal Qiiattlebum ! 
Or they who, doubly antiud with vote 
and gun. 

Following tny lead, illustriouK Atchison, 
Thfur drujikeu inuichiae shift Ama scene 
to scene. 

As tOe-bewd Joudsn did hb goillo- 

tine ! — 

Bather tlian him who^ bom beneath oor 

iikies, 

To 81aTm7*8 band its supplest tool sap- 
plies, — 

The party felon whose unblushing face 
Looks from the pillory of his bribe of 
place. 

And coolly makes a merit of disgrace, — 
foir^ts to the footmarks of indignaDt 
scorn. 

Shows the dsep boms of satin's tossing 

horn ; 

And passes to his credit side the sum 
Of all that msJbBS a scoundrel's martyr- 
dom ! 

" Bane of the North, its canker and 

its moth ! — 
These modem £lsaus, bartering rights for 
broth I 

Taxii^ our jnstiot^ with thoir doable 

claim, 

As fools for pity, and as knaves for 
blame; 

Who, urged by psitj, aeel^ or trade, 

within 

The fell embrace of Slavery's sphere of 
sin, 

Part at the outset with their moral 
The watchful angel set for Troth's de- 
fence ; 

Gonfonnd sU contrssts, good and iU; 

reverse 

The poles of life, its blessing and its 

curae ; 

And lose thenceforth from their penrerted 

sight 

The eternal differenoe 'twixt the wrong 

and right ; 
To them the IjOw is bat tba iron span 

That giuls tlic ankles of imbmted man ; 
To them the Go.s]n'l has no higlier aim 
Than simple sanction of the master's 
claim, 

Drsgged in the slime of Slaroy's loath- 
some trail, 
Like Chalier's Bible at his sm» tail 1 



"Snch are the men wlio^ witli faistiBO* 

tive dread, 
AVhenever Freediom lifts her drooping 
head, 

Hske prophet •tripods of their offioe- 

SttHUS, 

And s< ui t> the nurseries and the villsgo 

schools 

With dirs presage ofndn grim and great, 

A broken Union and a foundered State ! 
Bach are the patriots, self-booad to the 

stake 

Of office, martyisfortbeir counti/saako : 
Vho fill themsehras the haqgry jaws of 

Fate, 

And by their loss of manhood save the 
State. 

In the wide golf themaelyeB likoCortinB 

throw, 

And test the virtues of cohesive dough : 
As tropie monkeys, linking hesds and 
tails, 

Bridgo o'er some tonent of £casdor'a 
Tales 1 

"Sneh an the men who in yoordnirch- 

es rave 

To swearing-point, at mention of the 
slave i 

When some poor parson, haply unawares, 
Stammersof freeoominhis tiinit] prayers; 
Whc^ if some foot^re n^gro through the 
town 

Stasia northward, Tdop-teerto bant Urn 

down. 

Or, if Ron»e neighbor, flying from disease. 
Courts the mild balbam of the Southern 



With hue and cry parsae him on hir 

track. 

And write Free-soiUr on the T>oor man's 
back. 

Sach are the men who leave the pedler*a 

cart, 

While faring South, to learn the driver's 
art. 

Or, in white neekcloth, aootlie with piooa 

aim 

The graceful sorrows of some languid 
dame, 

Who^ fkmn the wreck of her bereavement, 

Rjives 

The double charm of widowhood and 

abvest — 
Pliant and apt^ they loae no chance to 

show 

To what bese depths apostasy can go ; 
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Outdo the iwtiTW in ttidr ntdinflM 

To roust a negro, or to inob a presii ; 
Poiae a tarred schoolmate on tne lynch- 
er's rail, 

Or make a bonfire of their birthplace 
mail 1 

" So some poor wretch, whose lips no 
longer bear 
The sacred burden of his mother's prayer. 

By fear impelled, or lust of f^'old enticed, 
Turns to the Crescent from the Cross of 
Christ, 

And, OTer*acting in inpeHlnoas seal, 
C^wls pfostnite where the fidthM only 

kneel. 

Out-how b the Dervish, hugs his rags to 
oonrt' 

The squalid San ton's sanctity of dirt ; 
And, w'hon beneath the city gateway's 

span 

Filea slow and long the Heecan eumviii. 
And thioaghfttniidat, pnrtoedby Islam's 

prayers, 

The prophet's Word some favored camel 
bears, 

The marked apostate has his place as- 

81^1 ed 

The Koi-an-bearer's sacred rump behind. 
With bmah and pitdier followuig, grave 

and mute. 
In meek attenduioe on the holy brute I 

" Men of the North I beneath your 

very eyes. 

By hearth and homa^ your real danger 

lies. 

Still day by day some hold of freedom 
falls, 

Tluongh home-bred tiaitorB fed within 

its walls. — 
Men whom yourselves with vote and 

purse soatain. 
At posts of lionor, influence, and gain ; 
The right of Slavery to your sons to 

teach, 

And " Sonth-aide " Qospels In yonr pul- 
pits preach, 
Transfix the Law to ancient freedom dear 
On the sharppointof her subverted spt ar. 
And imitate upon her cushion plump 
The mad Miaaourian lynching from his 
stump ; 

Or, in your name, upon the Senate's floor 
Yield np to SUveiy all it aaka, and more ; 
And, ere your dull eyes open to the 

fhfta^ 



I Sen yonr old honeslead fmdemeath your 

feet ! 

While Kueh as these yonr loftiest outlooks 

hold. 

While truth and conacienoe with your 
wares are sold. 

While grave-browed merchants baud 

themselves to aid 
An annual mau-huut for their Southern 

trade. 

What moral power within you^ graip 

remains 

To stay the miscliief on Nebraska's 
plains ? — 

High as the tides of genenras impolse 

flow. 

As far rolls back the selfish undertow ; 
And all yonr brsTe resolTes, though 

aimed as true 
As the horse-pistol Ralmawhapple drew. 
To Slavei-y's bastions lend as slight a 

shock 

As the poor troopei's shot to Stirling 
rock 1 

'*Tet^ whOe the need of Freedom's 

cause demands 
The earnest ellorta of your hearts and 

haud^ 

Urged by all motives that can prompt 
the heart 

To prayer and toil and manhood's man* 

liest part ; 
Though to tne soul's deep tocsin Nature 

joins 

The waniinf^ wliisper of her Orphic pines, 
The uorth-wind'H auger, and the south- 

wind's sigh, 
The midnight swoid-4lancs of the north* 

em sky, 

And, to the ear that bends above the 

sod 

Of the green grave-mounds in the Fields 

of Ood, 

In low, deep nuinnurs of rebuke or ebeer. 
The land's dead fathers s^>cak their hope 
or fear, 

Tet kt not Passion wrest from Beason's 

hand 

The guiding rein and qn^bol of com- 
mand. 

Blame not the caution proffering to yonr 

zeal 

A well-meant drag upon its hurrying 
wheel ; 

Kor chide the man whose honest doubt 
extends 
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Ho die nwHit atiff B«i Hw rightaoot 

Kor fail to weigh the scruples and the 

fears 

Of milder natures and serener years. 
In the long striff witli evil \vhi> !i U'f^n 
With the tirat laiise of new-created man. 
Wisely and well has Frovidence assigned 
To each his part, — aome fonvaid, aonie 
behind ; 

And they, too, serve who temper and 

restrain 

The o'erwarm heart that aete on fire the 

brain. 

True to yourselves^ feed Freedom s altar- 
ilaiue 

With what yoa have ; let others do the 

same. 

Spare timid doubters ; set like flint jour 
face 

Agunat the self-aold knaves of gun and 

« ^aoe : 
Pity the weak ; but with unsparing hand 
Oast out the traitors who iuft^ the 
land, — 

Prom bar, prea^ pnlpit* cast them eveiy- 

where. 

By dint of fasting, if ^ou fail by prater. 
And in thdr plam brmg men of antique 

mould, 

like the grave fathers of your Age of 

Gold, — 

Statesmen like those who aoag^t the 

primal fount 
Of righteous law, the Sermon on the 

Mount ; 

Lawyers who prize, like Quincy, (to our 
day 

Still spared, Heaven bless him 1) honor 

more than pay, 
And Chrifltian jurists^ sterry-pure, like 

Jay ; 

Preachers like Woohnan, or like them 

who bore 

The fkith of Wesley to our Western shore. 

And heldno convert genuine till he broke 
Alike liis f?ervants' and tlie ne^-irs yoke ; 
And priests like him who Newport^ mar- 
ket trod. 

And o*er its slave-ships shook the holts 

of Hod ! 

So shall your power, with a wise prudence 
nsed, 

Strong but forheaiing^ firm hut not 

abused, 

In kindly keeping with the good of all. 
The nobler maxims of the pMt lecsl]. 



Her natBTsl hone-hoin ri|^ to Freedom 

give. 

And leave her foe his robber-righl^ — ta 
live. 

Live, a^ the anake does in his nolsoma 

fen ! 

Live, as the wolf does in his bone-strewn 

den I 

Live, clothed with cniaing like a lohe of 

tiamc. 

The focal point of miUion-Hogered 
shame i 

Live, till theSontiihNi, who, witfaall his 

faults. 

Has manly instincts^ in his pride re- 
volts. 

Dashes from off him, midst the glad 

world's cheers, 
The hideous nightmare of his dream of 

years, 

And lifts, self-prompted, witii his own 

right hand, 
The vile encumbrance from his glorious 

Lmd! 

** So, wheresoe'er our destiny sends 

forth 

Its wideuiug circles to the South or 
North, 

Where'er our banner flaunts heneatk 

the stars 

Its mimic splendors and its cloudlike 
bars, 

There shall Free Lahoi's haidy chiUhen 

stand 

The equal sovereigns of a slaveless land« 
And inienathut tiie hunted bison tires^ 
And dies o'ertsken by the sqnstter*s 

fires ; 

And westward, wave on wave, the living 
flood 

Breaks on the snow-line of nuyestie 

Hood ; 

And lonely Shasta listening hears the 
tread 

Of Europe's fair-haired ehildien, Hes- 

per-led ; 

And, gazing downward tliruugli his 

noar-locks, sees 
The tawny Asian climb hifs giant knees. 
The Eastern sea ahall hush his waves to 

hear 

P^fie's surf-beat answer Freedom's 

cheer. 

And one long rolling fire of triumph 
run 

Between the sanrisesadthesmiaet gun 1" 
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llj task is done. The Showman and 
hiaahow, 

Themadvies bat shadowi* into shadows 

go ; 

And, if iiu song of idlesae I have sung, 
Nor tints of beauty cm the canvas 

flung,— 

If the harsh- nvmbeia gnte on tender 

ears. 

And the rough pictoie overwrought ap- 

With <^per Gobrii^ with a atenwr 
blast, 

Before my eool a voice and vision passed. 
Such as mijght, Milton's jarring tramp 

re(][uire, 

Or gloonis of Dante fringed with huid 
fire. 

0, not of ehoiee^ foi^ theniM of paUie 



wrong 



I leave tlie green and pleasant paths of 
song,— 

The mild, sweet words whioh aoflen and 

adorn, 

For griding t&ont and hitter laugh of 
scorn. 

liofe dear to me aome song pf private 
wostby 



Some homely idyl of my native North, 
Some summer pastonu of her inland 
valea 

Or, grim and weird, her winter iiresido 

talcs 

Ibnnted by ghosts of nnretuming 

sails, — 

Lost barks at parting hong firom stem 

to helm 

With prayers of love like dresma on 

Virgil's elm. 
Nor private grief nor malice holds my 

pen ;. 

I owe but kindness to my fellow-men ; 
And, South or North, wherever hearts 

of prayer 

Their w ues and weakness to our- Father 

bear, 

Wherever fruits of Chxistiaa love are 

found 

In holy lives, to me is holy groiuid. 
But the lime posses. It were vain to 
crave 

A late indulgence. What I had I 

gave. 

Forset the poet, but his warning heed. 
Ana aharoe hia poor word with yoor 
nobler dee<L 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



SUMMER BY THE LAKESIDE. 
I. irooH. 

White clouds, whoae ahadowa haunt 

the deep. 

Light mists, whos*' soft omhraces keep 
The sunshine on the hills asleep ! 

O isles of calm ! — 0 dark, still wood I 
And stiller skies that overbrood 
Your rest with deeper quietude ! 

O shapes and hues, dim beckoning, 
through 

Yon mountain gaps, my longing visw 
Beyond the puiple and the bhie^ 

To stiller aea and greener land. 

And softer lights and airs more bland. 
And skies^ -> the hollow of God's hand 1 



Transfused through you, 0 mountain 
frimds t 

With mine your solemn spirit blends, 
And life no more hath separate ends. 

I read each misty mountain sign, 

I know tlio voice of wave and jiine, 
And 1 am yours, and ye are mine. 

Life's burdens fidl, its discords oease^ 

1 la])se into the glad release 

Of Nature's own exceeding peace. 

0, welcome calm of heart and mind f 

As falls yon fir-tree's loosened rind 
To leave a tenderer growth behim]^ 

So fell the weary 3rears away ; 
A child again, my head I lay 
Upon the lap of this sweet day. 
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This wetteni wind listh Lethean 

Yon noonday cloud nopiithe showers, 
Tlie lake ia white with lotua-flowera 1 

Erm Duty's Toice is faint aod low. 
And sluiiiberons ConsdenoBy wsking 

.slow, 

Forgetd her blotted scroll to show. 

The Shadow which pursues us all, 
Whusc ever-Dearing steus ap|iail. 
Whose voice we hear benina us call, — 

That Shadow blends with moontain 

It 8pea£%t what th^ light waves say, — 
Death walks apart finim Fear to-day ! 

liucked ou her breast, these pines and I 
Alike on Katave's love vely ; 
And equal seems to live or die. 

Assured that He whose presence filk 
With light the spaces of these hills 
No evil to his creatona wQIi^ 

The simple faith remains, that He 
Will do^ whatever that may be. 
The liest alike for man and tree. 

What mosses over one shall grow, 
What light and life the other know, 
Unanzioo^ leaving Him to show. 

II. F.VENINO. 

Ton mountain'.ssitlt' i.> Vilack with night, 
While, broad-orbed, o'er its gleaming 
crown 

The moon, slow-rounding into sight. 
On the hushed inland sea looks down. 

« 

How start to light the clnsteiing isles, 
Each silvor-hemmed t How sharply 

show 

The shadows of their rocky piles. 
And tree-tops in the wave below 1 

How far and strange the mountains 
seem, 

Dim-looming through the pole» still 

light ! 

The vague, vast grouping of a dream, 
They stretch into tne solemn night. 

Beneath, lake, wood, and peopled vale. 
Hushed by that pi-esence grand and 



An wikmt, aave the eridtelf a wail, 
And low response of leaf and wavti 

Fair scenes ! whereto the Day and Night 
Make rival love, I leave ye soon. 

What time before the eastern light 
The pale ghost of the setting moon 

Shall hide behind yon rocky spines. 
And the young archer, Mam, shall 

break 

His arrows on the mountain pines. 
And, golden-sandalled, walk the lake 1 

Farewell f around this sHiiling bay 
Gay-hearted Health, and life in 

bloom. 

With lighter steps than mine, may stray 
In radiant sammers yet to come. 

But none shall more regretful leave 
The^ waters and these hills than I ; 

Or, distant, fonder dream how eve 
Or dawn is painting wave and aky ; 

How ri?:ing moons shine sad and mild 
Ou wooded isle and silvering bay/ 

Or setting suns beyond the piud 
And purple mountains lead the day ; 

Nor laughing girl, nor bearding boy, 
Nor full-pulsed manJiiood, lingering 
here^ 

Shall add, to life's ahoinuling joy. 
The channed repose to suffering dear. 

Still waits kind Nature to impart 
Her dioicest gifts to such as gain 

An entmnro to her hiving heart 
Through the sharp discipline of pain. 

Forever from the Hand that takes 
One blessing from us others fall ; 

And, soon or late, our Father makes 
His perfect recompense «to all 1 

O, watched hy Silenoe and the Night, 
And folded in the strong embrace 

Of the gicat mountains, witli the light 
Of the sweet heavens upon thy face, 

Lake of the Northland ! keep thy dower 
Of Ix-niity still, and while ahove 

Thy solemn mountains speak of 2>ower, 
Be thoo the nanor of tSod'a Icnro. 
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THI HEHMIT OF TUB THEBAID. 

O 8TROVO, npwelling prayprs of faith, 
From inmost founts of life ye start, — 

The spirit's pulse, the vital breath 
Of aonl •nid heart ! 

From pastoral toil, from traffic's din, 
Alone, in crowds, at home, abroad, 

Unheanl of man, ye enter in 
Theearof Qod. 



Ye brook no forced and measnred tiAa^ 
Nor weary rote, nor formal chulllt ; 

The simple heart, that freely aaki 
In lov^ obtains. 

For man the living temnle is : 

The morcy-seat and chnvhiny 
And all the holy mysteiiefl^ 
He bears with him. 

And most ftndb the pimr of lore, 
Which, wordleaa, abapea itself in 

deeds, 

jUid weariea Heaven for naught above 
Our common needs. 

Which brings to God's all-perfect will 
. That troat of his undoabting child 
Whereby aU seeming good and ill 
Are reconciled. 

And, seeking not for special signs 

Of favor, u content to fall 
Within the providenoe whieh sihinsa 

And rains on all. 

Alone, tiie Thebaid hermit leaned 

At n(X>ntiint* oNt the sacred WOVd* 

Was it au an^el or a fiend 
Whose voice he heard ? 

It broke the desert's hosh of awe, 

A human utteranee, sweet and mild ; 

A-iid, looking up, the hermit saw 
AUtUecfaikL 

A child, with wonder-widened eyes, 
O'erawed and troubled by the sight 

Of hot, red sands, and braxen skies. 
And anchorite, , 

"What dost thonhere, poor man I No 
shade 

Of cool, green domni^ nor grasi^ nor 
wen. 



Not com, nor vines**! The hennit 

saitl : 
" With Ood I dwelL 

"Akrne with Him in this mat calm, 

I live not by the outward sense ; 
My Nile his love, my sheltering pidni 
His providen(»." 

The cliild fpvzed, found lum. ''Does 

God live 

Here only 7— where the deaert*a rim 
Is green with ( orn, at mom and eve, 
jFe pray to Uim. 

My brother tills beside the Nfle 

His little field : beneath the leaves 
My sisters sit and spin the while. 
My inotln r weaves. 

"And when tlie millet's ri[>e heads fall. 
And all the bean-tield liangs in jkkI, 

My mother smiles, and says that all 
Are gifts from God. 

*' And when to sliare our evening meal. 
She calls the stranger at the door, 

She s<iys C!(^ fills the hands that deal 
Food to the poor." 

Adown the heraiil^s wasted eheeks 

r.listenetl the flow of human tears; 
**Dear Ix)rd! ' he said, "thy angd 

speaks, 
Thy servant hears." 

Witliin his arms the child he took, 
And thought of home and life with 
men ; 

And all his pflgpm leet forsook 
Betomed sgsin. 

The palmy shadows cool and long. 
The eyes that smiled throng " 
locks, 

Home's cradle-hymn and harvest-song^ 
And bleat of flocks. 

*♦ O child I " he said, " thon teachest me 

There is no plaee where God is not ; 
That love will make, where'er it be, 
A holy spot." 



He rose from off the desert, sand, 

And, leaning on his staff of thom. 
Went* with the young child, hand-in- 
hand, 

like ntfl^t with mom. 
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Thej erosMd the dowtl's Imrning line, 
And heard the pal]n-tiee*s nuUing 

fan, 

The Nile-bird'8 cry, the low of kine, 
And Toice of man. 

Unquestioning, his childish guide 
He followed as the tunall hand led 

To where a woman, gentle-eyed^ 
HerdiefeBffliBd. 

She rose, she clasped her truant boy. 
She thanked m stranger with her 

eyes. 

The hennit gazed in doubt and joy 
And dumb surprise. 

And lo ! — with ludden wwinth and 

light 

A teuder memory thrilled his frame ; 
New-bom, the wond-loit anchorite 
A man became. 

'* 0 sister of £1 Zara's race, 
Behold me I — had we not one moth- 
er 1" 

She gazed into the stranger's Ibce ; — 
««Thou art my brother ? " 

•* O 1( in of blood ! — Thy life of use 

And ])atient trust is more thaaodDe; 
And wiser than the gray recluse 
This child of thine. 

"For, taught of him whom God hath 
sent. 

That toil is praise, and love is prayer, 
I come, lift^'s cares and pains COntMlt 
With thee to ahaie." 

Even as his foot the threshold crossed, 

Tlie hermit's better life began ; 
Its lioliest saint the Thebaid iost^ 
And found a man ! 

BUBNS. 

as BBCSITING A 8PRTO OF HEATHSB 

IN BLOSSOM. 

Ko more these sim])le flowers beloQg 
To Scottish maid and lover ; 

Sown in the common soil d song^ 
They Uoom the wide world over. 

In snules and tears, in sun and showers^ 
The minstvsl and the heathery 



The deathles s singer and the tamn 
He sai^ of live tqgBtfasr. 

Wild heather-bells aud Robert Bums t 
The moorland flower and peasant 1 

How, at their mention, memory toina 
Her pa^ old aud pleasant 1 . 

The gray sky wears again its gold 

And purple of adorning, 
And manhoo<rs noonday shadows hold 
The dews of boyhood's morning. 

The dews that washed the dnst and 

soil 

From otT the wings of pleasure, * 
The sky, that fledced the gnmnd of 

toil 

With golden threads of Idsora* 

I esll to mind the sommcr day. 

The esLr]y harvest mowing, 
The sky with sun and clouds at play. 
And flowers with breezes blowing. 

I hear the blackbird in the com. 

The locust in the haying ; 
And, like tlie fabled hunter's horn. 

Old tones my heart is playing. 

How oft that day, with fond delay, 
1 sought the maple's shadow. 

And sang with Bums the honss away, 
Foigem of the meadow 1 

Bees hummed, birds twittered, oyer« 
head 

I heard the arjuirrels leaping. 
The good dog listened wliile 1 read. 
And wagg^ his tail in keeping. 

I watched him while in sportive mood 
I read " The TitJa Dofjs " story. 

And half believed he understood 
Th^poet*s all^ry. • 

Sweet day, sweet aoa^ 1. — The goldea 

hours 

Grew brighter for that singing. 
From hrodc and hiid and meadow 

flowers 

A deader welcome bringing. 
New light on home-seen Natme heamed» 

New glory over Woman ; 
And daily life and duty seemed 
K6 longer poor and eomnum. 
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I wob) to find Die thn-ple trofh 

Of fact and feeling b» ttt*r 
Than all the dn>ams that held my youth 
A fltiU repining debtor : 

That Natore gi^es her handmeid, Ar^ 

Tho themes of «?wpt't discoureiqg ; 

The tender idyls of tlio heart 
in every tongue rehearsing. 

Why dream of lands of gold and p6Mr]« 

Of loving knight and lady, 
When farmer boy and Ixan^foot girl 

Wen wmdoing there aheftdy f 

I saw through all familiar thingl 

The romance underlying ; 
Hie jm and grieft that pumie tiie wings 

Of Wwaey ikywaid flying. 

r iaw the same blithe day return. 
The aune aweet fidl of even. 

That foee on wooded Craigie-honiy 
And flank on ciystal Devon. 

1 matched with Seothmd'e heaOmEy hiOs 

The sweetbrier and the dofor ; 

Witli Ayr and Doon, my native nils, 
Their wood-hymns chanting over. 

O'er nnk and pomp, as ho had aeen^ 

I saw the Man uprising ; 
No longer common or un(!lean. 
The child of Qod'a baptizing ! 

With clearer eyes T saw the worth 

Of life among the lowly ; 
The Bible at his Cotter's hearth 

Had made my own more holy. 

And if at times an evil strain, 

To lawless love appealing, 
Broke in upon the sweet refirain 

Of pnre and healthM fiBeliqg^ 

It died upon the eye and ear. 

No inward answer gdning ; 
No heart had I to see or hear 

The discord and the staining. 

Let those who never erred forget 

His worth, in vain bewailings ; 
Sweet Soul of Song ! — T own my debt 
Uncancelled by his failings ! 

Lament who will the ribald line 
Which telle his lapoe from dnty^ 
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How Umedtho maddening lipe of wine 
Or wanton onea of heanty ; 

But think, while falls that shade be- 
tween 

The erring one and Heaven, 
That he who loved like MagdalflO, 
Like her may be forgiven. 

Not his the song whoae thonderoaa 

chime 

Etenial echoes render, — 
The mournful Tuscan's haunted rhyme, 
And Ifilton'a atarry splendor t 

But who his human heart has laid 

To Nature's bosom nearer f 
Who sweetened toil like him, or paid 

To love a tribate dearer f 

Through all his tuneful art, how strong 

The nnman fseling gnahes f 
The very moonlight of his song 

la warm with smilee and blnshea 1 

Give lettered pomp to teeth of Time, 

8o ** Bonnie Doon " but tany ; 
Blot out the Epic's stately rhyme. 
Bat spare his Highland Msiiy I 

WILLIAM FOBST£R.« 

The years are many since his hand 

Was laid upon my head. 
Too weak ana yomi^' to understand 

The serious words he said. 

Tet often now the good man'a look 

Before me seems to swim, 
As if some inward feeling t^ok 
The outward guise of him. 

As if, in passion's heated war. 

Or near temptation's charm, 
Through him the low-voiced monitor 
Forewarned me of the harm. 

Stranger and pilgrim ! — from that day 

Of meeting, first an<l last, 
Whorever Duty's pathway lay, 

Hia WTtaKUt tfbefB have passed. 

The poor to feed, the lost to seek. 

To proffer life to death, 
Hope to the erring, — to the weak 

The atrength of hia own fidth. 
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To pletd the captive's right ; _ 

The sting of hate from I^w ; 
And soften in the fire of love 
The hardened steel of War. 

He walked the dark world, in the mild. 

Still guidance of the Light ; 
In tearlul tenderness a child, 

A strong muk in the right. 

Fram what gn^at perils, on his way. 
He found, in prayer, release ; 

Throng what aoyamal shadows lay 
His pathway unto peacc^ 

God knoweth : we could only see 
The tranquil strength he gained ; 

The bondage lost in lil)< rty. 
The fear in love unfeigned. 

And I, — my youthful fancies grown 

The habit of the man, 
Whose field of life by angels sown 
The wilding vines o eiiun, — 

Low bowed in silent gratitude. 

My manhood's heart enjoys 
That reverence for the pure and good 
Which blessed the dreaming boy s. 

Still shines the light of holy lives 
Like star-beams over doubt ; 

lach sainted memoiy, Christlike, drives 
fiome dark possession out. 

0 friend ! O brother ! not in vain 

Thy life so calm and true, 
The silver dropping of the rain, 

The fall of snmmHr dew I 

How many burdened hearts have prayed 
Their lives like thine might be ! 

But more shall pray henceforth for aid 
To lay them down like thee. 

With wcaiy hand, yet steadfast wiU, 

In old age as in youth, 
Thy Master found thee sowing still 
The good seed of his troth. 

As on thy task -field closed the day 

In golden-skied decline. 
His angel met thee on the way, 

Andlent his aim to thine. 

Thy latest cai-e for man, — thy last 
Of earthly thought a prayer, 



O, who thy mintieb babkwwd cas^ 
Is worthy now to wesr t 

Methinks the mound which marks thy 
bed 

Might bless our land and save. 
As rose, of old, to life the dead 
Who touched the prophet's grave I 



RANTOUL." 

One day, along the eleetrie wire 

His manly word for Freedom sped ; 
We cauR" next morn : that tongue of fire 
baid only, *' Ue who spake is dead 1 " 



Dead ! while his voice was living yet. 
In echoes round the pillared dome ! 

Dead ! while his blotted page lay wet 
With themes of state imd loTes ti 
home I 

Dead ! in that crowning grace of time^ 
That triumph of life's lenith hour t 
Dead ! while we watched his msnhood'a 

prime 

Break fiom the slow bud iuto flower 1 

Dead ! he so great, and strong, and wise, 
While the mean thousand yet drew 

breath ; 

How dee]>ened, through that dread sor* 

prise. 

The mysteiy and the awe of death 1 

From the high place whereon oar votes 
Had borne him, dear, calm, earnest, 

fell 

His first words, like the prelude notes 
Of some great anthem yet to swelL 

TV'e seemed to see our flag unfurled, 
Our champion waiting in his place 

For the last battle of the world, — 
The Armageddon of the raoe. 

Through him we hoped to speak the. 
word 

Which wins the freedom of a land ; 

And lift, for human right, the sword 
Whieh dropped from Hampden's dy- 
ing hano. 

For he had sat at Sidney's feet, 
And walked with and Yane 
apart; 
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And, through the centuries, felt the beat 
Of Ftoedom'i march in CromweU's 
heart 

He knew the paths the worthies held. 

Where Engumd'a best and wisest trod ; 
And, ling* ring, dxank the spxings that 

welled 

Beneatli the touch of Hilton's rod. 

Kg wild enthusiast of the right, 

Self-j)oised and clear, he showed alway 

The coolness of his northern night, 
The ripe repose of autumn's a&j. 

His steps were slow, yet forward still 
He pressed where others paused or 
railed ; 

The calm star clomb with constant will, — 
The rsitlMs meteor flashed and paled 1 

Skilled in its subtlest wile, he knew 
And owned the higher ends of Law ; 

Still rose majestic on his view 
The awful Shape the schoolman saw. 

Her kome the heart of God ; ker Toiee 

The choral hannoiiies whereby 
The stars, throu^.all their spheres^ le- 
joice. 

The rkythndc rule of earik and aky 1 

We saw kis great powers misapplied 
To poor ambitions ; yet« through all. 

We saw kim take tiie weaker ride^ 
And right tke wronged, and fiiee the 
tkialL 

Kow, looking o'er tiie fkosen Koitk, 

For one like liim in word and ac^ 
To call her old, free spirit forth, 
And give her faith the life of 
fact, — 

To break her party bonds of shame, 
And labor with the zeal of him 

To make the Democratic name 
Of Liberty the synonyme, — 

"We sweep the land from hill to strand, 
We seek the strong, the wise, the 
brave, 

And, sad of heart, return to stand 
in silence by a new-made grave I 

^ete, wkera kis kreesy hills of kome 
Look ont upon kia aail^wkite aeai^ 



The sounds of winds and waters come. 
And diape tkttnselYea to words like 
tkese : 

" Why, murmuring, mourn that he, 
whose power 

Was lent to Party over-long. 
Heard the still whis[>er at the hour 

He set his loot on Farty wrung ? 

" The human life that dosed so well 

No lapse of folly now can stain : 
The liiis whence Freedom's protest fell 
No meaner thought can now proAme. 

** Mightier than living voice his gravo 
That lofty protest utters o'er ; 

Through roaring wind and smiting wave 
It speaks kis kate of wiong onoa 
more. 



** Men of the North ! your weak regcet 
Is wasted here ; arise and pay 

To freedom and to him your debt, 
By following where ho led the way 1 



»» 



THB DREAU OF PIO KOKO. 

It chanced, that while the pious 
troops of Frsnoe 
Fought in the ernsado Fio Kono 

• preached. 

What time the holy Bourbons stayed 
kiskands 

(Tke Hur and Aanm meet tut sack a 

Moses), 

Stretched forth from Naples towards 
rebellious Rome 

To bless the ministry of Oudino^ 
And sanctify his iron homilies 
And sharp persuasions of tlie bayonet. 
That the great pontilT fell asleep, and 
dreuued. 

He stood by JLake Tiberias, in the 
sun 

Of the bright Orient ; and bebeld tke 

lame, 

The sick, and blind, kneel at the Mas- 
ter's feet. 

And rise up whole. And, sweetly oyer 

all, 

Dropping the ladder of their hymn of 
praise 

Tnm neayen to esitk, in siiyttr voondi 
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Hb bend the Uened ■nfluli 

peace. 

Good-will to many and gloiy to the 
Lord. 

Then one, with ftflfc wmihod, and 

leathern face 
Hardened and darkened by fierce som- 

mer suns 

And hot winds of the dosert, closer drew 
Uis linher'a haick, and gilded up his 
loins. 

And spake, as one who had anthmrity : 
" Come thou vith ma." 

Lakeside and eastern dcy 
And the eweet ioog of aagda paaaed 

away, 

And, with a dream's alacrity of chanf^o, 
The priest, and the swart lisher by ids 
side, 

Beheld the Etenial City lift its domes 
And soleiim iknea and monumental 

pomp 

Above the waata Campagiia. On the 

hills 

The blaze of bumiiuE irillaa lose and 

fell. 

And momently the mmtai'a Inm throat 
Brnied from the tnnehea ; and, within 

the walls, 

Sharp crash of shells, low groans of hu- 
man pain, * 
Shout, drum beal» and ^ clanging 

lanim-bell, 
And tramp of hosts, sent up a mingled 
aoond. 

Half wail and half defiance. At they 

passed 

The gate of San Pancrazio, human blood 
Flowed anUe-high about then^ and 

dead men 

Choked the long street with guhed and 

gory piles, — 
A c^iaatljr oairicade of manned fleah, 
Ttook wmch, at timea, qnivered a living 

hand, 

And white lips moved and moaned. A 

Ikthw toro 
His gray hairs, by the body of his son. 
In frenzy ; and his Mt young dau^ter 

wept 

On lua old bosom. Suddenly a flaah 
Clove the thick siilphnnma air, and 

man and maid 
Sank, crushed and mangled by the 
ahattexing shelL 



«« 



seen 



The blessed Master and his works of 
love ; 

Look now on thine 1 HeaM then tibs 

angels sing 
Above tliis open hell! Thou God'ii 

high -priest ! 
T?u)u the Vicegetenfc of tiie Frinoe of 

Peace ! 

Thou the successor of his choeen onea 1 

1, Peter, fisherman of Galilee, 

In the dear llaata^a name, and fgr thii 

love 

Of his true Church, proclaim thee Anti- 
christ, , 
Alien and seijarate from his holy fidth, 
W'ide as the diffoenoe between death 

and life, 

The hate of man and the great love of 

God! 

HeuMb «m1 repent 1" 

Therpat the pontiff woke. 
Trembling, and muttering o'er his fear- 

lof dream. 
'^What nu^ns he?** eried the Bonrfaon. 

*' Nothing more 
Than that your mtyesty hath all too 

well 

Catered for your poor gnesti^ and that^ 

in sooth. 

The Holy Father's supper troubleth 
him," 

Said Oiidinal AntoneOi, withaamilei 



TAULER. 

Tattusr, the preacher, walked, oiie 

autumn day, 
Without the walla of Stiaabiug^ by the 
Khine, 

Pondering the aokmn Mirade of life ;* 
As one who, wanderiqg in a atarmi 

night, 

Feels, momently, the jar of unseen 
waves. 

And hears tlM thunder of an unknown 

sea, 

Breaking along an unimagined shore. 

And as he walked he pi^ed. Even 

the same 

Old prayer with which, for half a scoJre 
of jean^ 
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Morning, and noon, and erening^ Up 
and heart 

Had groaned : ** Ha?e pity upon me, 

Lord ! 

Thoa seest, while teaching others, I am 
1)]uid. 

Send me a man who eaa dinct wj 
steps r* 

Then, as lie mined, he heaid along 

his path 

A sonnd as of an old man's stiiir ainonrj 
The dry, dead lindeu^leayes ; and, look- 
ing up, 

He asv A stranger, weak, and poor, and 
old. 

^« Peace he imto thee, ftther t " Tan- 

ler said, 

God give thee a good day 1 " The old 

man raised 
Slowly his calm hlae eyes. thank 

thee, son ; 
Bat all mj days are good, and none aie 

ilL* 

Wandering thereat, the pieaeher spake 

again, 

•* God give thee happy life," The old 

man smiled, 
. ** I nejrer am nnhappy." 

Tauler laid 
His hand upon the stranger's coarse gray 

sleeve : 

'*Tell mo, 0 father, what thy strange 

words mean. 
Sarely uiau's days are evil, and his 
life 

Sad as tlie grave it leads to." "Nay, 

my son, 

Our times are in God's hands, and all 
oar days 

Are as oar needs : for shadow as for 

sun, 

For cold as heat, for want as wealth, 
alike 

Our thanks are dne^ ainoe that ia heat 

which is ; 

And that which is not, sharing not his 
life. 

Is evil only as devoid of good. 
And for the happiness of which T spake, 
1 hud it in submission to his will. 
And calm trost in the holy Trinthr 
Of Knowledge, Goodneai^ and Al- 
mighty Power." 
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Silently wondering, for s little space. 
Stood the great preaeher ; then he apako 

as one 

Who, suddenly grappling with a haunt- 

ing thought 
Which long 1ms followed, whispering 

tlirougli tlie dark 
Strange terrors, drags it, shrieking, into 

light : 

What If God's will eonsign thee hence 
toUttUt" 

"Then," said the stranger, cheerily, 
*• be it so. 

What Hell may be I know not ; this I 

know, — 

I cannot lose the presence of the Lord : 
One arm, Humility, takes hold ui>on 
His dear Humanity ; the other, Love^ 
Clas]»s his Divinity. So where 1 go 
He goes ; and better fire-walled Hell 

With Him 
Than golden-gated Paradiae without.** 

Tears sprang in Tauler's eyes. A 
sadden Tight, 
LikiS the fiist ray which fell on ohao^ 

clove 

Apart the shadow wherein he had walked 
I>arkly at noon. And, as the strange 

old man 

Went his slow way, nntil his silyer 

hair 

Set like the white moon where the hills 
of vine 

Slope to the Rhine^ he bowed his head 

and said : 

"My prayer is answered. God hath 

sent the man 
Long sought, to teach me^ by his simple 

tnist, 

Wisdom the weary schooLuieu never 
knew." 

So, entering with a changed and 
cheerful step 
The city gatea^ he saw, fer down the 

street, 

A mighty shadow break the light of 

noon. 

Which tracing backward till its aiiy 

lines 

Hardened to stony plinths, he raised his 

eyes 

O'er broad facade and lofty pediment, ' 
0*er architrave and ftien and sainted 
nichs^ 
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Up the sfcoM laoe-iroik dilsdled hy the 

wise 

En\'in of Stoinbach, dizzily np to where 
In the noou-brightuess the gre«t Min- 

tter^s tower. 
Jewelled with fuabetmi on iti mnial 

crown, 

Boae like a visible prayer. " Bdiold I ** 
henid, 

*'The itimogiin't fiuth made phdii be- 
fore mine eyes. 

Am yonder tower outstretches to the 
earth 

The dark triangle of its shade alone 
"When the clear day ie ahmii^ oa its 

top, 

So, darkness in the pathway of Man's 

life 

Is but the shadow of God's providence, 
By the great iSon of Wisdom cast there- 
on ; 

And what is daik hdoir li l^ht in 



8IT00SBTED BT IffiAOIKO A iTATB PA- 
PER, WHEREIN rm: higher law is 
INYOKBD TO SUSTAIN THE LOWER 
ONE. 

A PIOUS magif^trate ! somid Us pniae 

throughout 
The wondering churches. Who shall 

henecfortfa donbt 
That the long-wished nfllenninm 

dmwcth nigh ? 
Sin in high places has Ijecome devout. 
Tithes mint, ^es paiofnl-fooed, and 

prays its lie 
Straight up to Heaven, and calls it 

piety 1 

The pirate, mtchiqg from his Uoody 

deck 

The weltering galleon, heavy with the 
gold 

Of Acapulco, holding death in cbeck 
While prayers are saiil, brows crossed, 
and beads are told, — 
The robber, kneeling where the wayside 

cross 

On dark Abmzzo tells of life's dread loss 
From his own carbine, glancing still 
abroad 

For some new Tiotinu offenng thanks to 
GodI— 



Bome, liskming at her altars to the 

ciy 

Of midnight Murder,. while her honnds 

of hell 

Seoor France, fh>m b a p tis ed cannon and 

holy bell 

And tliousand-throated joiesthoodt 

loud and high. 
Pealing Te Dennis to the iliaddering 

sky, 

"Thanks to the Lord, who giveth 

victory ! " 
What prove these, but that crime was 

iie'tT so black 
As ghostly cheer and pioos thanks to 

lack ? 

Satan is modest. At Heaven's door he 

lays 

His evil offspiin^^ and, in Scriptural 

phrase 

And saintly |>osture, gives to God the 
]iraise 

And lionor of the inonstrons progeny. 
What marvel, then, in our own time to 

see 

His old devices, smoothly acted o*er, — 

Official piety, locking fast the door 
Of Hope against three million souls of 
men, — 

Brotheis, Ood'a ehildren, CSirist's re-* 

deemed, — and then, 
With uprolled eyeballs and on bended 
knee, 

Whining a prayer linr help to hide the 
key I 



THE VOICES. 

""Witt urge the long, unequal fight, 
Since Truth has fallen in the street^ 

Or Hft anew tiie trampled light, 
Quenched by the heedleaa million's 
feet! 

"Give o'er the thankless task ; fbnake 
The fools who know not ill from good ; 

Eat, drink, enjoy thy own, and take 
Thine ease among the multitude. 

"Live ont thyself ; witii others shsre 

Thy proper life no more ; assume 
The unconcern of sun and air. 

For lite or death, or blight or bloom. 

**Tlie mountain pine looks calmly on 
The fixes Uiat scoui^e the plains below« 
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Nor heeds the eagle in the srin 
The small bircb piping in the snow 1 

"The world is God's, not thine ; let him 
Work out a change, if change must be : 
' The hand that planted best can trim 
And nmse the unfruitful tree." 

So spake the Tempter, when the light 
Of sun and stars had left the sky, . 

I listened, tiirough the cloud and night, 
And lu»rd, methought, a Tuioe feply : 

Th y task may well seem over-hard. 
Who scatterest in a thanklww soil 
Thr life as seed, with no mward 
Save that which Duty giTes to ToiL 

Kot wholly is Ay beart resigned 

To Heaven's benign and just decree, 
"Which, linking thee with all thy kind, 
Transmits their joys and griefs to 
thee. 

"Break off that sacred chain, and turn 

Back on thyself thy love and care ; 
Be tiiou thine own mean i^l, hum 
• Faith, Hope^ and Trusty thy children, 
there. 

*<Belea8ed from that fraternal law 
Which ahaies the common bale and 

bliss. 

No sadder lot could f ollv draw, 
Or Sin proToke from Fat^ tiban this. 

** The meal unsliaredis food unblest : 
Thou hoanl'st in vain what love 
should spend ; 

fielf-ease is pain ; th v only rest 
Is labor for a worthy end, 

''A toil that gains with what it yields. 

And scatters to its own im-rease, 
And hears, while sowinrr outward iields, 
The harvest-song of inward peace. 

** Free-lipped the liberal streamlets run, 
Frf'e snines for all the healthful ray ; 

The still pool stagnates in the sun, 
The lund eartb-flre luMmts decay I 

"What is it that the crowd requite 
Thy love with hate, thy truth with 
lies! 

And but to faith, and not to sight, 
The walls of Freedom's temple rise I 
13 
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" Yet do thy work ; it shall succeed 

In thine or in another's day ; 
And, if denied the lietof^s meed. 

Thou Shalt not lack the toilers pay. 

"Faith shares the fritoxe's pranise; 

Love's 

Self-offering is a triumph won ; 
And each good thought or action moves 
The daik world nearer to the sun. 

"Then faint not, falter not, nor plead 
Th^ weakness ; truth itself is strong ; ^ 

The lum's strength, the eagle's speed, i 
Are not alone Touchsafed to wrong. 

" Thy nature, which, through file and 
flood. 

To place or gain finds out its way, 
Hath power to seek the highest good. 
And duty's lioliest call obey ! 

"Strivest thou in darkness? — Foes 

without 

In league witii traitor thoughts witb* 

in ; 

Thy night-watch kept with trembling 

Doubt 

And pale Bemone the ghost of 
SinI — 

** Hast thou not, on some week of stoim. 

Seen the sweet Sabbath breaking fiur, 

And cloud and shadow, sunlit, form 
The curtains of its tent of prayer t 

" So, baply, when thy task shall end. 

The \^Tong shall lose itself in right. 
And all thy week-day darkness blend 
With the long Sabbath of the Ught I 



THE HERO. 

" 0 FOR a knight like Bayard, 

Without reproach or fear ; 
My light glove on his cas(£ue of steel. 

My love-knot on his spear 1 

"0 for the white plume floating 
Sad Zutphen's held above, — 

The lion heart in battle, 
The woman's heart in love 1 

" 0 that man once more were manly. 
Woman's pride, and not ber scorn : 

That once more tlie pale young mothflf 
Daxedtoboast *amaniBb<n&'l , 
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** Bvt^ mm lifc*8 slumbcTous cmrent 
Ko snn-^wed casca^lc wakes ; 

Ho tall, heroic manhood 
The level dnliieas breaks. 

«*0 for a knight like Bayard, 

"Without reproach or tear ! 
Hy light glove on his casque of sted, 

jfylove-kiuit on bU spear 1" 

Then I said, my own heart throbbing 
To tiie time her pnmd palse beat» 

•* life bath its rtjjal ottturcs yet, — . 
True, teodttr, hrave^ and sweet 1 

•* Smile not, fair unbelievfff I 

One man, at least, 1 know, 
"Who inij^'ht wear tlie croRt of Bagraid 

Or jSidne/a plume ot' snow. 

Once, when over purple monntaiws 
Diwl away tlio Grecian son, 
AtmI the far CyHenian mntrt's 

i'aled and darkened, one by one, — 

*« Fell tbe Tni*, a bott of thnnd«r. 

Clearing all the »[in< t sky, 
And against his shai p ste-cl lightniQgS 
Stood the Suliote but to die. 

. *' Woe for the weak and baiting 1 

The crescent blazed behind 

A cui"v ii!,t^ line of sjibres, 
Like hre before the wind t 

" Last to fly, and first to rally, 

Pode be of whom I speak, 
"When, groaning in his bridle-path, 

Sank down a wounded Greek. 

" Witb the ric^i Albanian eostome 
Wet witb many a ghastly stain» 

• Gazing on earth and sky as one 
Who might not gaze again 1 

** He looked forward to the monntains. 
Back on foes that never spare. 

Then flung him from his saddle. 
And placed the stranger there. 

«« * Allah ! hu ! * Throogb flaahi^g sa- 

bres. 

Through a stormy hail of lead» 
Tlie gootl Thessalian charger 
Up the slopes of olives aped. 



" Hot spurred the turbaned riden; 

He almost felt their breath, 
Where a moontain stresm rolled daikly 
down 

Between the bills and death. 

** One bravo and maafiil straggle, — 

He gained the solid land. 
And the cover of the mmm tains, 

. And the carbines ot ids band 1 " 

" It was very great and noble,*' 

Said tlu' moist -f-yt d listener then, 
" Hut one bnive dcfd makes no hero ; 
Tell me what he since hatb been I** 

'* Still a brave and generous maiiboody 
Still an honor witliout stain. 

In the prison of the Kaiiier, 
By the barricades of Seine. 

" But dream not helm and bsnieM 

The sign of valor true ;• 
Peace liath higher tests of manhood 
Than battle ever knsw; 

"Wouldst know bim nowt Behold 

him, 

Tlic Cadmus of the blind. 
Giving the dumb Hp langusge. 
The idiot day a mind. 

«* Walking his round of duty 

Serenely day by day, 
WiHi the sfcnmg man s band of labor 

And childhood's heart of play. 

** True as the knights of story. 

Sir Lancelot and bis peers, 
Brave in his calm endurance 

As they in tilt of spears. 

" As waves in stillest waten^ 

As stars in noonday skies, 
All that wakes to noble action 

In his noon of calmness lies. 

*« Wherever ootraged Katoie 

Asks word or action brave^ 
Wlierever struggles labor. 
Wherever groans a slave, — 

" Wherever rise the peoples, 

Wherever sinks a throne, 
The throbbing heart of Freedom finds 

An answer m bi» own. 
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THE BAfiEFOOT BOY* 



^Knight of a better era, 
Witnont lenroacb or fear 1 

Said I not well that Bayards 
And Sidneys still aie hero I '* 

HIT DBEAIL 

In my ilroani, methought I trod. 
Yesternight, a mountain road ; 
Narrow as Al Sirat's span. 
High as eagle's flight, it isn. 

Oretliead, a roof of clond 

With its weight of tli under bowed | 

Underneath, to It-ft and ri^^ht, 
Blaukuess and abysuiaL night. 

Here and there a wild-flower blushed, 

Kow and tlien a bird-song ;^is1ied ; 
Now and then, through rifts of slim le, 
Stars shone out, and sunbeams ^Liyud. 

But the goodly company. 
Walking in that path with me^ 
One by one the brink o'erslid. 
One one the darkness hid. 

S<)iiu! witli wailing and lament, 
Some with cheerful courage went ; 
Bat, of all who smiled or mouniedy 
Kever one to na retuined. 

Anxiously, with eye and ear. 
Questioning that shadow drear. 

Never hand in token stirred. 
Never answering voice 1 heard 1 

Steeper, daxk/sr ! — lo f I felt 
From my feet the pathway melt. 
Swallowed by the black despair^ 
And the hungry jaws of air, 

Past the stony-throated caves, 
Stnini^led by the wash of waves. 
Pauit tlie splintered crags, I sank 
On a green and flowery hank, — 

Soft as ftiU of thistle-down. 
Lightly as a cloud is blown, 
Soothingly as childhood prised 
To the bosom of its rest 

Of the sharp -homed rocks instead. 
Green the grassy meadows spread. 
Bright with waters singing by 
Ines that priq^ed a golden akj. 



Painless, trustful, sorrow-free^ 
Old lost £mws welcomed me, 
With whose sweetness of content 
Still expectant hope was blent. 

Wakinff while the dawning gray 
Slowly brightened into day, 
I'ondcring that vision fled. 
Thus unto myself 1 said : — 

** Steeps and hnng with clouds of MS% 

Is our narrow path of life ; 
And our death the dreaded fall 
Through the dark, awaiting alL 

"So, with painful stops we dimb 
Up the dizzy ways of time, 
Ever in tiie shadow shed 
By the forecast of our dread.. 

' ' Dread of mystery solved alone^ 
Of the untried and unknown ; 
Yet the end thereof may seem 
l ^y ^ the fa-iHng of my d r ff MHi 

And this heart-consiuning care, 
AU our fears of here or there, 
Cliange and absence, loss and deati|« 
Prove but simple lack of JAith." 

Thou, O Host Compaasioittte I 

W\\o didst stoop to our estate^ 

Drinking of the cup we drain, 
Treading in our path of jpain, 

Tlirough the doubt and mystery. 
Grant to us thy stejis to see. 
And the grace to draw from thence 
Larger hope and confidence. 

Show thy vacant tomb, and le^ 
As of old, the angels sit, 
Whispering, by its open door : 
''Fearoott Hehathgonehefoiel'' 

THE BAREFOOT BOY. 

Blessings on thee, little man. 
Barefoot boy, with clicek of tan I 
With thy tumed-uj) nantaloons. 
And thv merry whistled tunes ; 
With thy red lip, redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill ; 
With the sunshine on thy face. 
Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace 5 
i^Nun my heart I give thee joy^ — > 



Digitized by Google 



196 



mSGELIiANBOUB. 



I wafl once a Ijarefoot Ixiy f 

Prince thou art, — the grown>up man 

Only is republican. 

Ix't the million-dollared ride ! 

Rirefoot, trudging at his side. 

Thou hast more than he can buy 

In the reach of ear and eye, — 

Outward aunshine, inward joy : 

Rlfwiiingp oa thee, baralbot boy 1 

O for boyhood's painless play, 
Sleep that wakes in laughing day, 
Health that mocks the doctor's rulea, 
Knowledge never learned of schoolB| 
Of the wild bee's morning chase. 
Of the wild-flower's time and plaoe^ 
Flight of fowl and habitude 
Of the tenants of the wood ; 
How the tortoise bears hm hhell. 
How the woodchuck digs hia oell. 
And the ground-mole sinks his well ; 
How the robin feeds her young, 
How the oriole's nest is hung ; 
Where the whiteat liliea blow. 
Where the freshest berries grow. 
Where the groiuulnut trails its vine, 
Where the wood-grape's clusters shine ; 
Of the black wasp's enmiiug way, 
Mason of his walls of clay. 
And the architectural plans 
Of gray hornet artisans ! — 
For, eschewing bo<A:8 and tasks. 
Nature answers all he asks ; 
Hand in hand with her he walk% 
Face to face with her he talks, 
Part and parcel of her joy, — 
Bto»ing8 on the barefoot boy t 

0 for boyhood's time of Juno, 
Crowding years in one brief moon. 
When all things I heard or saw. 
Me, their master, waited for. 
T was rich in flowers and trees, 
fiumming-bii'ds and honey-bees ; 
For my sport the CKinhrel played. 
Plied the snouted mole histpade; 
For my taste tlit- ItlackbcTTy cone 
Purpleil over hedge and stone ; 
Laughed the brook for my delight 
Through the day and through the idffiA, 
W]iis[)ering at the f^arden wall, 
Talked with me from fall to fall ; 
Mine the sand-rimmed pickerel pond. 
Mine the walnut slopes beyond. 
Mine, on b<^nding orchard tieei^ 
Apples of Hesperides ! 
Still as my horizon grew, * 



Larprer grew my riches too 5 
All the world 1 saw or knew 
Seemed a complex Chinese toy. 
Fashioned for a banfoot boy t 

O for festal dainties spread. 
Like my bowl of milk and bread, — - 
Pewter s])oon and bowl of wood. 
On the door-stone, gray and mde I 
O'er me, like a regal tent, 
Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset bent, 
Purple-curtained, fringed with gold, 
LoojM (1 ill many a wind-swung fold; 
While for music came the play 
Of the pied frogs' orchestra ; 
And, to light ue noisy choir. 
Lit the fly his lamp of fire. 
1 was monarch : jioinp and joy 
Waited on the Ixueloot boy I 

Cheerily, then, my little man, 
Live and laugh, as boyhood can I 
Though the flinty slopes be hard, 
Stnbble-speared the new-mown swaf^ 
Every mom shall lead thee throu^ 
Fresh baptisms of the dew ; 
Lvenr evening from thy feet 
Shall the cool wind kiss the heat : 
All too soon these feet must hide 
In the prison cells of pride, 
Lose the freedom of the sod, 
Like a colt's for work be shod. 
Made to tread the mills of toil. 
Up and down in ceaseless moil s 
Happy if their track be found 
Never on forbidden groond ; 
HapT)y if they sinktioiin 
Quiclc and treacherous sands of sin. 
Ah ! that thou couldst know thy joy, 
Ere it passes, barefoot boy 1 



FLOWERS IN WINTER. 
PAnrrsD itpon a torts utrb. 

How strange to greet, this frosty mom^ 
In graceful counterfeit of flowers, 

T1ie«e children of the meadows^ bom 
Of sunshine and of showers I 

How well the conscious wood retains 
The pictures of its flower -sown 

hom^ — - 

The lights and shadei^ the poipk 

stains. 

And golden hues of bkomt 
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It was a liappy thought to bring 
To the dark aeaaoors frost and rima 

This painted memory of spring, 
This dream of summer-time. 

Oar hearts are lighter for its sake^ 

Our fancy's age renews its youth, 
And dim-remembered fictions take 
The guise of present truth. 

A wizard of the Merrimack, — 
So old ancestral legends say, — 

Could call green leaf and blossom back 
To frosted stem and spny. 

The dry logs of the cottage wall, 

Beneath his touch, put out their 
leaves ; 

The clay-l>ound swallow, at his calif 
Played round the icy eaves. 

The settler saw his oaken flail 

Take bud, and bloom before his eyes ; 

From frozen pools he saw the pale. 
Sweet summer lilies rise. 

» 

To tlieir old homes, by man profaned, 
Came the sud dryads, exiled long, 

And through their leafy tongues com- 
plained 
Of household use and wrong. 

The beechen platter sprouted wild, 
The pipkin wore its old-time green ; 

The cradle o'er tin- sleeping child 
Became a leafy screen. 

Haply our gentle friend hath met* 

While wandering in her sylvan quest. 
Haunting his native woodlauds ye^ 
That Druid of the West ; — 

And, while the dew on leaf and flower 
Glistened in moonlight clear and 
still, 

Learned the dusk wizard's spell of 

power, 

And caught his trick of ski]!. 

Bat weleome, be it new or old. 
The gift wliich makes the day more 

bright, 

And paints, upon the ground of cold 
And darkness, wannth and light 1 

Without is neither gold nor green ; 
Within, for birds, the birch-logs sing ; 



Yet, smnmsr-UkSy we sit Iwftwwii 
Tlie automn and the sfoing. 

The one, with bridal blush of rose. 
And sweetest breath of woodland 

balm. 

And one whose matron lips unclose 
In smiles of saintly calm. 

Fill soft and deep, 0 winter snow t 
The sweet azaiia's oaken dells, 

And hide the bank where roses blow* 
And swing the azure beUs ! 

O'erlay the amber \'iolet's leaves, 
The purple aster's brookside home, 

Guard all the flowers her pencil gives 
A life beyond their bLoom. 

And she, when spring comes round again. 
By greening slope and singing flood 

Shall wander, seeking, not in Tsin, 
Her darlings of the wood. 

THE BENDITIOK. 

I HEARD the train's shrill whistle call, 
I saw an earnest look beseech. 
And rather by that look than speech 

My neighbor told me aU. 

And, as I thought of Liberty 
Marched handcuffed down thife 

sworded street, 
The solid earth beneath my feet 
Reeled fluid as the sea. 

I felt a sense of bitter loss, — 
Shame, tearless grief, and stifling 
wrath. 

And loathing fesr, as if my path 
A seipent stretched across. 

All love of home, all pride of place. 
All generous oonildence and tmst, 
Sank smothering in that deep diqgOit 

And anguish of disgrace. 

Down on my natiye hills of June, 

And home's green quiet, hiding all. 
Fell sudden darkness like the iall 
Of midnight upon noon I 

And Law, an unloosed maniac, strong, 
Blood-drunken, through tiie blsfikness 
trod. 
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Hoarse^shonting in the ear of God 
Tte Uatphflmy of wraig; 

** O Motlior, from thy memories proud, 
Thy old renown, dear Commouwcalth, 
Lend this dead air a breeze of health* 

And amite with sten this dimd. 

** Mother of Freedom, wise and brave. 
Rise awfiit in thy strength,** I said ; 
Ah me ! I spake but to ths dead ; 

I stood upon her graTS 1 
6a«u>.,18M. 



LIKES, 

Oir TUB PASIAOS OF THS BltL TO IBO- 
TBOT THE BIOHTS ABO LIBSBTIB8 OT 

THE PEOPLE OF THE STATE AOAIMBT 
THE FUQITIVE 8LAVE ACT. 

1 SAID I stood upon thy grave, 

My Mother State, when last the moon 
Of blossoms clomb the &kies of June. 

And, scattering ashes on my head, 

I wore, iind roaming:; of relief, 

The sackcloth of thy shame and grief. 

Again tliat moon of Uossoms shines 
On leaf and flower and folded wing. 
And thou hast risen with the spring ! 

Onoe more thy strong matemal arms 

Are round about thy children flung,— 
A lioness that guards her young 1 

Ho threat ia on thy doaM lips, 
But In thine eve a power to smite 
The fload wolf backward from its light. 

Southward tho hafied lobbn'a track 

Henceforth runs only ; hereaway, 
The fell lyeanthrope mida no piey. 

Befnceforth, within thy aaered gates, 

His first low howl shall downward draw 
The thunder of thy righteous law. 

Kot mindless of thy trade 'and gain, 
But, acting on tbe wiser plan. 
Thou 'rt grown eonaerrfttive at man. 

So shah thoD doKho with Ufe the liope. 
Dream-painted on the sightless eyea 
Of him who aang of PanMiasb -* 



The vision of a Christian man. 
In Tirtue as in stature great, 
Embodied in « Christian State. 

And thou, amidst thy sisterhood 
Forteaiing long, yet standing fut» 
Shalt win thair gtatefU thanlcs at last ; 

When North and South shall strive no 
more. 

And all their feuds and fears be lost 
In FreiHlom's holy Pentecost. 
6U mo., 1866. 



THE FEUIT-GIFT. 

Last niriit, just as the tintoof antanm*a 

sky 

Of sunset faded fiom OUT hills and 

streams, 

I sat, vague listening, lapped fn twi- 

li^'ht dreaiiis. 

To the leafs rusth', iind the cricket's cry. 

Then, like that basket, ilush with sum- 
mer ftvit, 

Dropped by the angels at the Fkophot'a 

foot, 

Came, unannounced, a gift of clustered 
sweetness, 
Fnll-orbed, and glowing with Hie 

prisoned beams 
Of summery suns, and rounded to com* 
pleteness 

By kisses of the aoath«wind and the 

dew. 

Thrilled with a glad surprise, methou£^t 

I knew 

*IhB pleasure of the homewaid-toming 

Jew, 

When Eschol's clusters on his shoulders 
lay, 

Dropping their sweetness on his desert 
way. 

1 said, This fruit beseems no world of 
sin. 

Its parent vine, roote<i in Paradise, 
O'ercrept the wall, and never pud the 

pnee 

Of the great miaehief, —an amhroaial 

tree, 

Eden's exotic, somehow smu^^gled in, 
To keep the thorns and thistles com- 
pany." 

I Perchance our fralL aad moUier plncked 
inhaste 
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A single Tine-aUp as she passed the 

g9>te, 

Wbere the dread swoid altetiiate paled 

and burned, 
And the stem angel, pitying her fate, 
Forgave the lovely trespasser, and tamed 
Aside his face of fire ; and thus the waste 
And fallen world hath yet ita snuoal 

taste 

Of nrimal good, to prove of ain tile eoti, 
And show by one gleaned ear the 
n^ghty narveat uMt. 
• 

A MEMORY. 

Heke, while the loom of Winter weaves 
The shroud of flowers and fountams, 

I think of thee and sunmwr eves 
Among the Northern moantaina. 

When tbonder tolled the twiliglif a eloae, 

And winds the lake wero. rude on. 
And thou wert sinf^in*;, (Ja the TifU/es, 
The bonny yowes ot Cluden ! 

"When, clos<^ and closer, hushing breath. 
Our circle narrowed round thee» 

And smiles and teaia made up the wreath 
Wherewith onr aQance crowned thee ; 

And, strangers all, we felt the ties 

Of sisters and of brothers ; 
Ah ! whosp of all thoso kindly ejes 

How soiile upon another's ! 

The sport of Time, who still apart 
The waifs of life in Ilini^nR ; 

O, nevermore shall heart to heart 
Draw nearer for that singiug 1 

Yet when the pane^ are frosty-starred. 
And twilight's firs is gleaming, 

I hear the songs of Scotland's bard 
Sound aof tly throqgh my dreamily I 

A song that lends to winter snowa 
Tiif^ glow of sammo* weatiier, — 

Again I hf^ar theo ca' the yowes 
To CLuden's hUls of heather 1 



TO a & 

If I have seemed more prompt to cen- 
sure wrong 
Than praise the n^bti if seldom to 
thme ear 



My voice hath mingled with the ex- 
ultant cheer 
Borne upon all onr Northern winds 

along ; 

If I have failed to join the fickle throng 
In wide-eyed wonder, that thou atandest 
stron|^ 

In victory, surpn.s/»<l in thee to find 
Brougham's 8(.uiliiug power with Can- 
ning's grace CMubined ; 
Thst ho, mr whom the ninefold Muses 

sang, 

From their twined arms a giant athlete 
sprang. 

Barbing the arrows of his native tongue 
With the spent abafta Latona'a ardlier 
Hunfo 

To mite the Python of onr land and 

time. 

Fell as the monsterlKim of Crissa's slime. 
Like the blind bard who in Castalian 
spring 

Tempered the steel that ebve the crest 

of kiiiffs, 

And on the shrine of £iu;land's freedom 
laid 

The gifts of Conue and of Delphi's 

shade, — 

Small need hast thou of words of praise 
from me. 

Thou knowest my heart, dear friendt 

and well canst gnoss 
That, even though siiejit, 1 have not 
tiie less 

Rejoiced to s«m> thy actual life agree 
With the large future which I shaped for 
thee. 

When, years ago, beside the summer sea, 
White in the moon, we saw the long 

waves fall 

Baflle^l and broken from the rocky wall. 
That, to the menace of the brawling flood. 
Opposed alone its massive quietude. 
Calm aa a &te ; with not a leaf nor 
vine 

Nor birch-spray trembling in the still 
moonshine. 

Crowning it like God*s peace. I some- 
times think 
That night-scene by the sea prophet- 
ical, — 

(For Kature spesks in crfmbola and in 

signs. 

And through her pictures hiunan uite 

divines), — 
That rock, where&omweaawtfaelnllawt 
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In murmaiiiig rouL upriaiqg clear and 

tan 

In the white l^t of heaTon, the tfpe 

of one 

Who, momestly by Error's host assailed, 
Stuids strong as Tnitli, in greacm of 
granite mailed ; 
And*^taaiq^iiil-iionted» Usfcening over 

The tmnnlt^ hrnn the angels say. Well 
d<mel 

THE KANSAS EMIORAKTS. 

We cross the prairie as of old 
The pilgrims croaaed the sea. 

To make the West, as they the Eigl^ 
The homestead of the ficee I 

We go to rear ft wall of men 

On Freedom's southern line, 
And plant beside the cotton -tree 
The rugged Northern pine 1 

We *rc flowing from onr native lulls 

As our free rivere flow ; 
The blessing oi our Aluther-land 

la on V8 as we go. 

We go to plant her common schools 

On distant prairie swella. 
And give the Sahbatlis of the nHd 

The music of iier beUs. 

Upbearing, like the Ark of old. 

The Bible in our yan. 
We go to test the truth of God 

AgaLust the irand of man. 

. Ko pauses nor lest^ ssto whero the 

streams 
That feed the Kansas run. 
Save where our Pilgrim gonfalon 
Shall flont the setting snn I 

We *11 tread the prairie as of old 

Our fathers sailed the sea. 
And make the West, as they the Eas^ 

The homestead of the free 1 

SONG OF STwWKS IK THE 

WintMt are we going! where an we go- 

Where are we goii^ Bubee f 



Lord of peoples^ lord of lands. 
Look across these shining sands, 
Through the furnace of the nooOy 
Through the Avliite light of the moon. 
Strong the Ghiblee wind is blowing. 
Strange and laige the world is growing I 
Speak and tell us where we are goin^ 
Where are we goii^ Bnbeet 

Bomon land was rich and good. 

Wells of water, fields of food, 
Dourra lields, and bloom of bean,* 
And the jialm-ti-ee copl and green : 
l >omoa land we see no longer. 

Here we thirst and here we hunger. 
Here the Moor-niaii smites in anger : 
Where are we going, liubee ? 

When we went from Bomou land. 
We were like the leaves and sand. 
We were many, we arc few ; 
Life has one, and death has two : 
Wliitened bones our path are showing. 
Thou All-seeing, thou All-knowing 1 
Hear na^ tell ns, where am we goings 
When are we goings Bnbee f . 

Moons of marches from our eyes 
Bomon land behind ns lies ; 
Stranger round ns day by day 
Bends the desert circle gray ; 
Wild the waves of sand ai e flowing, 
Hot' the winds above them blowing, — 
I^xd of all things ! — where are we go- 
ing? 

Where are we goiu^ Bubee f 

We are weak, but Thou art strong ; 
Short our lives, but Xhine is long ; 
We are blind, but Thou hast eyes ; 
We are fools, hut Thou art wise ! 

Thou, our morrow's pathway knowing 
Through the strange world round us 
growing, 

H( ar us, tell US where arc we going; 
Where are we goings Bubee f 

LINES, 

nraORIBED TO FRIENDS TTNDKR ARREST 
TOR TBSA0OK AOAUffST TBS 8IATX 
70WKR. 

The age is duU and mean. Hen creeps 
If ot walk ; with hlopd too pale ana 
tame 
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To pay tiie debt they owe to shame ; 
Buy oieap, sell dear ; eat, drink, and 

sleep 

Down-pillowed, deaf to moaning want; 
Pay tithes for sotd^inaiuaiice ; keep 
Six days to Mammon, one to Cant. 

In such a time, give thanks to God, 
That somewhat of the holy ra^ 
With which the piophete in their 

age 

On all its decent seemings trod, 
Has set your feet npon the lie. 

That man and ox and soul and clod 
Are market stock to sell and buy 1 

The hot words from your lips, my own, 

To caution train(!(l, iiiit::lit not rej)eat ; 
But if some t^ircs among tlie wheat 
Of generous thought and deed were 
sown, 

No common wrong proToked your 

zeal ; 

The silken gauntlet that is thrown 
In enoh a quarrel ringe like steeL 

The brave old strife the fiithers saw 
i'or Freedom calls for meu again 
Like those who battled not in yain 

For Enfjland's Charter, Alfred's law ; 
And right of sixiech and trial just 

Wage iu your name their ancient war 
With yenal courts and peijured trust 

God's ways seem dark, but, soon or late, 
They touch the shining hills of day ; 
The evil cannot brook delay. 

The good can well afford to wait. 

Give ermined knaves their houi: of 
crime ; 

Ye haye the f atore grand and neat, 
The safe appeal of Truth to Time 1 

THE NEW EXODUS.«* 

By fire and cloud, across the desert 

sand, 

s And through the parted 
From their long bondage^ with an ont- 

stretchea hand, 
God led the Hebrew slaves ! 

Dead as the letter of the Pentateuch, 

As Eg3rpt*8 statues cold, 
In the adytum of the sacred book 
Now staxidi that marvel old. 



Lo, God is gnat 1" the simple Mos- 
lem says. 

We seek the ancient date. 
Turn the dry scroll, and make that Ur* 
iiig [>hrase 

A dead one: " God teas great 1 " 

And, like the Coptic monks by Mousa's 

wells, 

"We dream of wonders past, 
Vague as the tales the wandering Arab 
teUs, 

Each drowsier than the last 

0 fools and blind ! Above the Pyramids 
Stretches once more that han^ 

And tranced Egjrpt, from her st(my]idl^ 
Flings back hiier yeil of sand. 

i\jid morning-smitten Memnon, singing, 

wakes ; 
And, listening by Ids Nile, 
O'er Ainmon's grave and awful visage 

breaks 

A sweet and human smile. 

Not, as before^ with hail and fire, and 

caU 

Of death for midni^t graves^ 
But in the stillness of the noonday, 

fall 

The fetters of the slaves. 

No longer through the Bed Sea, as of 

old, 

The Iwntlmen walk dry shod ; 
Through human hearts, by loTe of Him 
controlled, 
Runs now that path of God 1 



THE HASCHISH. 

Of all that Orient lands can vaunt 
Of maryels with our own competing. 

The strangest is the Ha-schish plant. 
And what will foUow on its eating. 

What pictures to the taster rise* 
Of Dervish or of Almeh dances I 

Of Eblis, or of Paradise, 

Set all aglow with Hour! glances I 

Tlie poppy visions of Cathay, 

The heavy beer-trance of the Suablan; 
The wizard lights and demon play 

Of n^ts Walpurgis and Aiabian I 
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Cbange place in mad metempsyciho- 

sis i 

The MiMiiiB dlimbs the synagogue. 
The Babbi ahakea hie beaid atMoaes ! 

The Arab by his desert well 
flits choMiDg £n»ii some OdipVa 

daughters, 
And hears liis single cairiel's l>ell 
Sound welcome to Im reguL q^uarten. 

The Konui's reader makes complaint 
Of Sliitau dancing on and oli" it j 

The robber oli'ers alms, the saint 
Drinks Tokay and blaaphcmea tiid 
Piophet 

Such scenes that Eastern plant awakes ; 

Bat we have «ie ordained to beat it, 
The Ha.scliish of the West, which makes 

Or fbola or knavea of all who eat it. 

The preaeher eats, and straight appears 
His BiU»in ft mew tnnalraon s 



Its angels neg» overeeera. 
And Heaven itaelf a snqg plaata* 

tionl 

The man of peace, about whose dreamt 
The sweet millennial angels cluster, 

Tastes the mad weed, and plots and 
idiemes, 
A raving Cuban filfboster I 

The noisiest Democrat, with ease, 
It turns to Slavery's pariah beadle ; 

The shrewdest statesman eats and sees 
Due aouthwaxd pcnnt the pdar needle. 

The Judge partakes, and dta erelong 

Upon his Ik n il a railing blaekgnaid ; 
Decides otf-haud that right is wrong, 
And reads the ten commandments 
backward. 

0 ]>otent plant ! so rare a taste 
kas never Turk or Gentoo £K>tt^ ; 

The hempen Haaehidi of tiie Bast 
Is powsrisBB to oar Western Cotton t 



BALLADS. 



MABT GABVIN. 

From the heart of Waurabek Methna, 
from the lake that never fails, 

Falls the Saco in the green lap of Con- 
way's intervales ; 

There, in wild and virgin freshness, its 
waters foam and flow. 

As when Dnrhy Field first saw thom, 
^ two hundred years ago. 

Bat, vexed in all its seaward course with 

bridges, dams, and mills, 
How changed is Saeo's stream, how lost 

its freedom of the hills, 
Sinee travelled .Tocel3ni, fcetor Vines, 

and statt'ly ( 'liampernoon 
Heard on its hanks the gray wolfs howl, 
the trumj)et of the loon ! 

With smoking axle hot with speed, with 
steeds of fire and steaoi, 

Wide-waked To-day leaves Yesterday 
behind him like a dream. 



Still, from the hurrying train of Ufe^ 
iiy backward far and fast 

The milestones of the fathers, the land- 
marks of the past. 



But human hearts remain unchanged : 

the sorrow and the sin, 
The loves and hopes and fears of old, are 

to our own akin ; 
And if, in tales our fathers told, the 

songs onr mothers sung, 
Tradition wears a snowy beard, Eomanoe 

is always young. 

0 sharp-lined man of traffie, on Saoo's 

banks to-day ! 
0 mill-girl watching late and long the 

shuttle's resides play ! 
Let, for the once, a listening ear the 

working hand beguile, 
And lend my old Ihrovincial tale, as 

malM, a tesr or smils I 
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Tlie evening fi^n had sounded from gray 

Fort Mary's walls ; 
Through the forest* like a wild beast, 

xoaredaiidplimgBdtho Saoo'sfklls. 

And westward on the sea-wind, that 

damp and gusty grew, 
Orer cedars darkening inland thaoookes 

of Spurwink blew. 

On tiie heurCh of Famier Gwrvin biased 

the crackling walnut log ; 
Bight and left sat dame and «2:oo<ltnan, 
and between them lay the dog. 

Head on paws, and tail slow wagging, 
and beside him on her mat, 

Sitting drowsy in the hre-light, wiuked 
and purred the mottled cat 



tt 



Twenty years ? '* paid Goodman Oar- 
vin, speaking sadly, under bn-ath, 
And his gray hcMd slowly shaking, as 
one who speaks of death. 

The |p>odwife dropped her needles : " It 

is twenty years to-day, 
Souse the Indians fell on Sttoo^ and stole 

our child away * 

Then they sank into the silenoe, fur 
eaeh knew the other^s thought^ 

Of a great and common sorrOWy and 

words were needed not. 



"HTho knocks?" eried Goodmaii Garvin. 

The door was open thrown ; 
On two strangers, man andmaiden, cloaked 
and furred, the fire-light shone. 

One with courteous gesture lifted the 
bear-skin from his liead ; 

•'lives here Elkanah Garvin f" "I 
am ha»*' the goodman ssid. 

"Sit ye down, and dry and warm ye, 
for the night is chill with rain." 

And the goodwife drew the settle^ and 
stined the fin amain. 

Tlie maid unclasped her cloak-hood, the 

fire-light glistened fair 
In her large, moist eyes, and over soft 

folds of dark brown hair. 

Dame Garvin looked npon her : *' It is 
llaiy's self I see 1 



Dear heart ! " she cried, " now tell me, 
has my child come back to me f " 

**My name indeed is Mary," said the 
stninj^er, sobbing wild ; 

" Will you be to me a mother ? I am 
Ifaiy Oarvin'a child I 

" She slee[)s by wcKjdcd Simcoe^ but on 

her dying day 
She hade my fmtet take me to her kins* 

folk far away. 

** And when the priest besought her to 

do me no nich wrong, 
Shessid, 'May God foi^ve me ! I have 

dosed my heart too long. 

" ' When I hid me from my &ther, and 

shut out my inotlu r'seaU, 
I sinned ag;iinst those dear ones^ and 
the lather of us alL 

" ' Christ's love rebukes no home-love, 

brejiks no tie of kin ajwirt ; 
Better her^y^u doctriue, thau heresy 

***TeU me not the Chun h must censure: 
she who we|it the Cross b'side 

Never made her own flesh stranger», nor 
the elaima of Uood deniw ; 

*• * And if she who wronged her f)arents, 
with her child atones to tnem. 

Earthly daughter, Heavenly mother! 
thon at least wilt not condemn ! ' 

"So, upon her death-bed lyin^ my 

hiessed mother spake ; 
As we come to do her bidding so receive 

us for her sake.*' 

*' God he praised I *' said Goodwife Gai^ 

vin, " He taketh, and he gives ; 
He woniideth, but he healeth ; iu her 
child our daugliter lives 1 ** 

" Amen ! " the old man answered, as he 

brushed a tear a\\ uy, 
And, kneeling by his hearthstone, said, 
with reyerence, *' Let us pray." 

AU its Oriental symbols, and its Hebrew 

paraphrase. 
Warm with earnest life and feelings nee 

his player of love and prsise. 
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Bat lie started at holioldiuig^ as he nee 

from oil las knee. 
Hie sknoger eion his fotehead with the 

sign of Papistries 

What is this f " cried Farmer Garvin. 
** Is an Eng^ Christian's home 
A chapel or a mass-house, that yoQ make 
the sign of Bome I " 

Then the young girl hndt hedde him, 
kissed his trembling hand, and 

rriod : 

O, forbear to chide my father ; in that 
laith my mothir died I 

" On her wooden cross at Simooe the 
dews and sunshine fall. 

As they fall on Spoiwink's gnnreyard ; 
and the dear God watches sll 1 " 



**And the prayers of all God's people 
they Hsk, that they may prove 

Hot unworthy, thioogh mar weskneai^ 
of soch special proof of lore." 

As the preacher prayed, uprising the 

aged couple stood. 
And the fair Canadian sIbo^ in her mod* 

est maidenhood. 

Thought the elders, grave and doahtinf^ 

" She is Papist bom and bred * ; 
Thought the young men, " 'T is an 
angel in Mary Garvin's stead 1 " 



MAUD HULLEB. 

Maitd MiniOB, on » sunmei^s day. 
Baked the meadow sweet with hay. 



The old man stroked the fair head that 1 Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth 



rested on his knee ; 
"Your words, dear child," hesnswered, 
" are God's lehoke to 



"Creed and rite perehanoe may differ, 
yet our faith and hope be one. 

Let me be your father's faAher, let him 
be to me a son." 

"When the horn, on Sahhath morning 

tlirough the still and frosty air, 
From Spurwiiik, Pool, and Black Point, 
caUed to sermon and to prayer, 

To the goodly Louse of worship^ where* 

in order due and lit. 
As by public vote directed, clissed and 

ranked the people nt ; 

Mistress first and goodwife after, clerkly 
sqnire before the clown. 

From the brave coat, la( e-.nnbroidered, 
to the gray Ihwk, shading down ; 

From the pulpit read the preacher, — 

** Gomlman Garvin and his wife 
Fain would thank the Lord, whose kind-' 
ness has followed tiiem through 
life, 

•*For the great and rrowninf^ mercy, 
that their daughter, from the 
wild. 

Where she rests (they hope in God's 
peace), has sent to them her child; 



Of simple besnty and rostic health. 

Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee 
The mock-bird ecnoed from his tree. 

But when abe |^ced to' the fiu>off 

town. 

White from its hill-slope looking down. 

The sweet sonff died, and a vagoe unrest 
And a nameless longing nlled her 
breast, — 

A wish, that she hardly dared to own. 
For sonu'thing better than she had 
known. 

The Jndge rode slowly do^^m the lanCb 
Smoothing his horse's chestnut msne. 

He drew his hridle in the shade 
Of the apple-trees, togreet the maid. 

And asked a draught from the spring that 
flowed 

Thronf^ the meadow aeroas the rosd. 

She stooped where the cool spring bub- 
hied up^ 

And filled for him her smsll tin onp^ 

And blushed as she gave it, looking 
down 

On her feet so hsn^ and her tattered 
gown. 
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** Thanks !" said the Judge ; " a sweeter " 

draught 

From a fairer hand was never quaffed." 



He spoke of the grass and flowers and 

trees. 

Of the singing birds and the humming 
bees; 

Then talked of the haying, and won- 
dered whether 

The doad in the west would bring fonl 
weather. 

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown. 
And her giacdul ankles bare and brown ; 

And listened, while a pleased surprise 
Looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay 
Seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Hand Mnller looked and sighed ; "Ah 

me ! 

That I the Judge's bride might he 1 

*'He wonld dress me np in silks so fine, 
And prsise tetA toast me at his wine. 

**My father should wear a broadcloth 
coat; 

Hy Inrotlieir should ssil a painted boat 

** 1 'd dress my mother so grand and 
gay, 

And the baby shoold hav0 a new toy 
each d[ay. 

And I'd feed the hungry sad dotiie 

the poor, 

And all should bless me who left our 
door." 

The Jud^c looked back as he dimbed 

the hill, 

And saw Maud Muller standing stilL 

" A form more fair, a face more sweet; 
l^e'er hath it been my lot to meet. 

*'And her modest answer and gracefol 

air 

Show her wise and good as she is fair. 

'^Wonildahe wore mine, and I to-day, 
Ukehtr, aharyester of hay : 



No doubtful balance of rights and 

wrongs, 

Nor weary lawyers with endless tongues. 



" But low of cattle and song of birds, 
And health and (^uiet and loving words." 

Bat he thought of his sisters pivnd and 

cold, 

And his mother vain of her rank and 
gold. 

So, closing his heart, the Judgo rode 

on. 

And Maud was left in the field alone. 



But the lawyers smiled that afternoon. 
When he hummed in court an old love- 
tune ; 

And the yoong girl mused beside the 

well 

Till the rain on the unraked clover fdL 

He wedded a wife of richest dower, 
Who lived for fashion, as he for power. 

Tet oft, in his msiblo hearth's bri^t 

glow. 

He watched a picture come and go ; 

And sweet Maud Muller^s haiel eyes 
Looked out in their innocent surprise. 



Oft, when the wine in his glass was 
red. 

He longed for the wayside well instead ; 

And closed his eyes on his garnished 
rooms 

Todresm of meadows and domwbloonuk 

And the proud man sighed, with a se* 

cret pain, 
"Ah, that 1 wen free again I 

Free as when I rode that day, 
Where the barefoot maiden raked hsr 
hay." 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor. 
And many children played loimd her 
door. 

But care and sorrow, and childbirth 
pain. 

Left their traces on heart and brain. 
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And oft, when the summer sun shone hot 
On the new-mown L&y in the meadow 
lot, 

And she heanl the little sprin^^ hrook fall 
Over the roadtdde, through the wail. 

In tlw dude of the apitle-trae ^gna 
8he mw • rider draw his reiii. 

And, eazing down with tiodd flfnoe. 
She mt bit ploued eyes nad hBr fioe. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls 
Stvelched away into iCately halls ; 

The weary wheel to a Kj>irmct turned. 
The tallow candle an astral burned. 

And for him who wat hy the chimney 

lap. 

Dozing and grumbli^ o'er jdpe and 
mug, 

A manly fonn at lier side she Raw, 
And joy was duty and love was law. 

Then she took np her harden of life 

Saying only, It might have been." 



Alaa for maiden, alas for Judge, 

For rich repiner and hooaehud drndge t 

God pity them both 1 and pity us all. 
Who Taml J the dreams of youth recall. 

For of all sad words of tonpfiie or pen. 
The aaddeNt are these : "it might have 
been 1" 

Ah, well ! for na all aome aweet hope 

lies 

Deeply buried from human eyes ; 

And, in tlic hcrpaftor, anj^els may 
Koll the stone from its grave away i 



THE &ANQER. 

Robert Rawlin ! — Frosts were falliu^ 
When the ranger's horn was calling 

Through tlio woods to raiKida. 
Oone the winter's sliu't and snowing, 
Gone the spring-time's bud and blowing, 
Gone the summer's harvest jmowin|^ 



And a<mtn the fields are gray. 
Yet away, he 's away 1 
Faint and firinter hope ia growiqg 
In the heaita that mount Ida ataj. 

Where the lion, cronching high on 
Abraham's rock with teeth (tf iron, 

Glart's o'er wooti and wave away. 
Faintly thence, as pines far sigliin^ 
Or as thunder 8i»ent and dnng. 
Come the challenge and i^pl3 ing, 

Come the sounds of flight and fray. 

Well-a-day ! Hope and pray ! 
Some are living, some are lying 

In their red gmvea Ut away. 

StraQjling rangers, worn with dangers^ 
Homeward fimng^ weary atnmgers 

Vans the furm-gate on their way; 
Tidings of tin' dt ati and living, 
I'orest march aud ambush, giving, 
Till the maidens leave their weaving^ 

And the lads forget their play. 

"Still away, still away ! " 
Sighs a satl one, sick with grievin& 

" Why does Robert still delay 1 ^ 

Nowhere fairer, sweeter, rarer. 
Does the golden -locked fruit -hearer 

Through his nainted woodlands stray; 
Than where hillside oaks and lieedwa 
Overlook the long, blue reache.s, 
Silver coves and j)cbbled beaches. 

And green isles of Gasco Bay ; 

Nowhere day, for delay, 
With a tendertT look beseechcsi, 

"Let me with my charmed earth 
stay." 

On the grain-lands of the mainlands 
Stands the serried com like train-bands. 

Flume and pennon rustling gay ; 
Ont at sea, the islands wooded, 
Silver birches, golden-homled, 
Set with maples, crimsou-blooded. 

White sea-foam and aand-hiUa gray. 

Stretch away, far away. 
Dim and dreamy, over-brooded 

By the hazy autumn day. 

Gayly chattering to the clattering 

Of the brown nuts lUiwnward |>atterin^ 

I^eap the snuirrels, red and gray. 
On the gi-ass-land, on the fallow, 
Drop the apples, red and yellow ; 
Drop the russet i)ear8 and mellow. 

Drop the red leaves all the day. 

And away, swift away. 
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Sun and cloud, o'er hill and hollow 
Chmngf weave their web of play. 

"MBitlia Hawn, Martlia IfaBon, 

Prithee tell us of the reason 

Why you mope at home to-day : 
Surely smiling is not sinning ; 
Leave your quilling, leave your spinning ; 
What ia all your store of linen. 

If your hcuit is never gay I 

Come awa^, come away ! 
Never yet did sod begin uiug 

Make the task of life a pUy." 

Overbending, till she s blending 
With the flaxen skein she *8 tending 

Pale brown tresses smoothed away 
From her face of pfitieiit sorrow. 
Sits she, seeking but to borrow, 
From the tramhling hope of morrow, 

Solace for the weiiry day. 

*' (Jo your Wiiy, lau^h and i)lay ; 
Unto Him who heeds the sparrow 

And the lily, let me pray." 

"With our rally, rings the valley, — 
Join us ! " cried the blue-eyed Nelly ; 
" Join us ! " cried the laughing 
May, 

** T6 the beach we all are going, 
And, to save the task of rowing, 
West by north the wind is blowing, 
Blowing briskly down the hay 1 

Come away, come away ! 
Time and tide are swiftly flowing, 
Let us take them while we may 1 

** Never tell us that you '11 fail us, 
Where the jmrple bea< li-])him mellows 

On tiie bluiis so wild aud gray. 
Hasten, for the oars an faUimr ; 
Hark, our merry mates are caUiJlg : 
Time it is that wc wore all in, 

Singing tideward down the bay I " 

" May, nay, let me stay ; 
Sore and sad for Robert Rawlin 

la my heart," she said, *'to^y," 

** Yain your eallin^ for Bob Bawlin t 
Some led squaw his mooee-meat *s broil- 
ing* ' 

Or some French lass, singing gay ; 
Just foig^t as he *s forgetting ; 
What avails a life of fretting ? 
If some stars must needsi be settings 

Others rise as good as they." 

"Oetse, I pray ; go your way I ** 



Martha cries, her eyelids wotting ; 
" Foul and ialae the words you say 1 ** 

"Martha Mason, hesrto reason ! 

Prithee, put a kinder faee on ! '* 

('east! to vex mo," did she say ; 
" Better at his side be lying, 
With the mournful pine-trees sighing, 
And the wild birds o'er us ctying^ 

Than to doubt like mine a prey ; 

While away, faraway. 
Turns my heart, forever trying 

Some new hope for each new day. 

"When the shadows veil the meadows, 
And the sunset's flolden ladders 
Sink from twil^^ht's walls of gray, — 

From the window of my dreaming^ 
I can see hia sickle gleaming. 
Cheery- voiced, can hear him 
Down the locust-shaded way ; 

But away, swift away, 
Fades the ibnd, delusive seeming. 
And I kneel again to pray. 

"When the growing dawn is showingj 
And the barn-yard cock is crowing. 

And the horned moon pales away : 
From a dream of him awaking. 
Every sound my heart is making 
Seems a foot.st<>p of his taking ; 

Then 1 liush the thought, and say, 

' Nay, nay, he 's away I ' 
Ah ! my heart, my heai t is breaking 

For the dear one lar away.'* 

Tjook up, Martha 1 worn and swarthy. 

Glows a face of manhood worthy : 

" Robert ! " "Martha !" all they say. 
O'er went wheel and reel together, 
Little cared the owner whither ; 
Heart of lead is heart of feather. 

Noon of night is noon of day i 

Come away, come away I 
When such lovers meet each other. 

Why should prying idlers stay f 

Quench the timber's fallen emliers, 
Quench the red leaves in December's 

Hoary rime and chilly sjiray. 
But the hearth shall kindle clearer. 
Household welcomes sound sincerer. 
Heart to loving heart draw nearer. 

When the bndal 1 11 shall say : 

"Hope and pray, trust alway; 
Life is sweeten love is dearer, 

For the trial tad delay t" 
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THE LAfiT WALE IN AUTUMN. 

z. 

O'er the bare wooda» whose out- 
stretched hands 
Plead with the leaden heavens in 
vain, 

I see, beyond the valley lands, 

The sea's long level dim with rain. 
Around me all things* stark and dumb, 
Seem praying for l£e snows to come. 
And, for the summer Uoom and green- 
ness gone, 

17ith winters sunset hfjtxtB and danling 
mom atone, 

n. 

Along the river's summer walk. 

The withered tufts of asters nod ; 
And trembles on its arid stalk 

The hoar plume of tlu' golden-rod. 
And on a ground of sombre iir, 
And azure-studded juniper, 
Tlie silver birch its buds of ])urple shows, 
And scarlet l)erries tell where Uoomed 
the sweet wild-rose 1 

.III. 

"Withmingled sound of honu and hells, 
A far-heard clan& the wild geese 

fly, 

Storni-scnt, from Arctic moors and 
fells, 

Like a great aiTOW throD|^ the sky, 
Two dusky lines converged in one, 
Chasing the southward-llying sun ; 
While tile brave snow^lnrd and the hardy 

jay 

Call to them from the pines, as if to hid 

them stay. 

I pa^ed this way a year ago : 
Tiw. wind blew south ; the noon of 

day 

Was warm as June's ; and save that 

snow 

flecked the low mountains fu away, 



And that the vemal^eemmg breeze 

Mocki'd faded grass and leafless trees, 
I might have dreamed of summer as I lay, 
Watching the fallen leaves with the soft 
Wind at play. 

T. 

Since then, the winter blasts have piled 

The wliite pagodas of the snow 
On these rougn slopes, and, strong and 
wild. 

Yon river, in its overflow 
Of spring-time rain and sun, set free, 
Crssned with its ices to the sea ; 
And over these gray field% then green 

and gold, 

The summer com has waved, the than* 
det^s oigan rolled. 

▼I. 

Eich gift of God ! A year of time I 

What pomp of rise and shut of day, 
What hues wherewith our Northern 
dime 

Kakes sntumn'sdn^pingwoodlandB 

f?ay. 

What airs outblown from ferny dells, 
And clover -bloom and sweetbrier 
smells. 

What son^s of T)rooks and hirdsy what 

fruits and llowers, 
Green woods and moonlit snows, have in 

its round been ours 1 

TTT. 

I know not how, in other lands. 

The changing seasons come and go ; 
What splendors fall on Syrian sanda^ 
What purple lights on Alpine snow t 
Nor how the pomp of sunrise waits 
On Venice at her watery gates ; 
A dream alone to me is Amo's vale. 
And the Alhaml>ra's halls are but a tiav> 
eller's tale. 

•▼III. 

Yet, on life's current, he who drifts 
Is one with him who rows or sails; 
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And he who wanders widest lifts 

No more of beauty's jealous veils 
Than he wlio tnm nis doorway aees 

The miracle of flowers and trees, 
Feels the warm Orient in the noonday air, 
And from cloud minarets hears the sun- 
set call to prayer I 

IX. 

The eye may well be ^^lad, that looks 
Where Tharpar's fountains rise and 
fall; 

But he who sees his native hrooks 

Laufijh in the sun, lias seen them alL 
The marble palaces of lud 
Rise round mm in the anow and wind ; 
From his lone aweethzier Peniaii Uafiz 
smiles, 

And Bome's cathedral awe is in his 
woodland aiaka. 

X. 

And thus it is my fancy blends 
The near at hand and far and rare ; 

And while the same horizon bends 
Above the silver-sprinkled hair 

Which flashed the light of mormng 
skies 

On childhood's wonder-lifted eyes. 
Within its round of sea and sky and field, 
Earth wheels with all her zones, the 
Kosmos stands revealed. 

XI. 

And thus the sick man on his bed, 

The toiler to his task-work bound, 
Behold their prison-walla oatspread, 

Their clipped horizon wid^ mmd I 
While freedom-giving fancy waita^ 
Like Peter's an^ at the gates. 
The power ia theiza to haflle care an d pai n , 
To bring the lost world huk, and nuJu 
it theiza again 1 

XII. 

"What laek of goodly company. 
When masters of the ancient lypi 

Obey my call, and trace for me 
Their words of mingled tears and 
fire! 

I talk with Bacon, grave and wi8e» 
I read the world with Pascal's eyes ; 
And priest and sage, with solemn brows 
austere, 

And poets, garland-bonndf the Loids af 
Thoiuht» draw near. 
14 



XIII. 

liethinks, O friend, T hear thee say, 

** In vain the human lieart we mock ; 
Bring living guests who love the day, 
N ot ghosts who fly at crow of cock ! 
The hci bsweshare with flesh and blood* 
Are better than ambrosial food, 
With laurelled shades." 1 grant it, 

nothing loath, 
But doubly blest ia he who can partake 
of both. 

XIT. 

He who might Plato*s hanqnet graces 

Have I not seen In-fore me sit, 
And watched his puritanic face, 

With more than Eastern wisdom lit! 
Shrewd mystic ! who, upon the back 
Of his Poor Richard's Almanack, 
Writing the bull's song, the Gentoo's 
dream, 

Links Menu's age of thoD^t to Folton'a 
age of steam 1 

T7. 

Here too, of answering love secure, 
- Have I not welcomed to my hearth 
The gentle jtilp^rini troubadour, 

Whose songs have girdled half the 
earth ; 

Whose pat^es, like the maj^c mat 
Whereon the Eastern lover sat. 
Have borne me over lihine-land's purple 
vines, 

And Nubia's ta^my sandfly and Pluygia'a 
mountain pines I 

xn. 

And he, who to the lettered wealth 

Of ages adds the lore unpriced, 
The wisdom and the moral health. 

The ethics of the school of Clunst ; 
The statesman to his holy trust. 
As the Athenian arehon, just, 
Struck down, exiled like him for truth 
alone^ 

Haa he not graced rnyhome with heaaly 
all his own ! 

XYIT. 

What greetings amile^ what ftreweUs 

wave. 

What loved ones enter and depart ! 
The good, the beaatifol, the hrave. 
The HeaTan-lant treaaoiea of the 
heaitl 
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Than classic balls where Friestcnft 
rules, 

And Leaning wears the diains of 

Creed ; 

Thy glad Thanksoriving, gatherin^j in 
The scattei'ed sheaves of home and kin, 
Hun the mad license fdlowing Lenten 

pains. 

Or holidays of slaves wbo laugh and 
dance in chaius. 



How conscious seems the frozen sod 
And beechen slope whereon they trod ! 
The oakoleaires rustic^ and the dry grass 

bends 

Beneath the shadowy feet of lost or ab- 
sent iriends. 

XVIII. 

Then ask not why to these bh^ak hills 

1 cling, as clings the tufted moss. 
To bear the wint^'s lingering chills. 
The mocking spring's perpetual loss. 
I dream of lands where summer smiles, 
And soft winds blow from spicy isles. 
Bat searoe would Ceylon's oreath of 

flowers be sweet, 
Could 1 nut feel thy soil. New England, 
at my feet ! 

XIX. 

At times I long for gentler skies, 

And bathe in dreams of softer air, 
But homesick tears would fill the eyes 
That saw the Cross without the B«ir. 
The nmsf wliisper to the pain), 
The north -wind break the tropic calm ; 
And with tin* di camy languor of the Line, 
The North's keen Tirtue blend, and 
strength to beauty jom. . 

xz. 

Better to stem with heart and hand 
The roaring tide of life^ than lie, 

Unmindful, on its flowery strand. 
Of Go<rs occfisions drifting by! 
Better with naked nerve to bear 
The needles of tiiis goading air, 
Than, in the lap of sensual ease, forego 
The godlike iiower to do^ the godUke 
aim to know. 

XXI. 

Home of my heart ! to me more fair 
Than gay Versailles or Windsor's 
halls, 

Tlic painted, shingly town-house whore 
The freeman's vote for Freedom falls ! 
The simx)le roof where prayer is made, 
Than Gothic groin and colonnade ; 
The living temple of the heart of nuui. 
Than Rome's sky-mocking yanlt^ OT 
nmny-spired AUIan. 1 

zxn. 

Mors daar thy equal village schools. 
When rich ana poor the Bible read. 



xxin. 

And sweet homes nestle in these dale& 
And nerch along these wooded 

swells ; 

And, blest beyond Arcadian vales, 
They hear the sound of Sabbath 

bells ! 

Here dwells no perfect man sublime^ 
Nor woman winged before her time, 
Bnt witii the ftnlts and follies of the 

race. 

Old home-bred virtues held their not 
unhonored place. 

XXIV. 



Here manhood struggles for the sake 

Of mother, sister, daughter, wife. 
The graces and the loves which make 

The music of the march of life ; 
And woman, in h«'r daily round 
Of duty, walks on holy ground. 
No unpaid menial tills the soil, nor hers 
Is the bad lesson learned at hnmsn lights 
to sneer. 

JULV. 

Then let the icy north-wind blow 
The trumpets of the coming storm. 

To arrowy sleet and blinding snow 
Yon slanting lines of rain transform. 

Young hearts shaU hail the drifted 

cold, 

As gayly as I did of old ; 
And I, who watch them through the 

frosty pane, 
Unenvious, live in them my boyhood 

o'er again. 

And I will trust that He who heeds 
The life that hides in mead and 
wold. 

Who hangs yon alder's crimaon besda^ 
And stsins tfasae nuwMa green and 
gold. 
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Will still, as He bath done, incline 

His gracious care to ttk^ an(l mine ; 
Grant what we ask ahght, from wroug 
debar. 

And, as the earth grows ^uk, make 
brighter every star ! 

XXVII. 

I have not seen, I may not see^ 
My hopes for man take form in 

act, 

But God will give the victory 

In due time ; in that faith I act. 
And he who sees the ftitnie snre^ 
The baffling present may Mldure, 
And bless, moainvliile, the unseen Hand 
that leads 

The heart's desires heyond the halting 
step of deeds. 

XXVIIT. 

And thou, my song, I send thee forth, 
Wliere hai-sker songs of mine iiave 
flown ; 

Go, find a place at home and hearth 

Where'er thy . si n i^ei 'snajue is known ; 
Bevive for him the kiudlv tbouglit 
Of friends ; and they who love him 
not. 

Touched by some strain of thine, per* 

chance may take 
The hand he proffers all, and thank him 

for tiiy sake. 



THE MAYFLOWERS. 

The trailing arbatofl, or nu^ower, grows 
fthundantly in the virinity of irlymouth, and 
i\-a.'4 the first flower that gnetad thft Pi^pdiiis 

after their fearful winter. 

Sad Mayflower ! watched by winter sfcan 
And nursed bv winter g-ah'^, 

With petaJs of the sleefcea spars, 
And leaves of froaen saila 1 

What had she in those dreary hours, 
Within her ice-rimmed bay. 

In common with the wild- wood flowers, 
The first sweet smiles of May t 

Yet, "God be praised!" the Pilgrim 
said. 

Who saw the blossoms peer 
Above the brown h aves, dry and dead, 
** Behold our Mayllower here I " 



" Ttod wills it ; here onr rest shall be^ 

Onr vears of wandering o'er, 
For UM tlie Mayflower of the sea 
Shall spread her sails no move." 

0 saered flowers of faith and hops^ 

As sweetly now as then 
Ye bloom on many a hirchen alope^ 

In many a pine-dstk glen. 



Behind the sea-wall's rugged length, 
Unchangtxi, your leaves unfold. 

Like love behind the manly strength 
Of the brave hearts of old. 

So live the fathers in their sons, 
Their sturdy faith be oars, 

And ours the love that overmns 
Its rocky strength, with flowers. 

The Pilgrim's wild and wintry day 

Its shadow round us dniws ; 
The Mayrtower of his stormy bay, 
Our Freedom's struggling cause. 

But warmer sims erelong shall briqg 

To life tlie frozen so<l ; 

And, through dead leaves of hope, shall 



spring 
Afresh 



the floweis of God ! 



BTTBIAL OF BABBOUB. 

Rear him, comrades, to his grave ; 
jbiever over one more brave 
Shall the prairie grasses weep, 

In the ages yet to come, 
When the njillions in our room, 
What we sow in tears, shall reap. ' 

Bear him up the icy hill, 
With the Kfinsns, frozen still 

As his noble heart, below. 
And the land he came to till 
With a freeman's thews and will. 

And his poor hut roofed with snow t 

One more look of that dead face. 
Of hia mnrtler's ghastly traee ! 

One more kiss, O wj. lowed one 1 
Lay your left hands on his brow, 
LiH; your right hands up, and vow 

That his work shall yet he done. 

Patience, friends ! The eye of God 
Every path by Murder trod 
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Watches, lidless, day and night ; 
And the dead man in bis shroud, 
And his widow weeping loud. 

And our bfiart% are in his sight. 

Every deadly tlireat that swells 
With the roar of gambling hells, 

Every brutal jest and jfi-r, 
Ever}' wirk( (1 thought and plan 
Of the cruel heart of man. 

Though but whispered. He can hear I 

Wc in sufTcring, they in crime^ 
Wait the ju8t award of time. 
Wait the vengeance that is due ; 

Not in vain a luiu t shall break, 
JHot a tear for Fi ct'ilonr.s s;ike 
Jb'ali unheeded : God is true. 

'V\nnle the flag with stars bedecked 
Threatens where it should protect, 
And the Law shakes hands with 
Crime, 

What is left us hat to wait» 

Match our patiencH- to our fate, 
And abide the better time ? 

Patience, friends I The human heart 

Everywhere shall take our part. 
Everywhere for us shall pray j 

On our side are nature's laws. 

And God's life is in the cause 
That we suffer for to^y. 

Well to suffer is divine ; 

Pass the watchword down the line, 

Pass the countersign : ''EndubB.'* 
Not to him who ra.slily daresy 
But to him who nobly bear^ 

Is the victor^s garland sure. 

Frozen earth to frozen breast, 
Lay our slain one down to rest ; 

lAj him down in hope and faith. 
And above the broken sod, 
Onf^o arrain, to Freedom's God, 

riedge ourselves for life or death. 

That the State whose walls we lay. 
In our blood and tears, to-day, 

Shall be free from bonds of shame 
And our goodly land untrod 
By the feet of Slavery, shod 

With coxsing as with flame I 

Plant the Buckeye on his graven 
For the hunter of the slave 



POEKS. 

In its shadow cannot rest ; 
And let martyr mound and tree 
Be our pledge and guaranty 

Of the freedom 4^ the West I 



TO PENNSYLVANLL. 

O State prayer-founded 1 never hung 
Such choice upon a people's tongue, 

Such power to bless or ban. 
As that which makes thy whisper Fate^ 
For which on thee the centuries wait» 

And destinies of man I 

Across thy AUeghanian chain, 
With groaning from a land in pain. 

The west-wind finds its way : 
Wild-wailing from Missouri's Hood 
The crying of thy children's blood 

Is in thy ears to-day ! 

And unto thee in Froorloni's hour 
Of sorest need God gives the power 

To ruin or to save ; 
To wound or heal, to blight or blesi 
With fi-rtile field or wildtTneS^ 

A free home or a grave 1 

Then let thy virtue match the erime^ 

Rise to a level with the time ; 

And, if a son of thine 
Betray or tempt thee, Brutus-like 
For Fatherland and Freedom strike 

As Justice gives the sign. 

Wake, sleeper, from thy dream of ease, 
The great occasion's forelock seize ; 

And, let the north-wind strong. 
And golden leaves of autumn^ be 
Thy coronal of Victory 

And thy triumj^ial song. 
KM mo^ 1868. 



THE PASS OF THE SIEKKA. 

All night above their rocky hed 

They saw the stars march dow $ 
The wild Sierra overhead. 
The desert's death below. 

The Indian from his lodge of hsrl^ 
The gray V>ear from his den, 

Beyond their camp-hre's wall of dark, 
Okied on the mountain men* 
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Still upward turned, with anxious strain. 

Their leader's sleeulciis eye, 
Whfiie splintera of tbe mountain chain 

Stood olack against the sky. 

The night waned slow : at last, a glow, 

A gleam of sadden fire^ 
Shot up behind tho walls of snoWy 

And tipped each icy spire. 

"Up, men!" he cried, "yon wcky 

cone, 

To-day, please God, we '11 pass. 
And look from Winter's frozen throne 
On Snmmei^s floweis and grass 1 " 

They set their faces to the blas^ 

They trod the eternal snow. 
And faint, worn, bleeding hailed at last 

The promised land bebw. 

Behind, they saw the snow-cloud tossed 

By many an icir h<mi ; 
Before, worm TaUeys, wood-embossed. 

And green with vines and com. 

They left the Winter at their backs 

To flap his bafllcd wing. 
And downward, witli the cataracts, 
Leaped to the lap of Spring. 

Strong leader of that monntain band, 

AuotluT task remains. 
To break from Slavery's desert land 
A path to Freedom 8 plains. 

The winds are wild, the way is drear. 
Yet, flashing through the night, 

Lo t icy rid^ and rocky spear 
BUse oat in morning li^t I 

Bise up, Fremont ! and go before ; 

The Honr most have its Man ; 
Put on the hunting-shirt once mioie^ 

And lead in Freedom's van 1 
814 mo., I860. 



THE CONQUEST OF FINLAND.^ 

* 

Across the troten marshes 

The winds of autumn blow, 
And the fen-lauds of the Wetter 
Are white with early snow. 

But where the low, gray headlands 
Look o'er the Baltic brine^ 



A bark is sailing in the track 
Of England 6 battle-line. 

No wares hath she to barter 
For Bothnia's fish and grain; 

She saileth not lor pleasure. 
She saileth not for gain. 

But still by isle or mainland 
She drops her anchor down. 

Where'er the British cannon 
Bained fire on tower and town. 

Outspake tbe ancient Amtman, 
At the gate of HeMngfors : 

** Why comes this sliip a-spying 
In the track of England's wars ? " 

'*Gk)d bless her," said the coast-guard,—* 

'* God bless the ship, I say. 
The holy angels trim the skills 
That speed her on her way 1 

"Where'er she drops her anchor. 
The peasant's heart is glad ; 

Where'er she spreads her |>artijig sail. 
The peasant^ heart is nd. 

"Each wasted town and handet 

She visits to restore ; 
To roof the shattered cabin. 

And feed the starving poor. 

" The sunken boats of fishers. 
The foraged beeves and grain. 

The spoil of flake and storehouse, 
The good ship brings sgam. 

" And so to Finland's sorrow 

The sweet amend is made, 
As if the healing hand of Christ 
Upon her wounds were laid t " 

Then said the gray old Amtman, 

"The will of God be done ! 
The battle lost by England's hate. 

By England's love is won ! 

"We braved the iron tempest 
That thundered on our shore ; 

Bnt when did kindness fail to find 
The key to Finland's door I 

** Ko more from Aland's ramparts 

Shall warning signal come, 
Nor startled Sweaborg hear again 

The roll of midnight drum. 
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Beside oar fieree Blaelt tft^ 

The Dove of Peace nhaU nrt ; 
And in the mouths of cannon 
The &ea-bird make lier nest. 

** For Finland, lookiiifj seaward. 

No cMniiin^; fof shall nc-an ; 
And the holy belhi of Abo 

Shallring, * Qood-wiU to mHi t ' 

"Then row thy boat, O tisher I 

In peace on lake and bay ; 
And UMm, young maM* n, danoe ifpdn 

Aionnd the pcues of May 1 

" Sit down, old wm, to^«lh«-« 

Old wives, in <|uiet spin ; 
Henceforth thf AiiL'lo-Saxon 
la the brother oi Uie finn 1 " 



A LAY OF OLD TIME. 
mmsH voB THs xsasx oommr 

'AOBICULTVBAL VAIB. 

OlOB morning of tbe first sad FaD, 

P(Mir A<l:!iii and his bride 
Sat ill tla- sliade of Eden's WsU — 
But ou the outer side. 

8he, blushing in her fi;,' 1* uf suit 

For thf chastt' garb of old ; 
He, sighing o'er his bitter fruit 

For Eden's drupes of gold. 

Behind thern, smiling in themonif 

Their forfeit garden lay. 
Before them, wud with rock and thorn. 

The desert stretched away. 

They lieard the air above them ianned, 

A light step on the sward. 
And lo t they Haw Ix fore them stand 

The angel of the Lord 1 

*• Arise," he said, " why look behind. 

When hope is all before, 
And ]>;iti<'iit hand and willing mind. 

Your loos may yet restore ? 

I leave with yon a spell whose power 

Can make tin- desert glad, 
(iin\ call aroiiiid you fruit and floWCT 
Ai> fair UH Eden had. 

'* I elothe yonr hands with power to lift 
The curse from off your 80il> 



PO£M{L 

Your Toj doom sludl seem a aft, 
Your loss a gun tiuonjj^ ToiL 

*' Go, cheerful as yon humming-beei^ ' 

To labor as to play." 
White gUmme rii tforer Eden's tnes 

The aqgel passed awi^. 

The pilgrims of the world went forth 

Obedient to the word, 
And fotMid where'er they tilled the earth 
A gardeu of the Lord 1 

The thorn-tree cast its evil fruit 
And Muslied with ]»lum and pear. 

And seeded grass and tiodden root 
Grew sweet beneath their cure. 

"We share our primal parentsT Ikts^ 

And in our tuni and day, 
Look back on Eden's sworded gate 

Am sad and lost as they. 

But still for us his native skies 
The pitying Angel leaves, 

And leads throogb Toil to Ftoadiae 
Kew Adams and new Eves t 



WHAT OF THE DAY! 

A SOFND of tumult troubles all the air, 
Like the low thunders of a sultry sky 
Far-iolling ere the downri^t lightnh]|p 

glare ; 

The hills lilazo red with warnings; 

foes draw nigh, 
T^miding the danc with challenge and 

reply. 

Behold the burden of the prophet'a 

vision, — 

The gathering hosts, — the Valley of 

Decision, 

Dusk w ith the wings of eagles wheel- 
ing o'er. 

Day of the Lord, of darkness and not 

light ! 

It breaks in thunder and the whirl- 
wind's roar ! 
Even so, Father ! Let thy vUl be 
done, — 

Tun and o'ertnni, end idiat thou hast 

begun 

In judgment or in mercy : as for me, 
If bat the least and fhiifest, let me be 
Evermore numbered with the truly free 
Who find thy serrice perfect liber^ 1 
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X fain would thank Tkee that my mor- 
tal lii'e 

Has reached the hoar (alheil throngh 

care and pain) 
When Good and Evil, as for final strife, 
Close dim aud vaat on Armageddon's 
jphiin ; 

And Michael and his angels once again 
Drive howling back the it^piiiUi of the 
. Night. 

0 for the faith to read the rigns aright 

And, from the angle of thy iK'rfect sight, 
See Truth's white banner fl<Ating on 
before ; 

And the Good Cause, desphe of yenal 
frienda. 

And base expedieiita» moTO to noble 
ends ; 

See Peaee with Freedom make to Tune 

amends, 

And, through its clood of dvuA, the 
thrcsluDg'lloor, 
Hailed hv the thnnder, heaped with 
ohaffleaa grain I 

MKf. 



THE FIEST TLOWEBS. 

For agfs on our river borders, 

Theae tassels in tlieir tawny bloom. 

And willowy studs of downy ailver, 
Have prophesied of Spring to oome. 

For a^'es have the nnhrmnd waters 

Smiled on them fi om their T)ebbly hem, 
And the clear carol of the robin 
Alid song of bluebird welcomed them. 

But neyer yet from smiling river, 
Or song of early l)ird, have they 

Been gret^ted with a gladder welcome 
Than whisiHjrs from my heart to-day. 

They break the spell of oohl and dark- 
ness, 

The weary watch of sleepless pain ; 
And from my heart, aa from the rirer. 
The ice of winter melts again. 

Thanks, Mary 1 for this wild- wood token 
Of Freya*8 footsteps drawing near ; 

Almost, as in the rune of Asgard, 
The growing of the grass 1 hear. 

tt 'is as if tiie pfaie-trees called me 
From ceUed room and silent bodk% 



To SCO the dance of woo<lland shadows, 
Aud hear the song of April brooks 1 

As in the old Teutonic Imllad 

Live singing bird and llowcring tree, 

Together live in hluout aud music, 
1 blend in song thy flowers and thse. 

P'arth's rocky taldets bear forever 
The diut oV rain aud small bird's track : 

Who knows bnt that my idle yerses 
May leaye soms tisoe by Menimaok 1 

The bird that trod the mellow layem 

Of the young earth is sought in vain ; 
The cloud is gone that wove the sand- 

From God's design, with threads of 
rain! 

So, when this fluid age we live in 
Shall stitien round my careless rhyme. 

Who made the vagrant tracks may pozzls 
The savans of the coming time : 

And, following out their dim suggestions, 
Some idly-curious hand may draw 

My doubtful portraiture, as Cuvier 
Drew fish and bird from fin and daWt 

And maidens in the far-off twilights, 
Singingmy words to breese ana strean^ 

Shall wonder if the oM-time Mary 
Were real, or the rhymer's dream 1 

MY NAM£SAK£. 

YoTT scarcely need my tardy thanks. 

Who, self-rowanled, nurse and tend — 
A green leaf on your own Green Banks — 
The memory of your friend. 

For me, no wreath, bloom-woven, lu lc? 

The sobered brow and h*sseiiiug hair ; 
For aught 1 know, the myrtled ades 

Of Helicon are bare. 

Their scallop-shells so many bring 
The fabled founts of song to try, 

They 've drained, for anght I know, the 
spring 
Of Aganippe diy. 

Ah wdl I — The wreath the Muses bmid 
Frores often Folly's csp and bell ; 
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Mptliink??, my ampl(» boavpr's shade 
May serve my turn as welL 

Let Love's and Friendship's tender debt 
Be paid by tliosi' I love in life. 

Why should the unborn critic whet 
For me his scalping-knife I 

"Why should the stranger peer and prj 
One's vacant house of liie about. 

And drag for curious ear and eye 
His faults and foUies oat f— 

Why stuff, for foob to gaze ujwn, 

With chaif of words, the garb he wore, 

Ab Gom-liusks when the ear is gone 
Are rustled all the nM»e t 

Let kindly Silence close again, 
The picture vanish from the eye^ 

And on the dim ;in<l misty main 
Let the small ripple die. 

Yet not the less I own your claim 
To gniteful thanks* dear friends of 

mine. 

]^mg, if it please you so, my name 
' Upon your household line. 

Let Fame from brazen lips blow wide 
llcr chosen names, 1 envy none ; 

A mother's love, a foiher's pride^ 
Shall Jceep alive my own 1 

Still shall that name as now recall 
The young leaf wet with morning 

dew, 

Tlie gloi-y where the sunbeams fall 
The breezy woodlands through. 

Tliat name shall be a household word^ 
A spell to waken smile or sigh ; 

In many an evening prayer be heai-d 
And cradle lullavjr. 

And thou, dear child, in rij>er days 

When asked the ix^ou of thy name, 
Shalt answer ; " One 't were vain to 
praise 

Or censure bore the same. 

"Some blamed him, some believed him 

good, — 

The truth lay doubtless 'twixt the 
two, — 

He reconciled as best he could 
Old faith and fancies new. 



** In him the grave ami playful miAed, 
And wisdom held with folly tmce. 

And Nature compromised betwixt 
Good fellow aiul recluse. 

*• He loved his friends, forgave his foes ; 

And, if his words were harsh at times^ 
He snared his fellow-men, — his hlowB 

Fell only on thdr crimes. 

" He loved the good and wise, but found 
His human heart to all akin 

Who met him on the conmum |[n>und 
Of suileriug and of sin. 

" Whate'er his neighbors might endure 

Of pain or grief liis own became ; 
For all the ills he eould not cure 
He held himself to blumc. 

"His good was mainly an intent, 
His evil not of forethouglit done ; 

The work he wrought was jurely meant 
Or finished as b^un. 

"Ill served his tides of ft^ling strong 
To turn the counnon mills of use ; 

And, over restless wings of song. 
His birthright garb hung loose t 

" His eve was beauty's jwwerless slavey 
And his the ear which discord pains : 

Few guessed beneath his aspect grave 
What passions strove in chains. 

" He had his share of care and pain. 

No holiday was life to him ; 
Still in the heirloom cu}> we drain 
The bitter drop will swim. 

** Yet Heaven was kind, and here a bird 
And there a flower ln'r,aiik-d his Avay ; 

And, cool, in summer noons, he heard 
The fountains plash and play. 

** On all his siid or restleas moods 
The ^mtient peace of Nature stole ; 

The quiet of the fields and woods 
Sank deep into his souL 

** He worshipped as his fathers did. 
And kept the faith of childish days. 

And, howsoe'er he strayed or slid. 
He loved the good old ways. 

" The simple tastes, the kindly traita. 
The tnmquil air, and gentle speech. 
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The aQeiioe of the soul that waits 
For more than man to teach. 

" The cant of party, school, and fleet. 
Provoked at times his honest 8Coni» 

And Folly, in its gmy respect, 
He tossed on satire's horn. 

Bat still his heart was full of awe 
And reverence for all sacred thiqgs ; 
And, brooding over form and law, 
He saw the Spirit's wings I 

" Life's mystery wrapt him like a cloud ; 

He heard far voices mock his own, 
The sweep of wiugs unseen, the loud. 

Long roll of waves unknown. 

** Th«' arrows of his strainiiiji; si<^ht 
fell quenched in darkness ; piiest and 

sat;c, 

like lost guides calling left and ifgh^ 
PeiplsMd his doubtful sge. 

Like childhood, listening for the soimd 

Of its dropped pebbles in the well. 
All vainly down th(^ dark pn^fonnd 
His brief-lined plummet felL 

** So, scattering flowers witii p&Mls pains 
On old lieliefs, of later creeds. 

Which claimed a place in TruUi's do- 
jnains. 
He asked the titLe-deeds. 

**H.Q saw llie old-time's groves and 

shrines 

In the long distance fair and dim ; 
And heanl, like sound of far-otf pines^ 
The century-mellowed hymn t 

*' He dared not mock the Dervish whirl. 

The Brahmin's r'iU% the Lama's spell ; 
God knew the lioart ; I)(>votion'8 pearl 
Might sanctily the shell. 

*• While others trod the altar stalls 
He faltered like the publican ; 
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And, while they piaifledaa ssints^ bis 

prayers 
Were those of sinful man. 

'* For, awed by Sinai's Mount of Law, 

The trembling faith alone sufficed, 
That, through its cloud and flame, he 
saw 

The sweet, sad £m» of Christ I — 

" Andliateuing, with his forehead bowed, 
Hesid the ^vine oompassion fill 

The pauses of the tramp and cloud 
With whispers small and stilL 

" The words he spake, the thoughts be 
penned. 

Are mortal as his hand and ])rain, 
But, if they served the Master's eud. 
He has not lived in vain ! " 

Heaven make thee better than thy 

name, 

Child of my fiieuds ! — For thee I 
crave 

What riches never bought, nor fiune 
To mortal longing gjkve. 

I pray the prayer of Plato old : 
Cfod make thee beautiful within. 

And let thine eyes the good behold, 
lu everything save sin ! 

Imagination held in check 

To serve, not nilc, thy )>oised mind; 
Thy lieason, at the frown or beck 

Of Conscience, loose or bind. 

No dreamer thon, Init real all, — 
Strong manhood crowniug vigorous 
youth ; 

life made by duty epical 
And riiythmio with the tmth. 

So shall that life the fruitage; yitdd 
Which trees of healing only trive. 

And green-le^ed in the £tecnu field 
Of Gody forever live 1 ' 



Digitized by Google 



218 



HOME BAIXAlia. 



HOME BALLADS 



1860. 



I CALL the old time back : I bring these 
Uys 

To thee, in memoiy of the sammer 

(lays 

WheD, by our native streams and forest 
ways, . 

We dreamed them OTer ; while the rivu- 
lets made 

Songs of their own, and the great pine- 
trees laid 

On warm noou-lights the maasea of their 
sliade. 

And she was with US, living o*er again 
Her life in ours, despite of years and 
pain, — 

Tbo autumn's hrightness after latter 
lain. 

Beautiful in her holy peace as one 
Who stands^ at evening, when thewoilc 

is done, 

Gloiified in the settiqg of the son 1 

Her memory makes our common land- 
scape seem 
Faiier than any of which painters 

dream, 

Lights the brown lulls and singB in 
eveiy stresm; 

For she whose speech was always truth's 
pure gold 

Heard, not nnpleased, its simple legends 

told, 

And loved with us the heautiful and 
old. 



THE WITCH^ DAUGHTER. 

It was the pleasant harvest time, 

AVhen cellar-bins are closely stowfMl, 
And garrets bend beneath their load. 

And the old swallow-hannted hams — 

Brown-gableil, long, and full of seams 
Through which, the moted sunlight 
streamsy 



And winds blow freshly in, to shaln 
The red plumes of the roosted oocks. 
And tlie loose hay-mow's scented 
locks — 

Are filled with summer's ripened stores. 
Us odorous grass and barley slicavcs. 
From their low scaflTdlds to their eaves. 

On Eaek Hardea's oaken floor. 
With many an antomn threshing 

worn, 

Lay the heaped ears of unhusked com. 

And thither came young men andmaid% 
Beneath a moon that, lartre and low. 
Lit that sweet eve of long ago. 

They took their places ; some hyebsmefl^ 

And others ]>y a merry voice 

Or sweet smile guideil to their choice. 

How pleasantly the rising moon. 
Between the sliadow of the mows, 
Iiooked on them through the great 
elm-boughs ! — 

On sturdy boyhood sun -embrowned, 
On giiihood with its solid curves 
Of healthful strength and painless 
nerves I 

And jests went round, and laughs that 

made 

The house-do^ answer with his howl. 
And kqit astir the ham-yard fowl ; 

And quaint old songs their fathers 
snng, 

In Derby dales and Yorkshire moors, 
£re Norman William trod their 
shores ; 

And tales, whose merry license shook 
The fat sides of the Saxon thane, 
Forgetful of the hovering Dane 1 

But still the sweetest voice was nmte 
That river- valley ever heard 
From lip of maid or throat of bird ; 
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for Mabel Martin nt apart. 

And let the hay-mow s shadow fall 
ypon the loveliest face of alL 

She sat apart, as one forbid. 
Who knew thai none would conde- 

scend 

To own the Witch-wife't diM a 
firiend. • 

The seasons scarce had gone their round, 
since carious tbonaaada thronged to 
see 

Her mother on the £^ows-tree ; 

And molded the palsied limbs of age, 

That faltered on the fatal stairs, « 
And wan lip trembling with its 

prayers ! 

Few qiie!5tioned of the sorrowing child. 
Or, when thev saw the mother die, 
Dieamed of the dangbter's agony. 

They went up to their homes that day, 
As men and Christians justified : 
Qod willed It; and tM wretdb had 
died! 

Dear God and Father of as all, 
Forgive our filth in crael lies, — 
Foigive the blindnees that denies t 



Forgive thy creature when he takes. 
For tbe all-perfect love thou art, 
Some grim creation of his heart. 

Cast down our idols, overturn 
Our bloody altai"s ; let us see • 
Thyself in thy humanity 1 

Poor Mabel from her mother's grare 
Crept to her desolate hearth-stone. 
And wrestled with her (ate alone ; 

With love, and anger, and despair. 
The phantoms of disordered sense. 
The awful doubts of Providence 1 

The acbool-boys jeered her as tiiey 

passed, 

And, when she sought the house of 
prayer. 

Her mothers corse panned her there. 

And still o'er many a neighboring door 
She saw the horseshoe's curved charm, 

^sham; — 



That mother, poor, and lifik^ and 

lame, 

"V\' ho daily, by the old arm-chair. 
Folded her withered hands in pray- 



Who turned, in Salem's dreanr jail. 
Her worn old Bible o'er and aer. 
When her dim ^yes oonld read no 



Sore tried and pained, the poor giil 

kept 

Her faith, and trusted that her 
way, 

So dark, would somewhere meet the 
day. 

And still her weary wheel went rooibd 
Day after day, with no relief ; 
Snull leistire have the poor for giiet 

So in the shadow Mabel sits ; 
Vntonched by mirth she sees and 

heara, 

Her smile is sadder than her tears. 

But cruel eyes have found her ont, 

And cruel lips repeat her name, 
And tanut ner with her mothei^a 
shame. 

She answered not with railing words^ 

But drew her apron o'er her face, 
And, sobbing, glided from the place. 

And only pausing at the door, 

Her sad eyes met the troubled gaco 
Of one who, in her better days. 

Had been her warm and steady friend, 
Ere yet her mother's doom had made 
Even Eesik Harden half afraid. 

He felt that mute appeal of tears. 

And, starting, with an angry frown 
Hushed all the wicked marmusi 
down. 

"Good neighbors mine,'' he sternly 

said, 

This passes harmless mirth or jest ; 
I brook no insult to my guest 

'* She is indeed her mother's child ; 
But God's sweet pity ministers 
Unto no whiter soul than hen. 
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" Let Ooody Martin rest in PMU!0 ; 

I never knew liai-m a fly, 

And witch or not, God knows, — not I. 

** I know who swore her life away ; 

And, as God lives, I 'd not condemn 
An Indian dog on word of them." 

The broadest lands in all the town, 
The skill to guide, the }>ower to awe, 
Were Hardeu's ; and his word was 
law. 

None dared withstand him to his face, 
But one sly maiden spoke aside : 
«*The Uttle witch Is eyQ-eyed ! 

" Her mother only killed a cow, 
Or witched a chum or dauy-pan ; 
But she, forsootfat must chann a 
man!" 

Poor Mabel, ill her lonely hcnne^ * 

Sat by the window's narrow pane, 
White in tlie moonlight's silver rain. 

The river, on its pebbled rim, 

Made nrmsic such as childhood knew ; 
The door-yard tree was whispered 
through 

By voices such as childhood's ear 
Had heard in niooulights long affo ; 
And through the wiUow-twugns oelow 

She saw the rippled waters shine ; 
Beyond, in waves ot shade and light 
The hills rolled off into the night. 

Sweet sounds and pictures mocking 80 
The sadness of her human lot, 
She saw and heard, hut heeded not. 

She strove to drown her sense of wrong, 
And, in her old and simple way. 
To teach her hitter heart to pray. 

Poor child ! the prayer, begun in fiuthy 
Grew to a low, despairing cry 
Of utter misery : *'Letme<uel 

*' Oh ! take me from the scornful eyes. 
And hide me where the cruel speech 
And mocking finger may not leaoh I 

** I dare not breathe ray mother's name : 
.A daughter's right I dare not crave 
To weq» ahove her unUest gcave I 



' ' Let me not live until my hearty 

Witli few to pity, and with none 
To love me, hardens into stone. 

' 0 God ! have mercy on tiiy child, 
Whose faith in thee grows weak and 

small. 

And take me ere I lose it all ! " 

A shadow on the moonlight fell. 
And muiiuLiriog wind and wave he* 

came 

A Toioe whose burden was her name. 

Had then God heard her? Had he 
^ sent 

His angel down ? In flesh andhiloodt 
Before her Esck Harden stood t 

He laid his hand upon her arm : 
"Dear Mabel, this no more shall 

be ; 

Who scoifs at you, most scoff at 
. me. 

"You know rough Esek Harden well} 

And if he seems no suitor gay, 
Aud if his hair is touched with gray, 

** The maiden grown shall never find 
His heart less warm than when she' 
smiled. 

Upon hb knees, a litOe child 1" 

Her tears of grief were tears of joy. 
As, folded in his strong embrace. 
She looked in Esdc Harden's fiice. 

" 0 truest friend of all ! " she said, 
**God bless you for your kindly 
thought, 

And make me worthy of my lot ! " 

He led her tlirough his^dewy fields, 
To where the swinging lantema 
glowed, 

And through the doors the huskera 

showed. 

"Good friends and neighboiBl" Esek 

said, 

** I *m weary of this lonely life ; 
In Mabel see my chosen wife I 

"She greets you kindly, one and all J 
The past is past, and all oU'ence 
Falls harmless htm her innocence. 
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"Henceforth she stands no more alone ; 
Yon know what Esek Haiden is : — 
He brooks no wiomg to Mm or his." 

Kow let the merriest tales \)e told, 
And ]et the sweetest songs be sung 
That ever made the old heart young ! 

For now the lost has found a Iiome ; 
And a lone hearth shall brighter bam. 
As all the household joys retnm 1 

O, pleasantly the harvest-moon. 
Between the shadow of the mows. 
Looked on them through the great 
elm-boqghs 1 

On MabeVs cnils of golden hair, 

On Esek's shaggy strength it fell ;' 
And tlie wind whismared, It is 
Weill". 



THE GARRISON OF CAPE ANN. 

From the hills of home forth looking, 

far beneath the tent-like span 
Of the sky, I see the white f^loamof the 

headland of Cape Ann. 
Well I know its coyes and beaches to the 

ebb-tide jjlimnierinij down, 
And the white-walled liaiiilct ehildren of 
its ancient tishiug-tuwn. 

Long has passed the snmmer morning, 

and its memory waxes old, 
When along yon breezy headlands with 

a pleasant iriena I strolled. 
Ah I theautnmn sun is shining, and the 

oeean wind blows cool, 
And the golden-rod and aster bloom 

around thy grave, Bantoul t 

With the memory of tliat morning by the 

summer sea I blend 
A wfld and wondrous story, by the 

younger Mather penned. 
In that (jimint Ma^valia Christ i, with 

all strange and maiTellous thinpis, 
Heaped up huge and undigested, like 

the ohaos Ovid sings. 

Dear to me these far, faint glimpses of 

the dual life of old, 
Inward^ grand with awe and reverence ; 

outward, mean and coarse and 

oold; 
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Gleams of mystic beauty playing over 

dull and vulgar day, - 
Golden-threaded fancies weaving in a 

web of hodden gray. 

The great eventful Present hides the 

Past ; but through the din 
Of its loud lift; liints and echoes from 

the life Ix'liiud steal in ; 
And the lore of home and fireside, and 

the legendary rhynip, 
Hake the task of duty li^iiter which the 

true man owes his time. 

So, with something of the feeling which 
the Covenanter knew. 

When with pious chisel wandering Scot- 
land's moorland graveyards 

through, 

From the giaves of ohl traditions I part 

the blackberry-vines, 
"^pe the moss fmNU off the headstones^ 

and letoneh the fitded lines. 



Where the sea-waves back and forward, 

hoarse with rolliui^ jtebbles, ran. 
The garrison -liouse stood watching on 

the gray rocks of Cape Ann ; 
On its will 1\ site uplifting gabled roof 

and ]>iilisa<h». 
And rough walls of unhewn timber with 
the moonlight overlaid. 

On his slow round walked the sentry, 

south and eastwaiti looking forth 
0*er a rude and broken ooast-line, white 

with breakers stretching north, — 
Wood and rock and gleaming sand-drift, 

ja^ed capes, with bush and tree, 
Leaning inland trom the smiting of the 

wild and gusty sea. 

Before the deep-mouthed chunney, dim- 
ly lit by dying brands, 

Twenty soldiers sat and waited, with 
their muskets in their liands ; 

On the rough-hewn oaken taVile the veni- 
son liaunch was shared, 

And the pewter tankard circled 'slowly 
round from beard to beard. 

I>ong they sat and talked together,— 
talked of wizards Satan-sold ; 

Of all ghostly siglits and noises, — sigUf 
and wonders manilbld ; 
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Of the fpectre-ship of Salem, with the 
dead men in her duoiida, 

SaiUng sheer above the water, in llie 
loom of momiiig clouds ; 

Of the marvdlous valley hidden in the 

deaths of Gloucester woods* 
Foil of plants that love tlie summer, — 

blooms of warmer latitudes ; 
Where the Arctic birch is braided by 

the tropic's flowery vines, 
And the white magnolia-blossoms star 

the twilight of the pines 1 

But their voices sank yet lower, sank to 

hosl^ tones of Uttr, 
they spake of present tokens of the 

powers of evil near ; 
Of n spectral host, defying stroke of steel 

and aim of sun ; 
Svnt yet was baU to slay them in the 

mould of mortals ran 1 

Thrice, with pliunos and flowing scalp- 
locks, from the midnight wood 
they came, — 

Thrice around the block -house mai-ching, 
met, unharmed, its volleve<l flame ; 

Then, with mocking laugh anil gesture 
snnk in earth or lost in air, 

All the ghostly wonder vanished, itnd 
the moonlit sands lay bai«. 

Midnight came : from out the forest 

moved a dusky mass that soon 
Grew to warriors, plumed and pointed, 

grimly marchinri; in the moon. 
*' Ghosts or witches," said the captain, 

"thus I foil the Evil One !*' 
And he rammed a silver button, fnm 

his doublet, down his gnu. 

Onoe again the spectral horror moved 

the guarded wall about ; 
Once again the levelled muskets Enough 

the palisades flashed Ottt, 
With that deadly aim the squirrel <m his 

tree-top might not shun, 
Kor tile heach-bira seaward flying with 

his slant wing to the sun. 

Like the idle rain of summer sped the 
harmless shower of lead. 

Witii a laugh of fierce derision, onoe 
i^sin the p^*"t^*ms iled ; 



Once again, without a shadow on the 
sands the moonlight lay, 

And the white smoke curling thrnog^ it 
drifted slowly down &e hay I 

" God preserve us ! " said the captain ; 

** never mortal foes were there ; 
They have vanished with their leader 

Prince and Power of the air ! 
Lay aside your useless weapons ; skill 

and prowess naught avail ; 
They who do tlie l)e vii's service wear 

their master's coat of mail 1 ** 

So the night grew near to cock-craw, 

when again a warning call 
Housed the scoi-e of weary soldiers watch- 
ing round the dusky hall : 
And they looked to flint and priming, 
and they longed for break of day ; 
But the captain closed his Bible : " Let 
us cease from man, and pray ! " 

To the men who went before us, all the 

unseen powers seemed near, 
And their steadfast strength of oomagB 

struck its roots in holy fear. 
Every hand forsook the musket, ewviy 

head was bowed and Imre, 
Every stout knee pressed the flag-stones, 

as the captain led in prayer. 

Ceased thereat the mystic marching of 

the spectres round the wall. 
But a sound abhorred, uneartlily, smote 

the ears and he^ts of all, — 
Howls of rage and shrieks of an gii^i^h t 

Never after mortal man 
Sawthegliostly leaguers marching round 

the block-house of Cape Ann^ 

So to us who walk in summer thron^^ 

the cool and sea-blown town, 
From the childhood of its people comes 

the solemn legend down. 
Not in yain the ancient fiction, in whose 

moral lives the youth 
And tlie fitness and the freshness of an 

undecaying truth. 

Soon or late to all our dwellings OOme 

the 82>ectres of the mind. 
Doubts and fears and dread forebodings^ 

In the darkness undefined ; 
Bound us throng the grim projections 

of the heart and of the brain, 
And our nride of strength is weakness, 

and the conning oand is Tain* 
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In fhe dark we cry like children ; and 

BO answer from on high 
Breaks the crystal spheres of silence, and 

no white wini^s downward fly ; 

But the lieavenly help we [)ray for comes 
to faith, and not to sight. 

And onr prayers themsclvps «lrive back- 
ward all the apiiita of the night ! 

THE PROPHECY OF SAMUEL 
SEWALL. 

1897. 

TTp and down the village streets 

Stran«^e an* the fonns my fancy mcRts, 
For the thoughts and things of to-day 
are hid. 

And through the veil of a closM lid 

The aiicitMit worthies I see again : 
1 hear the tap of the chier's cane, 
And his awful periwig I se-e, 
And the silver buckles of shoe and knee. 
Stately and slow, wit!i thoucclitful air, 
His blafk cap hiding his whitt'nt'd hair, 
"Walks th«! J uilge ot tlie great Assize, 
Samuel Sewall the good and wise. 
His face with lines of firmness wrought, 
Hf wears the look of a man unboiight. 
Who sweai-3 to his hurt and chaises 
not ; 

Yet, touched and softened nevertheless 
Witli tiie grace of Christian gentleness. 
The face that a child would climb to 
kisst 

Trne and tender and brave and just. 
That man might honor and woman trust. 

TonchiDg and sad, a tale is told. 
Like a penitent hymn of the Fnlmist 

old, 

Of the fast which the good man lifelong 
kept 

With a haunting aofiTOiw that never slept, 
As the circling year brought round the 

time 

Of an error that left the sting of crime, 
When he sat on the henieh of the witch- 
craft courtJi, 
With the laws of looses and Hale's Ee- 
ports. 

And spake, in the name of boOi, the 

word 

That gave the witch's neck to the 

cord, 

And piled the oaken planks that pressed 
The feeUe life frmn tm warlodc'a Ineaat 1 



All the day long, from dawn to dawn. 
His door was bolted, hb <»rtain drawn ; 
No foot on his silent threshold trod, 

No eye looker! on hini savp that of God, 
As he baUle.d the ghckst^ ut the dead with 
charms 

Of penitent tean, and prayen, and 

psalms. 

And, with precious proofs from thesacred 
wora 

Of tile boundleas pity and lore of the 

I/>rd, 

His faith confirmed and his trust re- 
newed 

That the ain of his Ignorance^ aorelj 

rued, 

Might be washed away in the mingled 
flood 

Of his human sornnr and Cfaiittfa deir 
bloodl ' 

Green forever the memory be 
Of the Judge of the old Theocracy, 

Whom even his errorj fjloiifi- d, 
Like a far-se*?n, sunlit inomitain-side 
By the cloudy shadows which o'er it 
glide i 

Honor and praise to the Puritan 
Who the, halting step of his age ontran^ 
And, seeing the infinite worth of man 
fn the priceless gift the Father gave. 
In the infniite love that stoop<Ml to sav^ 
Darcil not brantl liis l)mther a slave ! 
Who doth such wrou|^" he was wont 
to say. 

In his own quaint, pietnre-loving way, 
" Flings up to Heaven a hand-p^enade 
Which God shall cast down upon his 
headi- 

Widely as heaven and hell, contcsat 
That brave old jurist of the past 
And the cnnnmg tnclcster and knave of 

courts 

Who the holy features of Truth dis- 
torts, — 

Ruling as right the will of the strongs 
Povei-ty, crime, and weakness wrong ; 
Wide-eared to power, to the vn^ged 

and weak 
Deaf as %ypt's gods of leek ; 
Scoffing aside at party's nod 

Onh r of nature and law of Cnil • 
For whose dabbled ermine respect were 
waste, 

Reverence folly, and awe misplaced ; 
Joatioe of whom 't were vain to seek 
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Am from KoonUili ioUmt or Syrian 

Sheik! 

O, leave the wretch to hU hribea and 

sins; 

Let him rot In the web of lies he spins ! 

To the saintly soul of the early day, 
To the Christian jndge^ let us torn and 
say : 

''Pndse and thanks for an liooMt 

man ! — 
Gloiy to God for the Puritan 1 " 

I see, tar soofhwaid. Ibis qnist day, 

Tlic hiUs of Newbnry rollii)g awaj» 
With the many tints of the season gay, 
Dreauiiiy blending in autuinn mist 
Chinuon, and gold, and amethyst 
Long and low, with dwarf trees downed. 
Plum Island litis, like a whale aground, 
A stone's toss over the narrow soaud. 
Inland, as for as the eye can go, 
The bills curve round like a banded 
bow ; 

A silver arrow from out them sprung, 
1 see the shine of the Quasycmig ; 
And, round and roond, over irallej and 

hill, 

Old roads ^vindinp, as old roads will, 
Uere to a ferry, and there to a mill ; 
And glimpses of ebimneys and gdded 

eaves, 

Throqgh green ehn arches and maple 

leaves, — 
Old homesteads sscred to all thatesn 

Gladden or sadden the hoart of man, — 
Over whoso tliix'sholds of oak and stone 
Life and Death have come and gone ! 
There inctared tUes In the fireplace 

snow, 

Great iK-ams sag from the ceiling low, 
The dituiiitT glitters with polished wares, 
The long elock ticks on the foot-wom 

stairs. 

And the low, broad chimney shows the 

crock 

"By the eartbqnake made a oentory 

back. 

Up from their midst &priii|^ the village 
s]iire 

Vltb the crest of its eock In the son 

afiro ; 

Beyond art? orchards and ]»Iantinfj lands. 
And great salt murshes and gliinmering 
sands. 

And, vhoTv north and aonth the coast- 
lines run, 

The blink of the sea in breeze and son 1 



I see It all Uke a diart nnvoOedt 
But my thoughts are ftiU of the put 

and old, 

I hear the tales of my boyhood told ; 
And the shadows and snapes os early 

days 

Flit dimly by in the veiling haze, 
With measured movement and rhythmic 
chime 

Weaving like shuttles my web of rhyme. 
I think of thf old man wise and pood 
Who once on yon misty hillsides stood, 
(A poet who nerer measnied rhyme, 
A seer unknown to his dnll-eared time,) 
And, propped pn his Staff oC age, looked 
down. 

With his boyhood's loTS^ on hie natlTS 
town. 

Where, written, as If on its hills and 
phdns. 

His boiden of prophecy yet remains. 
For the voicea of wood, and waTe^ and 

wind 

To read in the ear of the musingmind : — 

**As long as Flam Island, to guard 

the coast 

As God appointed, shall keep its post ; 
As long as a salmon shall hannt the deep 
Of Merrimack River, or sturgeon leap ; 
As long as ]>i< kcrel swift and slim, 
Or red-bat:ked perch, in Crane Toud swim ; 
As long as the annnal sea-fowl know 
Their time to c^me and their time to go $ 
As lonp ns cattle shall roam at will 
The green, gims meadows by Turkey Hill ; 
As long as sheep shall look from the ado 
Of Oldtowu Hill on marishes wide. 
And Parker Hiver, and salt-sea tide ; 
As longas a wandering pigeon shall search 
The fields below from his white-oak perch. 
When the barl^-harvest la ripe and 
shorn, 

And the diy husks fall from the stand- 
ing com ; 
As long as Nature ahall not grow old. 
Nor drop her work from her doting hold. 
And her care for the Indian corn forget. 
And the yellow rows in pairs to set ; — 
So long uiall Christians here be bom. 
Grow up and ripen asGod'sswoet corn ! — 
By the bcmk of bird, by the breath of 
frost. 

Shall never a holy ear be lost. 

But, husked by Death in the Planter's 

sight. 

Be sown again in the iiclds of light 1 '* 
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The Island still is purple with plums. 

Up the river the sumon comes, 

The Btui-geon lea.ps» and the wild-fowl 

feeds 

Ob hillside berries and marish seeds, — 
All the beautiful signs remain, 
From spring-timo sowing to autumn rain 
The good man's visiou returns agaiu! 
And let us hupo, as well we can. 
That the Silent An|^ who garners man 
May find some grain as of old lie found 
in the human corulield ripe aud sound. 
And (he Lord of the Harvest deign to 
own 

The prpcioQS seed by the fathers sown ! 

* 

SKIPPER IBESOlirS BIDE. 

Of all the rides since the birth of time. 
Told in story or sung in rhyme, — 
On Apaleius's Golden Ass, 
Or one-eyed Calendar's horse of brasSy 
Witch astride of a human back, 
Islam's prophet on Al-Bor&k, — 
The strangest ride that ever was sped 
Was Imson's, out from Marblchead ! 
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and earried in a 
cart 

By the women of Marblehead I 

Body of tnrkey, head of owl. 
Wings a-droop like a rained«on fowl. 

Feathered and niflled in every part^ 
8kippcr Ireson stooil in the cart. 
Scores of women, old and young. 
Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue, 
Puslicd and pulled up tlie rocky lane, 
Sliuutiug and singing the shrill refrain : 
** Here's Flud Ouson, fur his horrd 
liont, 

Torr'd an' fut^rr'd an' corr'd in a 

corrt 

By the women o' Morble'ead 1 '* 

"Wrinkled scolds with hands on hip8» 
Girls in bloom of cheek and lips, 
Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such as chase 
Bacchus round some antique vase, 
IJrief of skirt, wit!) ankles bare, 
Loose of kerchief and loose of hair. 
With conch-shells blowing aud fish- 
horns' twang, 
Over and over the Ma^Tiads sang : 
" Here 's Flud Oirsou, fur bis horrd 
horrt, 

15 



ToR^d an' fotheri^d an' oorr^d in a 

corrt 

By the women o' Morble'ead 1 ** . 

Small pity for him t — He sailea away 

From a leaking ship, in Chaleur Bay, — 
Sailed away from a sinking wreck, 
Witli his own towu'j>-i)eo]de^on her deck ! 
" Lay by ! lay by I " thev ealled to hiuL 
Back he answered, " Sink or swim I 
Brag of your catch of fish again ! " 
And oil' he sailed through the fog and 
rain I 

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered aud carried in a 
cart 

By the women of Karblehead ! 

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur 
That wreck shall lie forevermore. 
Hother and sister, wife and maid, ' 
Looked from the rocks of Marblehead 
Over the moaning and miny sea, — 
Looked for the coming that might not 
bet 

What did the winds and the sea-hiids 

say 

Of the cruel captain who sailed away ? — 
Old Floyd Ireaon, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a 

cart 

By the women of Marblehead ! 

Through the street, on either side. 
Up flew windows, doors swung wide ; 
Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray. 
Treble lent the nsh-hom's bray. 
Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bonnd. 
Hulks of old sailors nin aground. 
Shook head, and tist, and hat, and cane. 
And cracked with curses the h(mrse re- 
frain : 

Here s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd 

horrt, 

Ton'd an' futhcrr'd an* corr'd in a 

corrt 

By the women o' Morble'ead 1 " 

Sweetly along the Salem road 
Bloom of orchard and lilac showed* 

Little the wicked skipper knew 

Of the fields so green and the sky 80 

blue. 

Riding there in his sorry trim, 
Like an Indian idol gluin and grim, 
Scarcely he seemed the sound to hear 
Of voices shouting, far and ucar : 



Digitized by Google 



226 



HOME BALLADS. 



** Here 'a Flud Oinon, for his horrd 
horrt, 

Torr'd an' fatherr^d an' oorr'd in a 

corrt 

By the women o' Morble*ead ! '* 

''Hear me, ndghbonl" at last he 

** What to me is this noisy ride ? 
What is the shame that clothes tlie skin 
To the nameless hon-or that lives within ? 
"Waking or sleeping, 1 see a wreck, 
And hear a cry from a reeling deck ! 
Hate me and curse me, — 1 only dread 
The hand of God and the ftoe of the 
dead I " 

Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard 
heart. 

Tarred and feathered and earned in a 

cart 

By the women of Marblehead ! 

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea 
Said, "God has touched him I — why 

should we ? " 
Said an old wife mourning her only son, 
'*Cat tho FQgoe's tether and let him 

run ! " 

So with soft relentings and rude excuse, 
Half BOom, half pity, they cut him loose, 
And gave him a cloak to hide him in, 
And left him alone with his ahame and 
sin. 

Poor Floyd Ifeeon, for his hard lieart. 
Tarred and feathered and eairied in a 

cart 

By the women of Marblehead ! 



T£LLING THE BEES.«« 

HsRS is the plaee ; right over the HQ 

Bnns the path I took ; 
You can see the gap in the old wall still, 

And the stepping-stones in the shal- 
low brook. 

There is the house, with the gate red- 
barred. 
And the poplars tall ; 
And tiie bun s brown length, and the 

cattle yard, 
And the white homs tossing above the 
wall. 

There are the beehives ranged in the snn ; 
^d 49wn by the brink 



Of the broolc are her poor flowery mA 

o'errun, 

Pansy and daffodil, rose end pink. 

A year has gone, as the tortoise goes, 

Hcav y and slow ; 
And the same rose Uows^ and the ssms 
sun glows, 
And the same brook sings of a year 
ago. 

There 's the same sweet clover-si^ell in 
the breese ; 
And the June sun warm 

Tangles his wings of fire in the trees, 
Setting, as then, over Feruside farm. 

I mind me how with a lover's CSVS 

From niy Sunday coat 
I brushed off the burrs, and smoothed 
my hair, 

And cuolcil at the brookside my bnnr 
and throat. 

Since we parted, a montli had passed,-^ 

To love, a year ; 
Down through the beeches I looked at 
last 

On the little red gate snd tiie wdl- 
sweepnear. 

I can see it all now, — the slantwise rain 

Of light through the leaves, 
The sundown's blaze on her window- 
pane, 

The bloom of her roses under the eares. 

Just the same as a month before, — 

The house and the trees. 
The barn's brown gable^ the Tine by the 

door, — 

Nothing changed but the hives of bees. 

Before them, under the garden wall. 

Forward and back, 
Went drearily singing the chore-girl 
small. 

Draping each hive with a shred of 
black. 

Trembling, I listened : the snnnner sun 

Had the chill of snow ; 
For I knew she was telling the bees of 
one 

Gone on the journey we all must go t 

Then T said to myself, " My Alaiy weeps 
For the dead to-day : 
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Haply her blind old grandsire sleeps 
The fint and the pom of his age a way. " 

But her dog whined low ; on the door- 
way sill. 

With his eane to hu chin, 
The old man sat ; and the chore-giil atill 

Song to the beeA stealing out and in. 

And the song she was singing ever since 

In my ear sounds on : — 
"Stay at home^ pretty bees, fly not 

heuce ! 

Ifistreas Mary is dead and gone ! " 



THE SYCAMORES. 

Is the outskirts of the village, 

On the river's windini^ sliores. 
Stand the Occidental ])l:ine-troea, 
Stand the ancient sycamores. 

. One long century h^ih been numhend. 
And another half-way told, 
Since the rustic Irish gleeman 
Broke for them the viigin moiild. 

Deftly set to Celtic music, 
At his violin's sound they grew, 

Throu j[h the moonlit eves of snnnner, 
llakmg Amphion's fiible tne. 

Bise again, thou poor Hugh Tallant ! 

Pass in jeikin ^^n along, 
With thy eyes brimful of laughter. 

And thy month as full of song. 

Pioneer of Erin's outcasts, 

With his fiddle and his pack ; 
Little dreamed the villaj^e Sazons 
Of the myriads at his back. 

How he wrought vnth 8pa<le and fiddle, 
Delved by day and sancj by night, 

With a hand that never wearied. 
And a heart forever light, — 

Still the gay tradition mingles 
With a record grave and drear, 
. Like the rolic air of Cluny, 

With the solemn mareh of Mear. 

When the box-tree, white with blossoms, 
Made the sweet May woodlands glad. 

And the Aronia by the river 
lighted up the swanning diad. 



And the bulging nets swept shoreward. 
With their silver-sided nan]. 

Midst the shonts of dripping fishen^ 
Ue was merriest of them alL 

When, among the jovial hnsken^ 

Love stole in at Lalwr's side 
With tlie lusty airs of England, 
Soft his Celtic measures vied. 

Songs of love and wailing lyke-waki^ 
And tho merry fair's carouse ; 

Of the wild lied Fox of Erin 
And the Woman of Three Cows, 

By the blazing hearths of winter. 
Pleasant setimed hi.s simple tales. 

Midst the grimmer Yorkshire legends 
And the mountain myths of Wales. 

How the souls in Purgatory 
Scrambled up from fate forlorn. 

On St. Keven's sackcloth ladder. 
Slyly hitched to Satan's horn. 

Of the fiddler who at Tara 

Played all niglit to ghosts of Idngs ; 
Of the brown dwarfs, and the fairies 

Dancing in their moorland rings I 

■#olliest of onr birds of singing. 

Rest he loved the P>ob-o-liniC. 
" Hush ! " he M say, 'Mhe tipsy fauriesi 
Hear the little folks in drink 1 " 

Merry-faced, with spade and fiddle. 
Singing through the auoicnt town^ 

Only this, of poor Hu^h Tallant, 
Hath Tradition handed down. 

Not a stone his grave diseloses ; 

But if yet his spirit walks, 
T is beneath the trees he planted. 

And when Bolwt-Linooln talks ; 

Green memorials of the gleeman ! 

Linking still the river-shores. 
With their shadows cast by sunset* 

Stand Uogb TaUant's sycamores I 

When the Father of his Country 
Through the north-land riding came^ 

And till' roofs were starred with bannen^ 
And the steeples rang acclaim, >^ 

When each war-scarred Contlnenta], 
Leaviqg smithy, mill, and tutn. 
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Wamed bis nuted iwiofd In vdeoitte^ 
And ahot off his old king's um, — 

Slowly passed thai august Presence 
Down thethimifledandshoiitingstreet ; 

Tillage girls as wfilte AS sngels, 
Settling llowen anrand his feet. 

Ifidway, where the plane*tree^8 shadow 
Deejiest fell, his rein 1m drew : 

On his .stately head, uncovered, 
Cool and aoft the west-wind blew. 

And he stood up in his stirrupsy 

Looking up and looking down 
On the hills of Gold and Silver 
Binuuing round tiie little town, — 

On the river, full of sunshine, 

To the lap of greenest vales 
Winding down mm wooded headknds, 

WiUow4ldrfeed» wUte with nib. 

And he said, the landscape sweeping 
Slowly with his nngflored hand, 

** 1 have seen no prospect fairer 
In this goodly Eastern land." 

^en the hndee of his escort 

Stirred to life the cavalcade : 
And that head, so bare and stately, 
Vanished down the depths of shade. 

Ever since, in town and farm-hooae^ 

Life has had it.s cl)l) and flow ; 
iThiice hath passed the human har- 
vest 

To its gamer green and low. 

But the trees the gleeman planted. 
Through the changes, changeless 
stand ; 

As the marhle calm of Tadmor 
Marks the desert's shifting sand. 

Still the level moon at rising 
Silvers o'er each stately shaft ; 

Still iK'neath them, half in shadow, 
Singing, glides tJie pleasure craft. 

Still beneath them, arm -enfolded. 
Love and Youth together stray ; 

While, as heart to heart beats faster, 
More and more their feet delay. 

Where the ancient cobbler, Keezar, 
Oa the open hiUaidp wrought, 



Singing, as ha drew hfa ititchM^ 
Songi his Gennui mnfltcw taq|^t» ««. 

Singing, with his ^y hair floating 
Botind his mgy ample fiue, — : 

Now a thousand Saxoo ci-aftsmen 
Stitch and hanuner in his plaoe. 

AH the pastoral lanes so grassy 
. Now are Traffic's dusty streets ; 

From the village, grown a eity, 
fast the rural grace retreats. 

But, stm green, and tall, and statel^y 

On the river's winding shores, 
Stand the Occidental plane-trees, 
Stand Bxii^ lUlanrs aycamom. 

THE DOUBLE-HEADED SNAKB 
OF NEWBURY. 

** Onieeming y* Amphif^btona, M MMm ax I re> 
odttAyour couimands, I mmio fiili^rciit inquiry : 
.... he aamires me H luul really two heads, 
<NM at each end; two mouthB, two stings or 
tcagaj w." ~ aiy. Omnorus Toftah to €ki»> 

VORHAIBBB. 

Far away in the twilight time 
Of every people, in every clime. 
Dragons and griffins and monsters dire^ 
Born of water, and air, and fire, 
Or nursed, like the Python, in the mud 
And ooze of the old Deucalion flood, 
Crawl and wriggle and foam with rage^ 
Through dusk tnnlition and ballad age. 
So from the childhood of Newhury town 
And its time of fahle the tale comes ' 
down 

Of a terror which haunted bush and 

brake. 

The Amphisbffina, the Double Snake ! 

Thou who niakest the tale thy mirth, 
Consider that strip of Christian t arth 
On the desolate shore of a suilless sea. 
Full of terror and mystery, 
Half redeemed from the evil hold 
Of the woo<i so dreary, and dark, and old. 
Which drank with its lips of leaves the 
dew 

>yhen Time was yoong^ and the wcold 

was new, 

And wove its sliadows with sun and 
moon. 

Ere the stones of Cheops were sqnarad 

and hewn. 
Think of the sea's dread monotone. 
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Reuben and Dorathy lagged lieliind. 

And closer ami closer, for fear of liarrn. 
The inaidon clung to her lover's arm ; 
And how the s^tark, who ynds iorced to 
«tay. 

By his sweetheart's fean, till the break of 

(lay, 

Thauktid the snake for the fond delay 1 

Far and wide the tale was told, 

T.ike i\ snowball growing whih; it rolled. 

The uur.s4' huhhcd with it the baby's 

cry ; 

And it aenred, in the worthy miniatei^s 

<*ye, 

To paint the primitive serpent by. 
Cotton Mather came galloping down 
All the way to Newbuiy t<jwn. 
With his eyes agi^ and his ean set 

wide. 

And hia marvellous inkhom at his side ; 
Stirring the while in the shallow pool 
Of his brains for the lore he learned at 

school. 

To gurnicili the story, with here a 
streak 

Of Latin, and there another of fJreek : 
And the tales he heard and the notes he 
took. 

Behold I are they not iibhis Wonderi 
Book! 



Of themottmftilwail from the pine-wood 

blown. 

Of the strange, vast splendors that lit 

the North, 
Of the troubled throes of the quaking 

earth. 

And the dismal tales the Indian told, 
Till the settler's heart at his hearth 

grew cold. 
And he shrank from the tawny wiaard's 

honsts, 

And the hi)V( ring shadows seemed full of 

ghosts, 

And above, below, and on every side, 

The fear of his creed seemed verified ; — 
And think, if his lot were now thine 
own. 

To grope with tenors nor named nor 

Known, 

How laxer muscle and weaker nerve 
And a feebler faith thy need might 
serve; 

And own to thyself the wonder more 
That the snake had two headS| and not 

a score 1 

Whether he lurked in the Oldtown fen 
Or the gray earth-flax of the Devil's Den, 
Or swam in the wooded Artichoke, 
Or coiled by the Northman's Written 
Bock, 

Nothing on record is left to show ; 
Only the fact that he lived, we know. 
Ana left the cast of a double head 
In the sealy mask which he yearly shed. 
For he carri'^d a head where his tail 
should be, 

And the two, of course, oonld never 

agree, 

But wnggled about with main and might, 
Now to the left and now to the right ; 
Pulling and twisting this way and that, 
Neither knew what the other was at 

A snake with two heads, lurking so 
near I — 

Judge of the wonder, guess at the fear I 

Think what ancient gossirw luiglit s;\v, 
Shaking their heads in their dreary way, 
Between the meetings on Sal)l)ath-day ! 
How urchins, searching at day's decline 
The Common Pastui-e for sheep or kine, 
Tlie terrible douhle-ganger heard 
In leafy rustle or whir of bird ! 
Think what a aest it gave to the sport, 
In berry -time^ of the yoimger sort. 
As over pastora blackberry-twined^ 



Stories, like dragons, arc hard to kill. 
If the snake ck>es not, the tale runs 

still 

In Byfield Meadows, on rii>e,stave TTill. 
And still, i^henever husband and wii'e 
Publish the shame of Ihfdr daUy strife, 
And, with mad cross-pnipose, tug and 

si rain 

At either end of the marriage-ehain, 
The gossips say, with a knowing shake 
Of Uieir gray heads, **Look at the 

Double Snake ! 
One in body and two in will. 
The Ampliisbsena is living still 1 " 



THE SWAN SONG OF PAESON 
AVERY. 

When the reaper's task was ended, and 
the snniiner wearing late. 

Parson Avery sailed from Newbury, >vith 
his wue and children eight, 

Dnmping down the river-har1)or in thiS 
shallop " Watch and Wait." 
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netflutly lay the elearingi in Hia mel- 
low sunimrr-niorn, 

With the newly idaiitcil oroliards dropo 
ping their fruits iirht-)>orn. 

And the homeeteadB like groen ialuids 
•mid a an of eom. 

Broad moiulows rcachod out seaward the 

tided creeks betweeQ, 
And hills tolled wave-like inland, with 

oaks and walnuts greou ; — 
A fairer home, a goo<Ilier land, his eyes 

had never seen. 

Yet away sailed Panon Avery, away 

where duty led, 
And the voice of God seemed calling, 

to break the living brt ad 
To the souls of fishers starving on the 

locks of MarUehesd. 

All day tliey sailed : at Tii^htfall the 
pleasant land-breeze died, 

The blackening sky, at midnight, its 
starry lights denied. 

And far and low the thunder of tempest 
prophesied 1 

Blotted out were all the coast-lines, gone 
were rock, and wood^ and sand ; 

Grimly anxious stood tlie skipper with 
the nidder in his hand, 

And q^uestioned of tlic darkness what 
was sea and what was land. 

And the preaclu r lie.ird ]n<f dear ones, 
nestled round hiin,\vc( ]iin£; sore : 

"Never heed, niy little children ! Christ 
is walking on before 

To the pleasant land of heaven, where 
the sea shall be no more." 

All at once the great cloud parted, like 

a cnrtain drawn aside. 
To let down the torch of lightning on 

the terror far and wide ; 
And the thunder and the whirlwind 

together smote tlie tide. 

There was wailing in the shallop, wo- 
man's wail and man's despair, 

A crash of bn^aking timbers on the rocks 
80 sharp ana hare. 

And, through it all, the mnimnr of 
Father Aveiy's pnyw. 



From Mi straggle in the d ailuieas with 
the wildwaTes and the blast. 

On a roek, where every billow broke 
above him as it passed. 

Alone, of all his honsenold, the man of 
Ood 



There a comrade heard him praying, in 
the jmusc of wave and w ind : 

" All my own have gone before me^ and 
I linger just Udiind ; 

Not for life 1 ask, but only for the rest 
thy ransomed hnd ! 

" In this night of death T challenge tlie 
promi; e of thy word ! — 

Let me see the great salvation of vhich 
mine earn have heard ! — 

Let me pass from hence foi^ven, through 
tne grace of Chria^ onr Lord 1 

"In the baptism of these waters wash 

white my every sin, 

And let me follow up to thee my house- 
hold and my kin ! 

Open the sea-gate of thy heaven, and 
let me enter in 1" 

"When the Chiistian sings his denth- 

8ong, all the listening heavens 

draw near, 
And the angels, leaning over the walls 

of crystal, hear 
How the notes so faint and broken swell 

to musie in God's esr. 

The ear of God was open to his servant's 

last request ; 
As the strong wave swept him downward 

the sweet hymn upward pressed, 
And the soiil of father Aveiy wen^ 

tdngiiig, to its rest. 

There was wailing on the mainland, 
from tlic rocks of MarMehead ; 

In the stricken church of Newbury the 
notes of prayer were read ; 

And long, by board and hearthstone^ tho 
living mourned the dead. 

And still the ilshers ontbonnd, or send- 
ding from the squall, 

With grave and reverent faces, the an- 
cient tale recall, 

"When they see the white waves break- 
ing on the Bock of Aveiy*! 
fidll 
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TH£ TKUCE OF PISCATAQUA. 

1075. 

Eaze these long blocks of bhck and 
stone, 

These huge mill-moiistem oreigrown ; 

Blot out the humbler piles as well, 
Where, moved like living shuttles, 

dwell 

The wearing genii of the bell ; 

Tear from the wild Cocheco's track 
The (lams that hold its tornMits back; 
And let the loud-rejoicing fall 
Pltinse, Tearing, down its rocky wall ; 
And let the Indian's paddle play- 
On the nnhridgcd Pis('ata(|Uii ! 
Wide over hill and valley spread 
Once more the forest, dnsk and dread, 
With here and there a clearing cut 
From the walled shadows round it shut ; 
Each with its farm-house buiided rude, 
By FngUsh yeoman squarsd and hcfwcd. 
And the grim, flankeced Uock-honse 

bound 

With bristling palisades around. 
So, Imply shall before thine eyes 
The dusty veil of centnries rise, 
The old, str;inj:;e seener}^ overlay 
The tamer jni tures of to-day 
While, like the actoi-s in a play. 
Pass in their ancient guise along 
The figures of my border song : 
Wliat time beside Cocheeo's Hood 
The white man and the red mau stood. 
With words of peace and brotherhood ; 
When passed the sacred calumet 
From lip to lip with lire -draught wet, 
And, puffed in scorn, the peace-pipe's 
smoke 

Tlirough the gray beard of Waldron brolce, 
And Squando's voice, in su]>]diant plea 
For mercy, struck the haughty key 
Of one who held, in any fate, 
His native pide inviolate 1 

** Let your ears be opened wide I 
He who speaks has never Ued. 
Waldron of Piscata(iua, 
Hear what Squando has to say 1 

" Sqnando shuts his eyes and seea^ 

Far off, Saco*s hemlock-trees. 
In his wigwam, still as stone^ 
Sits a woman all alone, 

'* Wampum beads and birchen stnuida 
Dropping from her OMdew haadi^ 



Listening ever for the fleet 
Patter of a dead child's feet I 

"When the moon a year ago 
Told the iiowers the time to blow. 
In that lonely wigwam smiled 
Menewe^ our litue child. 

" Ere that moon grew thin and old. 
He was lying still and cold ; 

Sent before us, weak and small. 
When the Master did not caU 1 

"On his little grave t lay ; 
Three times went and came the days 
Thrice above me blazed the noon, 
Thrice upon me wept the moon. 

" In the third ni^t- watch I he«d» 

Far and low, a spirit-bird ; 
Very mournful, very wild. 
Sang the totem of my child. 

" * Menewee, poor Menewee, 
Walks a path he cannot see : 
Let the white man's wigwam light 
With its Uaze his steps aright 

" ' All-uncalled, he dares not show 
Empty hands to Manito : 
Better gifts he cannot bear 
Than the scalps his slayen wear.* 

" All the while the totem sang. 
Lightning blazed and thunder rang; 
And a black cloud, reiichiug high, 
Pulled the white moon firom the sky. 

" T, the medicine-man, whose ear 
All that spirits hear can hear,— 
I, whose e^es are wide to see 
All the tlungs that are to be^ — 

" Well T Icnew the dreadful signs 
In the whispere of the pines. 
In the river roaring lond. 
In the mntter of wb cloud. 

" At the breaking of the day. 
From the grave I passed' away : 
Flowers bloomed round me, birds aaag 

glad, 

But my heart was hot and mad. 

** There is nut on Sqnando'a knife. 
From the mum, xed spiingi of lifo ; 
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On tibis ftmeral hemlodk-trees 
llany » scalp the totem sees. 

'* Blood for Uood I But eTermora 
Squando's heart u s&d and sore ; 
And his poor sijuaw waits at home 
For the feet that never come 1 

••"Waldron of Cocheco, hear ! 
Squaiido sjwaks, Avlio laiij,'hs at fear; 
Take the captives he has ta'en ; 
Let the laud hare peace again 1*' 

As the words diod on liis tongne, 
W ide apart his wan ioi-s swung ; 
Parted, st tiie si^ he gave. 
Bight and left, like Egypt's wave. 

And, like Israel passing free 
Through the proi)het-cli8iiDM sea, 
Captive mother, wife, and child 
Throqgh the dusky terror filed. 

One alone, a little maid, 

Middleway her steps delayed, 
Glancing, with quick, troubled si^t^ 
Bound about from red to white. 

Then his hand the Indian laid 

On the little maiden's liead, 
Lightly from her Ibrehead fair 
Smoothing back her yellow hair. 

"Gift or favor ask T none ; 
What I have is all my own : 
Never yet the birds have sung, 
*Squando hath a beggar^s tongue.* 

*' Yet for her who waits at home, 
For the dead who cannot come, 
Let the little Qold-bair he 
In the place of Meneweet 

** Mishanock, my little star ! 
Cmne to Saco's pines afar ; 
Where the sad one waits at home, 
Wequashim, my moonlight, come 1 " 

"What!** quoth Waldron, **lwn a 

child 

Christian-born to heathens wild ? 
As God lives, from Satan's hand. 
I will pluck her as a brand 1" 

"Hear me, white maul" Squando 

cried ; 

*' Let the little one dedda. 



"Wequashim, my moonlight, say, 
Wilt thou go with me^ or stay I " 

Slowly, sadly, half afraid. 

Half regretfully, the maid 

Owned the lit s of blood and race, — 

Turned irom Si^uando ii ^jieading face. 

Not a word the Indian spoke, 
But his wampura chain he brok^ 
And the beaded wonder hung 
On that neck so iair and young. 

Silence-shod, as phantoms se^ 
In the marches of a dream, 
Single-filed, the grim array 
Through the pine-trees wound away. 

Doubting, trembling, sore amazed, 
Thi-ough her tean the young child gand. 
"God preserve her ! " Waldron said ; 
"Satan hath bewitched the maid 1 " 

Tears went and came. At close of day 

Singing came a child from play. 
Tossing from her loose-locked head 
Gold in sun&hiue, brown in shade. 

Pride was in the mother's look. 
But her head she gi-avely shook, 
And with lips that loudly smiled 
Feigned to chide her truant chfld. 

Unabashed, the niaid began : 
*' Up and down the brook I ran, 
Where, beneath the bank so steep^ 
lie the spotted trout asleep. 

" * Chip ! ' went s(^uirrcl on the wall* 
After me I heard him call. 
And the cat- bird on the tree 
Tiied his best to mimic me. 

" Where the liemlocks grew so dadc 
That I stopped to look and haik» 

On a log, with feather-hat, 
By the path, an Indian sat. 

** Then I cried, and ran away ; 

But he called, and bade me stay ; 
And his voice was good and mild 
As my mother's to her child. 

" And he took my wampum chain^ 
Jjooked and looked it o'er again ; 
Gave me berries, and, Ixfside, 
On my nook a plaything tied-** 
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Straigbt fhe mollier 8toox>ed to iea 
What the Indian's gift might be. 

On the braid of wampiun hnng^ 
Lo ! a cross of silver swung. 

Well she knew its graven sijgnt 
Squando's hird and totem pine ; 
And, a mirage of the brain, 
Plowed her chOdhood heek again. 

Flashed the roof the sunshine tbiOQ^f 
Into space the walls outgrew ; 
On the Indian's wigwam«mat» 
BloasomHsrowned, again ahe aat. 

Cool she felt the west- wind blow. 
In her ear the pines sang low. 
And, like links ftom oat a chain. 
Dropped the yean of care and pain. 

From the outward toil and din. 
From the griefs that gnaw mthin. 
To the freedom of the woods 
Called the birds, and winds, and floods. 

Well, O painful minister ! 
Watch thy Hock, but blame not her. 
If her ear grew sharp to hear 
All their voices whispering near. 

Blame her not, as to hor soul 
All the desert's glamour stole. 
That a tear for childhood s loss 
Dropped upon tiie Indian's cross. 

When, that night, the Book was read. 
And she bowed her widowed head. 
And a T)rayer for each loved name 
Boae like incense from a flame^ 

To the listening ear of Heaven, 
Lo ! another name was given : • 
** Father, give the Indian rest ? 
Kess him 1 for his love has blest i " 



MY PLATJCATE. 

The pines were dark on Ramoth hill, 
Their song was soft and low ; 

The blossoTn« in the sweet May wind 
Were falling like the snow. 

The hloesoms drifted «t our feet» 

The orchard birds sanf; clear : 
The sweetest and the sa(l(h\st daj 
It seemed uf ail the year. 



For, more to me than hirds or flowen^ 

My playmate left her home. 
And took with her the huii^'hiQg Springs 
The music and the bloom. 

She kissed the lips of kith and kin. 

She laid lier hand in mine : 
What more could ask the bashful boj 
Who fed her fathei's kine f 

She left us in the bloom of May : 
The constant ^ears told o'er 

'Thdr seasons with as sweet Kay monu^ 
Bat she came hack no more. 

I walk, with noiseless feet, the nmnd 

Of uneventful years ; 
Still o'er and o'w I sow the spring 

And reap the antomn eara. 

She lives where all the golden year 

Her summer roscM blow ; 
The dnsky children of the snn 

Before her came and go. 

There haply with her jewelled hands 
She smooths her silken gown, — 

No more the homespun lap wherein 
I shook the walnnts down. 

The wild grapes wait iis by the hrook. 

The brown nuts on the liiil, 
And still the May-day floweis mak« 

sweet 

The woods of FollymilL 

The lilies blossom in the pond. 

The bird haUds in the tree. 
The dark pines sing on Rsmoth hill 

The slow song of the sea. ' 

I wonder if she thinks of them. 
And how the old time seems, — 

If ever the pines of Ramoth wood 
Axe soohding in her dreams. 

I see her face, T hear her voice : 

Does she rememlver mine ? 
And wlint to her is now the boy 
Who fed her father's kine ! 

What cares she that the orioles haild 

For other eyes than ours, — 
That other hands with nuts arc Oiled, 
And other laps with flowers ? 
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0 playmate in the goldeu time ! 

Our mossy seat is green. 
Its fringiog violets blossom ye^ 

The old trees o'er it lean. 

The winds eo sweet with birch and fern 
A flweetermemoiy Uow ; 



And there in spring the yeeries «nwg 
The song of long ago. 

And still the pines of Ramoth wood 
Are moaning like the sea, — 

The moaning of the sea of change 
Between myself and thee I 



POEMS AND LYRICS. 



THE SHADOW AND THE LIGHT. 

"Ami T S()uj;ht, whence is Evil: I set before 
the ejr«* of my spirit the whole creation ; what- 
soever we see th«Mla, — SM, earth, air, stars, 
tnee. annl creatures, — yea, whstsoeTer then< is 
%e do not see, — ani^bi and spiritual power«. 
Where if evil, ami whi iice ronies it, siuce God 
the G<mk1 luitli cn ateJ all things ? Why made 
lie anything at all of evil, and not rather by Ilis 
AlmightiaeBS caui^e it not to be ? These thoughts 
I tamed in mymteerablc heart, overcharged with 
most gnawing carea." And, admonished to rr- 
tnm to mj'self, I entered even into my inmost 
soul, Thou liciii;; niy lyruiile, and lu lield even be- 
yond my soul and mind tlie Light unchangeable. 
He who knows the Truth knows what that Light 

and he that knows it know* JBtemity ! 0 
Truth, who art Eternity ? Love, who art Truth I 
Eternity, who art I.nv,> : And 1 beheld that Thou 
madest all thinf^s ^'ud l.and to Thee is nothing 
Whatswvcr ovil. 1 roni tlie angel to the worm, 
from the firxt motion to the laKt, Thou settest 
each in its place, and everything U good in its 
kind. >Voe i« me I — how high art Thou in (he 
highest, how deep in the deepest! and Thou 
never departest froni U8 and we rcarrely return 
to Thee." —Augustine's SoliloquUs, Hook yU, 

The fourteen centuries fall away 

Between us and the Afric saint^ 
And at his side we urge, to-day, 
The tnunemorialquest and old complaint. 

No outward sign to us is giveo, — 
From sea or earth oomes no reply ; 

Ilusliod as the warm Numidian heaven 
He vainly q^uestioned bends 6ur frozen 
sky. 

No victory comes of all our strife, — 

From all we^aspthe meaning slips; 
The Sphinx sits at the gate of life. 
With the old question on ner awM lips. 

In paths unknown we hear the feet 
Of fear hefore, and guilt behind ; 

"We 1)1 uck the waysidt! fruit, and oat 
Ashes and dust beneath its golden rind. 



. From age to age descends nnch^wJr^id 
The sad bequest of sire to son. 
The body's taint, the mind's deCect, — 
Through every web of Ufe tibe daik 
threads run. 

O, wh^ and whither? — God knows 

I only know that he is good. 
And that whatever may hcfall 
Or here or there, must be the best that 
oonld. 

Between the dreadful cherubim 
A Father's face 1 still discern, 
As Moses looked of old on 
And saw his glory into goodness turn 1 

For he is merciful as just; 

And so, by faith correcting sight, 
I }iow before his will, and trust 
Howe'er they seem he doeth all things 
right. 

And dare to hope that he will 

make 

^'he rugged smooth, the doubtful 
plain ; 

His mercy never quite forsake ; 
His healing visit every r^lm of pain ; 

That suflTering is not his revenge 

Upon his creatures w^eak and frail. 
Sent on a jmthway new and strange 
With feet that wander and with eyes 
that fail ; 

That, o*er the crucible of pain, 

Watches the tender eye of Love 
The slow tntnsmnting of the lihajyn 
Whose links are iion below to gold 
above I 
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Ah me ! we doubt the shining skies. 

Seen through our shadows of offence^ 
And drown with our poor chfldiah 

cries 

The cradle-hymn of kindly Providence. 

And still we love the evil cause, 

And of the just effect complain: 
"We tread upon life's broken laws. 
And mnrmnr at our self-inflicted pain ; 

"We turn us from the light, and find 
Our spectral shapes before us 
thrown, 

As they who leave the sun behind 
Walk in the shadows of themselves 
alone. 

And scarce by will or strength of onzs 

We set our faces to tlie day ; 
Weak, wavering, blind, the Eternal 
Powais 

Alone can tnm us jBrom ounelvcs away. 

Our weakness in the strength of sin, 

Bnt love must needs be stronger far, 
Outreaching all and gathering in 
The erring spirit and the wandenug star. 

A Voice grows with the growing years ; 

Earth, hashing down her Utter cry, 
Looks upwaid m>m her graves, and 

heai-s. 

The liesurrection and the life am 1." 

0 Love Divine I — whose constant 

beam 

Shines on the eyes that will not see. 
And waits to bless ns, while we dream 
Thou leavest us becaoae we torn from 

theet 

' All souls that struggle and aspire, 
All hearts of prayer by tliee arc lit ; 
And, dim or clear, thy tongues of fire 
On dusky tribes and twilight centuries 
sit. 

Nor bounds, nor clime, nor creed thou 
know'st. 

Wide as our need thy favors fall ; 
The white wings of the Holy Ghost 
Stoop, seen or unseen, o'er the heads of 
aU. 

O Beauty, old yet ever new 
Eternal Voice, and Inward Word« 
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The Logos of the Greek and Jew, 
The old sphers-muBic which the Samiaa 
heard 1 

Truth which the sage and prophet 
saw, 

Lon^ sought wiOuNity hat found 

within, 

Tlie Law of Love beyond all law. 
The life o'eifloodiqg mmtal death and 
sin 1 

Shine on us with the light which 
glowed 

Upon the tnnce-honnd shepherd's 

way, 

Who saw the Darkness overllowed 
And drowned by tides of erezlasting 
Day.« 

Shine, light of God ! — nuike hrofti 

thy scope 
To all who dn and suffer ; mors 

And better than we dare to hope 
With Heaven's compassion make our 
longings poor ! 



THE GIFT OF TBITEMIUS. 

Tritemitts of Herbipolis, one day. 
While kiux'ling at the altar's foot to 

pray, 

Alone with God, as was his pious choice. 
Heard from without a miserable voice, 
A sound which seemed of all sad things 

to tell, 

As of a lost soul crying out of hell. 

Thereat the Abbot paused ; the chain 

whereby 

His thoughts went upward broken by 
that cry ; 

And, looking from the casement saw 

below 

A wretched woman, with gray hair a-flow. 
And withered hands held np to him, 

v. ho cried 

For alms as one who might not be 

denied. 

She cried, " For' the dear love of Him 

who gave 

His life for ours, my child from bondage 
save, — 

My beautiful, brave fint-bom, chained 
with slaTes 
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In the Moor*s galley, wliera the sim-Miit 

waves 

Lap the wliito walk of TuniaJ" — 

*' What I cau 
I give," Tritemiagiaid : "my prayers." 

— ** 0 man 
Of God ! " slic cried, for grief had made 

her bold, 

" Mock roe not thna ; I ask not prayers, 

but gold. 

Words will not aerve me, alms alone 

suiiice ; 

Even while 1 ipeak perchance my lirst- 
hom diea." 

•* Woman ! " TritemioftiiBifeied, "from 

our door 

None go unfed ; hence are we always 

jKK>r, 

A single soldo is our only store. 
Thou host our pmyoi-s ; — what can we 
give thee more ? " — 

"Give me," she said, "the eQver can- 
dlesticks 

On cither side of tlic rrj^at cnioifix. 
God well may spare them on his errands 
sped, 

Or he can give yon golden ones Instead." 

Then spaVe Tritemini^ "Em as thy 

word, 

Woman, so be it 1 (Our most gracious 
Lord, 

Who loveth mercy more than saenflce, 
l^ardon nu' if a liiniifin soul 1 prize 
Above the gifUs upon liiii altar piled !) 
Take what thon askesL and redeem thy 
chUd." 

But his hand trembled as the holy 

alma 

He placed within the heggar^s eager 
palms; 

And as sho vanished down the linden 

shiule, 

He bowed his head and for foigiveness 
prayed. 

80 the day passed, and when the twi- 
light came 
He woke to find the chapel all aflame, 
And, dumb with grati^ wonder, to be- 

hold 

Upon the altar candlesticks of gold 1 



THE EVE OF ELECnOK. 

From gold to gi-ay 
Our mild sweet day 
Of Indian Snmmer fades too soon i 

But tenderly 
Above the sea 
Hangs, white and calm, the hunter's 
moon. 

In its pale fire, 
The village spire 
Shows like the jEodiac*s spectral lance ; 

The )iainted wnlls 
Whereon it falls 
Tronsligiired stand ^n marble trance I 

O'er fallen leaves 

The west-wind grieves 
Yet comes a seed-time round again ; 

And mom shall see 

The State sown free 
With baleful tares or healthful grain- 

Along the street 

Tlie sliadows meet 
Of Destiny, whose hands conceal 

The moulds of fate 

That shape the States 
And make or mar the common weal. 

Around I see 

The powei-s that be ; 
I stand by Empire's primal springs ; 

And princes meet. 

In every street. 
And hear the tread of uncrowned kingt i 

Hark ! through the crowd 

The laugh runs land. 
Beneath the sad, rebuking moon. 

God save the land 

A careless hand 
May shake or swerve ere monow*s noon 1 



No jest is this ; 
One cast amiss 
Vbkj blast the hope of Freedom's year. 

0, take me where 
Are hearts of prayer, 
And foreheads bowed in reverent fear 1 

Not lightly fall 

Beyonil recall 
The written scrolls a breath can float ; 

The crowning fact 

The kintrliest act 
Of Freedom is the freeman's vote 1 
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For pearls thttt gam 

the diver in the deep sea diea ; 

The regal right 

We boast to-night 
la oan through ccwtlier Mcrifioe ; 

The blood of Vane, 

HiB prison i>ain 
Who traced the path the Pilgrim trod. 

And hers whose faith 

Drew strength from death, 
And prayed her Russell up to Qod t 

Our hearts grow cold^ 
We lightly hold 
A right whi^ brave men died to gain ; 

The stake, the cord, 
The iixf, the sword, 
Grim uuibcs at itb birth of pain. 

mie shadow rend. 
And o'er us Ix-iul, 
O martyrs, with your crowns and 
palms, — 
Breathe through these throngs 
Your battle songs, 
Your scaffold prayers, and dungeon 
psalms t 

Look from the sky. 
Like God's great eye, 
Thon solemnnoon, with searchiog heam, 

Till in the sight 
Of thy pure light 
Our mean, self-seekiugs meaner seem. 

Shame from our hearts 

Unworthy arts. 
The fraud designed, the purpose dark ; 

Andsmne awav 

The hands we lay 
ProlSuiely on the sacred ark. 

To party claims 

Ana private aims, 
Bereal that august face of Troth, 

Whereto are given 

The age of hMkven, 
The beauty M immortal yoatli. 

So shall our voice 

Of sovereign choice 
Swell the deep b^s of duty done, 

And striki" the key 

Of time to be. 
When Ood and man shall speak as one ! 



THE OVEBp-HEABT. 

** Per of Him, and flifcni^ Hiin,uid fesIDm 
awattUiings,towtioBilwfl«7ibwwt!**—B4PU 

Above, below, in sky and sod. 

In leaf and spar, in star and man, 
Well might the wise Athenian scan 
The geometric sigiis of God, 
The measured order of his pUuL 

And India's mystics sang aright 
Of the One Life pervading all, — 
One Being's tidal rise and fall 

In soul and fonn, in sound and eighty — 
Eternal outflow and recall. 

God is : and man in guilt and fear 
The central fact of Nature owns ; — 
Kneels, trembling, by his altar-stones^ 

And darklv drer'^s the ghastly smear 
Of Uood, appeases and atones. 

Guilt shapes the Terror : dero within 
The human heart the secret lies 

Of all the hideous deities ; 
And, painted on a ground of sin. 
The fobled gods of torment rise t 

And what is He ? — The ripe gmin nods. 
The sweet dews fall, the sweet lioweis 
blow; 

But darker signs his presence show : 
The carth(iuake and the storm are Qod's^ 
And good and evil interflow. 

0 hearts of love ! O souls that turn 
Like sunflowers to the pure and best t 
To you the truth is manifest : 

For they the mind of Clirist tliseern 
•Who lean like John upon his breast 1 

In him of whom the sibyl told, 
For whom the prop3iflt*s harp was 

toned, 

Whose need the sage and magiaji 
owned, 

Tlie loving heart of God behold, 
The hope for which the ages groaned ! 

Fade, pom}> of dreadftil imagery 

Wherewith mankind have deified 
Their hate, and selfishness, and pride J 
Let the scared dreamer wake to see 
The Christ of Nasareth at his side I 

What doth that holy Guide require! — 
No rite of J^in, nor gift of blood, 
Bat man a Kindly hrotherhoody 
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Looking, where duty is deaire. 
To him, the beautiful and good. 

Gone be the faithleanMM of fear. 
And let thft pitying heaveii's iweet 

ruin 

Wadi out the altu^s bloody gUin ; 

The law of Hatred disappear, 
The law of Love alone remain. 

How fell the idols felee and grim ! — 

And lo ! their hideous wreck above 
The einblnns of the Lamb and Dove ! 
Han turus Irom God, not God from 
him ; 

And guilt, in aafferii^ whiapeia 
Lore I 

The world lits at the feet of Christ, 

Unknowing, blind, and mMK)nso1ed ; 
It yet shall touch his garment's ieiidf 
And feel the heavenly Alchemist 
Transfenn its -ray dost to gold. 

The theme l)efltting anc^rl tongnes 
Beyond a mortal's scope has grown. 
O heart of mine f with reverence own, 

The fulness which to it belongs, 
And trust the unknown for tite known. 



IK BEBDEHBRANCE OF JOSEPH 
STUBGE. 

In the fair land o'erwatched by Isclua's 
mountains, ^ 
Across the charmed bay 
Whose blue waves keep with Capri's sil- 
ver fountains 
Bnpetnal holiday, * 

A king lies dead, his wafer duly eaten, 
His gold-bought masses given ; 
And Bomea gnat altar smoEeB with 

gums to sweeten 
Her foulest gift to HeavoiL 

And while all Naples thriOa with mnte 

thanksgiving, 
The court of England's queen 
Por the dead monster so abhorred while 
living 

In monming gpurb la seen. 

"With a true sorrow God rebukes that 
feigning ; 
By lone Edgha rt oa'a aida 



Stands a ^reat city in the sky's nd 
ramine^ 
Bareheaded and wet^yed I 

Silent for once the restless hive of labar^ 
Save the low funeral tr^^ad, 

Or Toiee of craftsman whispering to his 
neighbor 
The good deeds of the dead. 

For him no minstei^s chant of the im- 

mortals 

Rose from the lips of sin ; 
No mitred priest swung back the heav- 
enly i)ortal8 

To let UM white sool in. 

But Age and Sickness framed their tear- 
ful feces 
In the low hovel's door, 
And 'fx&yen went up fiom, all the dark 
by-places 
Ana uhettoe of the poor. 

The pallid toiler and the negro chattel^ 

The v^rant of the street, 
The hnman dice wherewidi in games of 

battle 

The lords of earth oompeto. 

Touched with a grief that needs no out* 

ward draping, 
All swelled the long lament, 
Of grateful heai-ts, instead of marble, 

shapinff 
His 'newless monument I 

For never yet, with ritual pomp and 
splendor, 
In the long heretofore, 
A heart more loyal, wann, and tna, 

and tender. 
Has England's turf closed o'er. 

And if there fell from out ker grand old 
steeples 
No crash of brazen wail, 
The nrarmuTons woe of kindreds^ 

tongues, and peoples 
Swept in on eveiy gale. 

It csme from Holstein'a hirchen-helted 

meadows, 
And from the tropic calms 
Of Indian islaudii in the sun-smit shad, 
ows 

Of Occidental palms ; 
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From the looked naditatdi of the 

Bothnian peasants, 
And harbors of the Finn, 
Where wer^a worn victims saw Ida gentle 



Come aailing^ Chriat-like, in. 

To seek the loet, to hoild the old waste 

])!aces. 
To link the hostile shores 
Of severing seas, and sow with Eng- 
land's daisies 
The moas ct Finland'a moon. 

Thanks for the good mauls beautiful 
example. 

Who io the vOest saw 
Some sacred crypt or altar of a temple 

jStiil Tocu with God's law 

And heard with tender ear the gpliit 

si^^liing 
As from its prison cell. 
Fraying for pity, like tlie mournful cry- 
ing 

Of Jonah ont (tf heU. 

Not his the ^oldeu peu's or lip's per- 
sDasion, 
But a fine sense of right, 
And Truth's directness^ meeting each 
occasion 
Straight aa a line of lig^t. 

His £uth and works, like atreama that 
intermingle. 
In the aame channel ran : 
The oyatal cleameaa of an ey« kept 

sin^^le 

Shamed all the frauds of man. 

The very gentlest of all human natuea 
He joined to couraf^ strong, 

Aud love outreachiiig unto all God's 
crest area 
With atnidy hate of wrong. 

Tender as woman ; manliness and 
meekneaa 

In him were so allied 
That they who judged him by his 
strength or weakness 
Saw but a single side. 

Men failed, betrayed him, hot hia nal 
seemed nourished 
By failure and by £&11 ; 



Still a laige faith in homan-kind he 

cherished, 
And in God s love for alL 

And now he reata : hiagreatneaaand Ua 

sweetTK'ss 
No more shall seem at strife ; 
And death has moulded into calm com* 

]»leteness 
Ths statue of hia life. 

Where the dewa glisten and the song« 

birds warble. 
His dust ti) dust is laid, 
In Nature's keeping, with no pomp of 
marble 

To ahame hia modeat diade. 

The foiges glow, the hammers- all are 
ringing ; 
Beneath its smoky vale, 
Hard by, the city of hia lore ia awing- 

ing 

Its clamorous iron flail. 

But round his grsra are quietude and 

beauty. 

And the sweet heaTen abor^ — 
The fitting symbols of a life of dutj 
Transiigared into lorer f 



TRIKITAS. 

At mom I prayed, " I fain would see 
How lliree are One, and One is Three ; 
Bead the dark riddle unto me." 

I wandennl forth, the sun and air 
I sjiw bestowed with equal care 
Ou good and evil, foul and fidr. 

No partial favor dropped the rain ; — 
Alike the righteous and profane 
Ki'joiced abo^e their heading gndn. 

And my heart mnnnured, "Is it meet 
That blindfold Nature thus should treat 
With equal hand the tares and wheat ? '* 

A presence melted throuf^h my mood, — • 
A warmth, a light, a sense of good, 
Like suusliine through a winter wood. 

I saw that presence, mailed complete 
In her white innocence, pause to greet 
A Mien sister of the street. 
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Upon her bosom 800^7 paie 

Tlic lost 0110 clunfj, as ii secure 
From iuwai-d guilt or outward lure. 

" Beware ! " I said ; " in this I see 

Ko gain to Iht, but loss to thee : 
AVho touulies pitch deiiled must he." 

I passed the haunts of shame and sin, 

And a voict* Avhispei ed, " "Who therein 
Shall these lost fiouls to Heaven's peace 
win ? 

*' Who there shall hope and health dis- 
pense. 

And lift the ladder up from thence 
Whose loonds are prayers of penitence I" 

I said, "No higher life they know ; 
These earth-womis luve to have it no. 
Who stoops to raise them Btnks as low,** 

That iii^ht with painful care I read 
What Hippo's samt and Calvin said, — 
The living seeking to the dead J 

In vain I turned, in wean,' quest, 
Old pages, where (God give them rest !) 
The poor creed<-monger8 dreamed and 
guessed. 

And still I prayed, ' ' Lord, let rae see 
How Three are On^ and One is Three ; 
Bead the dark riddle unto me 1 " 

Then sometliing whispered, Dost thou 
pray 

For what thou hast ? This very day 
The Holy Three have crossed thy way. 

"IHd not the gifte of san and air 

To good and ill alike declare 

The all-compassionate f'ather^s care t 

"In the white soul that stooped to 

raise 

Tlie lo55t one from her evil ways, 
Thou saw'st the Christ, whom angels 
praise ! 

*' A bodiless Divinity, 

The still small Voice that spake to thee 

Was the Holy Spirit's mysteiy I 

** 0 blind of sight, of faith how small I 
Father, and Son, and iioly Call ; — 
This day thou hast denied them all t 



" Revealed in love and sacrifice, 
The Holiest ]>:i.ssed before thine eyes, 
One and the same, in. threefold guise. 

** The equal Father in rain and sun, 
His Christ in the good to evil done, 
His Voice in thy soul ; — and the Three 
are One 1 " 

I shut my grave Aquinas fast ; 
The monkish gloss of ages jjcst, 
The schoolman's creed aside 1 cast. 

And my heart answered, ** Lord, T see 
How Three tire One, und One is Three j 
Thy riddle hatii bccu read to me 1 " 



TH£ OLD BU&YING-GEOUm 

OuB Tales are sweet with fern and 

rose, 

Our hills are maple-crowned ; 
But not from them our fathers chose 
The Tillage hurying-grouud. 

The dreariest spot in all the land 

To Death they set apart ; 
With scanty grace fiwm Nature's hand, 

And none nom that of Art. 

A winding wall of mossy stone, 
Frost-flung and broken, lines 

A lonesome acre thinly grown 
With grass and wandering vines. 

Without the wall a htrch-tree shows 

Its drooped and tasselled head ; 
Within, a stag-homed suraaeh growSy 
Fem-leafed, with spikes of red. 

There, sheep that gnue tiie neighhoring 

plain 

Like white ghosts come and go. 
The faim-horse drags his fetlock chain^ 
The Gow-hell tinkles slow. 

Low moans the river from its bed. 

The distant pines reply ; 
Like mourners shrinking from the deady 

They stand apart and sigh. 

Unshaded smites the summer sun, 

Unchecked the winter blast ; 
The school-girl learns the place to 
shun. 

With gkaoes hackwikd oast. 
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For thuB our fathers testified, — 

That he might Tead who ran,— 
The emptiness of human pcide^ 
. Thenotbingneiaof man. 

They darad not plant the grave ivith 
flowers, 

Nor dress the funer.il pod, 
"Where, with a love as deep as ours, 
They left their dead with God. 

The hard and tliorny path they kept 

From beauty turned aside ; 
Kor missed over those who slept 

The graee to life denied. 

Yet still the wilding flowers would 
blow. 

The golden leaves wonld fidl. 

The seasons eonie, the seasons gO^ 
And God be good to all. 

Above the graves the blackberrr hung 
In bloom and gn.'cn its wreath, 

And harebells swung as if they rung 
The chimes of peace beneath. 

The lieauty Nature loves to share, 

Thi' gifts she hath r>r all, 
The common light, the common air, 

(Vererept the graveyard's walL 

It knew the glow of eventide. 

The sunrise and tlie noon. 
And gloritied and sauclilied 

It uept beneath the moon. 

With flowers or snow-flakes for its sod, 

Around the seasons ran, 
And evenuore the love of God 
Rebuked the fear of man. 

We dwell with fears on either hand. 

Within a daily strife, 
And spectral problems waiting stand 

Before the gpttes of life. 

The doubts we vainly seek to solve, 
The tniths we know, are one ; 

The known and nameless stars reYolTO 
Anmnd the Central Son. 

And if we reap as we have sown. 

And take the dole we deal. 
The law of pain is love alc)iii8^ 

The wounding is to heaL 
16 



Unharmed from change to change we 

glide. 

We fall as in our dieams ; 

The far-olf terror at otir side 
A smiling angel seems. 

Secure on God's all-tender heart 

Alike rest great and small ; 
Why fear to lose our little part^ 

When he is pledged for all f 

0 fearful heart and troubled brain I 
Take hope and strength from tius, 

That Natore never hints in vain, 
Kor prophesiea amisa. 

Her wild birds sing the same sweet stave. 
Her lights and airs are siven 

Alike to playground and uie grave ; 
And over Mth is Heaven. 



THE PIPES AT LUCENOW. 

Pipes of the misty moorlands, 
Voice of the glens and hiUs ; 

The droning of the torrents, 

The treble of the rills ! 
Not the braes of broom and heather, 

Nor the mountains dark with rain. 
Nor maiden bower, nor border towe% 

Have heard your sweetest stndu 1 

Dear to the Lowland reaper, 

And plaided mountaineer, — 
To the cottage and the enstlV 

The Scottish pipes are dear ; — 
Sweet sounds the ancient i)ibroch 

O'er mountain, loch, and glade ; 
But the sweetest of all music 

The pipes at Lucknow played. 

Day by day the Indian tiger 

louder yelli'd, and Tiear»'r crept ; 
Round and round the jungle-serjHJUt 

Near and nearer circles swept. 
** Pray fw rescue, wives and mothers, — 

Pray to-day ! " tli<> soldier said ; 
"To-morrow, death 's Ix tween us 
And the wrong and shame we dread.* 

0, they liRtmiod, looked, and waited. 
Till their hope became despair j 

And the sobs of low bewailing 
Filled the pauses of their prayer. 

Then up spake a Scottish maiden, 
With bet ear unto the ground s 
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" Dinna ye hear it ? — diuna ye hear it ! 
The pipes o' Havelock sound ! " 

Hushed the wounded man his groaning ; 

Hushed the wife her little ones ; 
Alouc tluiy heard the drum-roll 

And the roar of Sepoy guns. 
But to sounds of honie and childhood 

The Hij^'hhiud ear was true — 
As her uioiher's ciudle-crooning 

The niountain pipes she knew. 

Like the nuirch of soundless music 

Through the vision of the seer. 
More of feeling than of hearing 

Of the heart than of the ear, 
She knew the (honing; jtibroch, 

She know the CamplK-U's call : 
»« Hark I hear ye no* Mai Gregor'i^ — 

The grandest o' them all 1 

0, they listened, tlumb and breathless. 

And they caught the sound at last ; 
Faint and fur beyond the Goomtee 

Kosc and fell the ]>i{»er's blast ! 
Then a burst of wild thauksgiving 

Mingled woman's Toice and man's ; 

CkKl pe iiraised ! — the march of Have* 
lock ! 

The piping of the clans ! " 

Louder, nearer, fierce as vengeance, 

Sharp and shrill sus swords at sti ife, 
Came the wild MacGregor's cluu-cail, 

Stinging all the air to life. 
But when the far-off dnst-clond 

To plaided legions grew, 
i'uU tenderly and blithesomely 

The pipes of rescae blow I 

Kound the silver domes of Tjucknow, 

Moslem mosque and Pagan ahriue. 
Breathed the air to Britons deai«8t» 

The air of Auld I^ng Syne. 
O'er the cruel roll of war-dnims? 

Eose that sweet and homelike strain ; 
And the tartan cHoFe the turban, 

As the Goomtee cleayes the plain. 

Dear to the corn-land reaper 

And plaided mountaineer, — 
To the cottage and the castle 

The piper's song is dear. 
Sweet sounds the Gaelic pibroch 

0*er nionntain, glen, and glade ; 
But the sweetest of all nnisic 

Tha Pipes at Lucknow played 1 



MY PSALM. 

I xouBR no more my vanished yean : 

Beneath a tender rain, 
An April rain of smiles and teai^ 
My heart is yonng again. 

The west- winds blow, and, singing low, 
1 hear the glad streams run ; 

The windows of my soul 1 throw 
Wide open to the snn. 

Ifo longer forward nor behind 

I look in hone or fear ; 
But, grateful, take the good I find. 

The best of now and here. 

I plough no more a desert land. 
To harvest weed and tare ; 

The manna drop]>ing from Hod's hand 
Kebukes my paiul'ui caie. 

I break my pilgrim staff, — I lay 

Aside the toiling oar ; 
The angel sought so far away 
1 welcome at my door. 

The airs of spring may never play 

Among the ripening com, 
Nor freshness of the flowers of May 
Blow through the autumn morn ; 

Yet shall the blue-eyed gentian look 

Through fringed lids to heaven. 
And the i)ale aster in the brook 
Shall see its image given ; — 

The woods shall wear their robes of 

praise, 

Tlie south-wind softly sigh. 
And sweet, calm days in golden base 
Melt down the amber sky. 

Not less shall manly deed and word 

Rebuke an age of wron g ; 
The graven flowers that wreathe the 

sword 

Make not the blade less strong. 

Bnt sndHnff bands shall learn to besl, — 

To braid as to destroy ; 
Nor less my heart for others fed 

That I the more enjoy. 

All as God wilb, who wisely heeda 
Tp give or to withheld^ 
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And knoweth more of all my needs 
Thiin all my pnyers Iuto told t 

Enough that blessings undeserved 

Have marked my erring track ; — 

That wheresoe'er my feet have swerved, 
Hia chastening tuned me back ; — 

That more and more a Providence 

Of love is understood. 
Making the springs of time and sense 

Sweet with eternal good ; — 

That death seems bat a covered way 

Wliich opens into light, 
Wherein no blinded child can stray 
Beyond the Father's sight ; — 

That^iare and trial seem at last. 

Through Memory's sunset air, 
Like mountain-ranges overpast. 
In purple di^itauce fair ; — 

That all the jarring notes of llfo 

Soom blending in a psalm. 
And all the angles of its strife 
Slow xoandiiig into calm* 

And so the shadows fall apart. 
And so the west-winds play ; 

And ail the windows of my heart 
I open to the day. 



L£ liAEAIS DU C76N£.« 

. A BLirsH as of roses 

Where rose never grew ! 
Great drops on the bunch-gniSS, 

But not of the dew 1 
A taint in the sweet air 

For wild bees to shun I 
A stain that shall never 

Bleach out in the sun 1 

Back, steed of the prairies ! 

Sweet song-bird, fly back I 
Wheel hither, bald vulture I 

Gray wolf, call thy pack I 
The foul himian vultures 

Have feasted and fled ; 
The wolves of tlie Border 

Hare crept tnm the dead. 

From the hearths of their cabins^ 
The helds of their com. 



Unwarned and nnweaponed. 
The victims were torn, — 

By the whirlwind of murder 
Swooped up and swept on 

To the low, reedy fen-lauds, 
The Marsh of the Swan. 

With a vain plea for mercy 

No stout knee was crooked ; 
In the mouths of the rifles 

Bight manly they looked. 
How jwleil the May sunshine^ 

0 Marais du Cygne ! 
On death for the strong life. 

On red grass for green 1 

In the homes of their rearing^ 

Yet warm with their Uves» 
Ye wait the dead only. 

Poor children and wives t 
Put out the red forge -tire, 

The smith shall not come ; 
Unyoke the brown oxen, 

The pfonghman lies dmnb. 

Wind slow from the Swan's MaiBb* 

0 dreary death-train. 
With pressed lips as bloodless 

As lips of the slain ! 
Kiss down the young eyelids, 

Smooth down the gray hairs ; 
tears quench the corses 

That bum throng your jnytn* 

Strong man of the prairies, 

Mourn bitter and wild I 
Wail, desolate woman t 

Weep, fatherless child I 
But the grain of Go<l springs up 

From ashes beneatli. 
And the crown of his hsmst 

Is life out of death. 

^ot in vain on the dial 
The shade mores slong^ 

To point the great contrasts 

Of right and of wrong : 
Free homes and free altars. 

Free prairie and flood, — 
The reeds of tlie Swan's ^lan^ 

Whose bloom is of blood 1 

On the lintels of Kansas 

That blood shall not drv > 
Henceforth the Bad An^ 
Shall harmless go by ; 
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HflttOflfeftil to tho MDMtl^ 

Uncheckeil on her msjp 
Shall Liberty follow 
The march of the day. 



"THE KOCK" IN £L GHOB. 

Dbao Petim in her liiU-toiiib deq^ 
Her stoneB of emptiness renMdn ; 

Around her Kculptuivd my.sten' sweeps 
The lonely waste ol Ldom's plain. 

From the doomed dweUen in the cleft 
The bow of vengeance turns not back ; 

Of all her myriads none are left 
Along the Wady Mooaa's tisdc. 

Clear in thr hot Arabian day 

licr arches spring, her statues climb ; 
Unchanged, the graven wonders pay 

Ko tribute to tne spoiler, Time t 

Unchanged the awful lithograph 

Of jKjwer and glor}' undertrod, — 
Of natiomi acattored like the chi^ 
< Hown from the threafaing-floor of God. 

Yet shall the thoughtful stranger turn 
From Petra's gates, with deeper awe 

To mark afar the burial urn 
Of Aaion on the clifia of Hor ; 

And where upon ita ancient guard 
Thy Rock, £l Ghor, is standing yet, — 

Looks from its turrets dcsertwani. 
And keeps the watch that God has 
aet 

The same as when in thunders loud 
It heard the voice of God to man, — 

Aa when it aaw in fire and doud 
The angeb walk in lamd'a Taa ! 

Or when from Ezion-Geber's way 
It saw the long procession file, 

And heard the Hebrew tinibi els p]|^ 
The muaio of the lordly Hila f 

Or aaw the tabernacle pause, 
Clond-bonnd, by Kadeah Bamea's 

wells, 

While Moses graved the sacred laws, 
And Aaron swung his golden bells. 

Kock of the desert, prophet-suncr ! 
How grew its shadowing pile at length, 



A nuhaly ia iSbtt Hebnnf tongae, 
or God*8 etOMl Wve and atra^Oi. 

On lip of bard and scroll of seer, 
Frwn age to age went down the name^ 

Until the Shiloh's promised jrear, 
And (Jhriaty the Aock of Agea^ easae I 

The path oflifowe walk to-day 

Is strange as that the Hebrews trod ; 

We need the shadowing rock, as they, — 
We need, like them, the guides of God. 

God send his angels. Cloud and Fire^ 
To lead us o'er the desert sand ! 

God give our hearts their long desire^ 
His shadow in a weary land I 



ON A FEAYER-BOOK, 

WITH ITS FROMTiaPIBCB, AST 80HBV- 

TER'S " CIIllISTUS C0K80LATOB," 
AMF.KirANTZED BY THE OMU8IOK 07 
THE liLACK MAN. 

0 Art ScnKFTEB ! when beneath thine 

f'Ve, 

Touched with the light that cometh 

frain ahov^ ^ 
Grew the sweet pieton of the dear 
Lord's love, 
No dream hadst thou that Christian 

hands would tear 
Therefrom the token of his equal care. 
And make thy asymbol of hia truth a 
lie! 

The poor, dnmV aUve whoaa ahacikles 
fall aiway 

In his compassionate gtte, grubbed 

smoothly out^ 
To mar no oxire the CKerciae devout 
Of sleek oppression kneeling down to 

pray 

Where the great oriel stains the Sabbath 
day I 

Let whoso ean before such pra3ang-book8 
Kneel on hia Telvet enahioa ; I, for 

one. 

Would sooner how, a Parsee, to the. 
sun. 

Or tend a jmiyer-wheal in Thibetar 

brooks, 

Or beat a drum on Yedo's temple- 
floor. 

No falser idol mnn has bowod "before. 
In Indian groves or iahinds of the sea^ 
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Than that wbicli through the quaini< 
carved Oothic door 
Looks forth, — a Ghuzdi without hu- 
manity ! 

Patron of pride, and prejudicei and 

wrongs — — 
The rich man's chum and fbtish of 

the strong, 
The £terual Fulness meted, clipped, and 
shorn. 

The seamless robe of equal merey torn, 
The dear Christ hiddoi from his idndied 
flesh, 

And, in hit^oor onei^ emdfied afMi 1 
Better the simple Lama scattering wide, 
Where sweeps the storm Aloehan's 

stepjpes alon£^ 
His paper horsea for the lost to lide, 
And wearying Boddha with his pn^era 

to make 

The figures living for the traveller's sake, 
Than ne who hopes with cheap praise to 
h^ilc 

The ear of God, dishonoring man the 

while ; 

Who dreams the pearl gate's hinges, 

rusty grown, 
Aw moved by flattery's oil of tcmgne 

alone ; 

That in the scale Eternal Justice bears 
The generous deed weighs less than self- 

isli iiraycrs, 
And words intoned with graceful unction 
move 

The Eternal Goodness mem than Hves 

of truth and love. 
. Alas, the Church I — The reverend head 

of Jay, 

Enhaloed witkits saintly sSlyered hair. 
Adorns no more the places of her 

prayer ; 

And brave young Tyng, too early called 
away, 

Troubles the Haman of her courts no 

more 

Like the just Hebrew at the Assyrian's 
door; 

And h r sweet ritual, beautifiil hut 

(lead 

As the dry husk from which the grain 
is shed. 

And holy hymns tnm which the life 

devout 

Of saints and martyrs has wellnigh 
gone out, 
USm eaadks dying in cKhanstod 
•It, 
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For Sabbath use in measured grists are 
ground; 

And, ever while the spiritual null goes 

round, 

Between the upper and the nether 
stones, 

Uaseen, unheard, the wretched hond- 

man groans, 
And urges his vain plea, prayer-smoth? 
ered, anthem-orowned I 

0 heart of mine, keep patience 1 — Look* 

ing forth, 

Asfiom the Mount of yiaiflii, I hehciUy 
Pure, just, and free, the Church of Christ 

on earth, — 
The martyr's dream, the golden age 
foretold ! 

And finmd, at lut^ the mystic Oraal I 

see, 

Brimmed with His blessing, pass from 
lip to lip 

In sacred pledge of human fellowship ; 

And over all the songsof angels hear, — 
Songs of the love msA casteth out ail 
fear, — 

Songs of the Gospel of Humanity ! 
Lo ! in the mids^ with the same look 

he wore. 

Healing and blessing on Genesaret's 
shore. 

Folding together, with the all-tender 

might 

Of his great love, the dark hands and 
the white^ 
Stands the Consder, soothing eveiy 

pain, 

Making all burdens light, and breaking 
every chain. 



TO J. T. r. 

ON A BLANK LEAF OF '*P0BM8 PBINT- 
ED, NOT PUBUSHBD." 

Well thought I who would not rather 
hear 

TTip pongs to Love and Friendship sang 
Than those which move the strangev^ 

tongue. 
And feed' his unseleeted ear t 

Our social joys are more than fame ; 
Life withers in the public look. 
Why mount the pillory ci a bool^ 
Or harter oomfinrt for a name I 
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Who in a house of glass would dwell. 
With cunous eyes at every pane f 

To ring him in and out again, 
Who wants the public crier's bell I 

To see the angel in one's way, 
Who -waits to ])lay thf ass's l»art, — 
Bear on his l);i< k the wizard Art, 
And in his service speak or bray ? 

And who his manly locks would shave, 
And quench the eyes of common sense. 
To share the noisy recompense 
That mocked tin ahom and blinded 
slave f 

The heart has needs bevond the head, 

And, storTing in the jJenitnde 

Of strange gifiti^ eiayee its common 

ffMxl, 

Our huuiau nature's daily bread. 

We are but men ; no gods are we. 
To sit in mid-heaven, coUi and bleak, 
Eacli separate, on his paiuful peak, 
Thin-eloaked in setf^oomphusency I 

Better his lot whose axe is swung 
In Wartburg woods, or that ^Kwr girl's 
Who hy the Um her spindle whiru 
And singv the songs that Lather sni^ 

Than his who, old, and cold, and vain, 
At Weimar sat, a demigod, 
And howed with JoTe*s imperisl nod 
His Totaries in and oat agsin I 

Ply, Vanity, thy wingM feet ! 
Ambition, hew thy rocky stair 1 
Who envies him who feeds on air 
The icy splendor of his seat f 

1 see your Alps, ahove me, cut 
The dark, cold sky ; and dim and lone 
I see ye sitting, — stone on stone, ~ 
With homan senses dolled and shat 



T could not reach you, if I would, 
Nor sit among your cloudy shai>es ; 
And (spare the fable of the grapes 
And fox) I would not if I ooaloL 

Keep to your lofty pedestals ! 
Tlie safer plain below I choose ; 
Who never wins can rarely lose. 
Who never cUmba as rarely falls. 



Let such as love the eagle's 
Divide with him his home of ice : 

For me shall gentler notes suffice, — «- 
The valley 'Song of bird and stream ; 

The pastoral bleat, the drone of beei^ 

The llail-beat chiming' far away. 

The cattle-low, at shut uf day. 

The voice of God in leal and breeze ! 

Then lend thy hand, my wiser friend^ 
And help me to the vales Ijelow, 
(la tnith, 1 have not far to go,) 
where sweel with ilowers m fields 
tend. 



THE FALH-TREB. 

Is it the palm, the cocoa-palm, 

On the Indian Sea, by the isles of holm t 

Or is it a ship in the breeseless calm t 

A ship whose keel is of palm beneath. 
Whose ribs of palm. have a palm-baik 

sheath. 

And a rudder of palm it steereth with. 

Branches of pefan are its spars and rail% 

Fibres of palm are its woven sails. 
And the rope is of palm that idly trails I 

What does the gooA diip bearso well f 

The cocoa-nut with its stony shell. 
And the milky sap of its inner cell. 

What are its iars, so smooth and fine, 
But hollowed nutfl^ filled with oil and 
wine. 

And the cabbage that ripens nnder the 
linef 

Who smokes his nai^eh, cool and calm ? 
The master, whose conning snd skill 

could charm 
Caigo and ship from the boonteoos palm. 

In the cabin he sits on a palm-mat soft. 
From a beaker of palm his drink is 

quaffed, 

And a ]iaim-thatch shields from the SOU 
aloft I 

His dress is woven of palmy strands, 
And he holds a palm-leaf scroll in his 

hands. 

Traced with the Prophet's wise com* 
mands 1 
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The turban folded about his head 
Was daintily wrought of the pdm-lcaf 
braid, 

And the fiui that oools him of palm was 
made. 

Of threads of palm was the carpet spun 
Whereon he kneels when the dav is done. 
And the foreheads of Islam are bowed as 
. onet 

To hnn the palm la a sift divine, ' 
Wherein all uses of man (omliine, — 
Hoosa^ and laimen^ and tood, and wine ! 

And, in the hour of hin i^rcat release, 

His nwd of the palm shall only cease 
With the shroud wherein he lieth in 
peace. 

" Allah il Allah ! " he sings his ]isalm. 
On the Indian S*-.!, })y the islps of halm ; 
<* Thanks to Allah who gives the palm 1" 



LINKS,' 

ftEAD AT THE BOSTON CELEBRATION OF 
THS HUNDREDTH ANNiyBll81.BT OF 
THB BIBTH OF BOBBBT VOKKB, 25tH 
18T MO., 1859. 

Howsweedf eome the holy psslms 

From saints and martyrs down, 
rhc waving of triumphsd palms 

Above the thorny crown ! 
The choral praise, the chanted pnym 

From Ji irps by angels strung. 
The luintcd Cameron's monntaiu airs. 
The hymns that Luther suug 1 

Vet, jarring not the hravpnly note^ 
The sonnds of earth are h' ;inl, 

As through the open minster tloats 
The song of breeae and bird! 

Hot less the wonder of the sky 
That daisies bloom Ix^low ; 

The brook sings on, though loud and 
high 

The cbndy otgana Uow I 

And, if the tender ear be jarred 
That, haply, hears by turns 

The saintly harp of Olney's haid, 
The pastoral pipe of Burns, 

No discord mars His perfect plan 
Who gave them both a tongue ; 



For he who sings the love of man 
The love of God hath sung 1 

To-day be every fault forgiven 

Of him in whom we joy ! 
We take, with thanks, the gold of Heaven 

And leave the earth's alloy. 
Be ours his music as of spring; 

His sweetness as of flo\^■PI•s, 
The songs the bard hiniself mig|lt sing 

lu holier ears than ours. 

Sweet airs of love an<l home^ the hum 

Of honsrliold melodies. 
Come singing, as the robins come 

To sing in door-yard trees. 
And, heart to hrnrt, two nations lean. 

No rival weaths to twine. 
But blending in eternal green 

The holly and the pine I 

THE RED RIVEE VOYAGEUR. 

Out and in the river is winding 

The links of its long, r»'d 'dmin 
Throngh bolts of dusky }iine-iaud 
Ami gusty leagues of plain. 

Only, at times, a smoke- wreatli 

With the drifting cloud-rack joins, — 

The smoke of the hunting-lodges 
Of the wfld Assiniboina I 

Drearily blows the north-wind 
From the land of ice and snow ; 

The eyes that look are weary. 
And heavy the hands that row. 

And with one foot on the water. 

And one upon the shore, 
The Angel of Shadow gives warniog 

That day shall be no more. 

Is It the clan|i; of wild-geese f 

Is it the Indian's yell, 
That lends to the voice of the norths 
wind 

The tones of a fiir-off bell f 

Tlie voyacTUr smilos as ho listens 
To the sound that grows a])ace ; 

Well he knows the vesper ringing 
Of the bells of St Bonifaoe. 

The bells of the Roman Mission, 
That call from their turrets twain* 
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To the boatman on the river. 
To the hunter on the pLiin 1 

Even 80 in our mortal joomey 

The bitter iioilh- winds bluw. 
And thus u]H>ii lilc's Ki d liiver 
Our hcartii, as oar^eu, row. 

And wImd the Angel of Shadow 

Rests liis feet on wave and shora^ 
And our t-yes grow dim with wutching 
And our hearUt iuiut at the oar, 

Hnpfyj is he who beanth 

Tlie signal of his n^lease 
In the bells of tbo Holy City, 
The chimes of eternal peace I 



KENOZA LAKB. 

As Adani did in Paradise, 

To-day the primal right we claim : 
Fair mimr of the woou and akiu. 

We giTd to thee a name. 

Lake of the pickerel ! — let no more 
The efihoesanswer back, *' Great Pond," 

Bat sweet Kenoan, from thy sbrae 
And watchii^ IdDs beyond, 

liCt Indian ghosts, if snch there be 
Who ply unseen their ahadowy lines, 

OaH \msk the aneient name ta thee. 
As with the Toiee of pinea. 

The shores we trod as barefoot boys. 
The nutted woods we wandered 
through. 

To tHendfibip^ love^ and social joys 
We eonaecnte anew. 

'Here shall the tender song be sung, 
And memoiya dirges soft and low. 

And wit shall sparkle on the tongue, 
And mirth shall overflow. 

Harmless as summer lightning pla^s 
From a low, hidden eload oy mi^t, 

A l^ht to set the hills ablaze, 
But not a bolt to smite. 

In sunny South and prairied West 
Are exiled hearts ramembering stilt 



As bees their hive, as birds Hhtil 
The homes of UaverhilL 

They join us in our rites to-day ; 
And, listening, we may hou, 
long. 

From inlsnd Iske end ocean bsjt 
The echoes of our song. 

Kenoza ! o'er no sweeter lake 
Shall morning bieek or noon-dond 
sail, — 

No fairer face than thine shall taJbs 
The sunset's golden veiL 

Long be it ere the tide of trade 
Sball break with hanh-rewNmdi]^ 
din 

The qniet of thy banks of shadi^ 
And hills that fold thee in. 

Still let thy woodlands hide the hare. 
The shy loon sound his trum^et-uotei. 

Wing-weary from his fields of air. 
The wild-goose on thee float 

Thy peace rebuke our feverish stir. 
Thy beauty our deforming strife ; 

Thy woods and watci-s niiuister 
The healing of their life. 

And sinless Mirth, flrom care released. 

Behold, unaw ed, thy mirrored sJ^r* 
Smiling as snnled on ('ana's feast 
The Master's loving eye. 

And when the summer day grows dim. 

And light mists walk thy mimic 
Revive in us the thought of Uim 
Who wslked on Oa&lee I 



TO G. B. C. 

So spake Esaias : so, in words of flame^ 
Tekoa's prophet-herdsmsn smote wilii 

blame 

The traffickers in men, and pot toshame^ 

All exirth and heaven before 
The aaoerdotal robbers of the poor. 

All the dread Scriptore lives for thee 

again. 

To smite like lightning on the hands 

profane 

Lifted to bless the dave-whip and the 
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Ohm mom tlw M Hebnw tongue 
fiencU with the shafis of .Qod a bow 
new-strux^t 

Take up the mantle whieh the prophets 
wore ; 

Warn with their warningp, — ahow the 

Christ once more 
Bound, scourged, and eraeffied bk his 

blameless poor ; 
Aiul sluike above our land 
The uuiiuenched bolts that blazed in 
Hosea's hand f 

Not vainly ahalt thou oaat upon our 

years 

The aolemn buidena of the Orknt am. 
And amite with trath a guilty nation's 

ears. 

Mightier was Luther's word 
Than Seckingen's nudled arm or Hut- 
ton'a awoid I 



THE SISTEBS. 

A PIOTUBB BT BABBT. 

The shade for me, but over thee 
The lingering sunshine atiU ; 

As* smiling, to the silent stream 
Comes down the singing rill. 

So come to me, my little one* — 

My years with thee 1 share, 
And mingle with a sister's love 
A mother's tender care. 

But keep the smile upon thy lip^ 

The trust upon thy biow ; 
Since for the dear one God hath called 

We have an angd now. 

Our rnollier from tlie fields of heaven 

Shall still her ear incline ; 
Nor need we fear her human love 

Is lees for love divine. 

The songs are sweet they sing beneath 

The trees of life so fair. 
But sweetest of the songs of heaven 

Shall be her children's prayer. 

Then, darling, rest upon my breast. 

And teach my heart to lean 
With thy sweet trust upon the arm 
Which folds us both unseen 1 



FOR THE AGRICULTURAL AND HORTT- 
GULTUBAL EXHIBITION AT AMESB'^RY 
AKD SALISBURY, SEPT. 28, 1868. 

This day, two hundred years ago, 
The wUd grape by the river's side, 

And tast^ew gnnmdnat trailini^ low, 
The taUe of the woods supplied. 

Unknown the apple's red and gold. 
The blushing tint of peaoh and psar i 

The mirror of tne Powow told 
No tale of orchaids ripe and mie. 

Wfld as the firuits lie scorned to till. 

These vales the idle Indian trod ; 
^Tor knew the glad, creative skill, — 
The joy of him who toils with God. 

O Painter of the fruits and flowers ! 

We thank thee for thy wise design 
Whereby these human hands of ours 

In Nature's garden work with thine. 

And thanks that from our daily need 
The joy of simple faith is born ; 

That he who smites tlie summer weed. 
Hay trust tfaee for the antnnin com. 

Give fools their gold, and knaves their 
power ; 

Let lortune's bubbles rise and fidl ; 

Who sows a field, or trains a flower, 
Or plants a tre^ is more than all. 

For he who blesses most is blest ; 

And God and man shall own his wortil 

Who toils to leave as his bequest 
An added beauty to the earth. 

And, soon or late, to all that sow, 

The time of harvest shall be fj^iven ; 
The flower shall bloom, the fruit shall 
grow. 

If not on earth, at lectin heaven 



THE PREACHER. 

I rs windows nasliing to the sky, 
Beneath a thousand roofs of brown. 

Far down the vale, my friend and I 
Beheld the old and quiet town ; 

The ghostly sails that out at sea 
I Flapped their white wings of mystery 
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The heach6t|^liunierin^ in the sun. 
And thf low wooded cuik's that run 
Int^ the sea-mitit north and south ; 
The Mnd-blnfls at the river'e moath ; 
The swinging chaiii-bi i>i;^<-, and, afiUy 
The foun-line of the hAibor-bar. 

Orer the woods mnd ineadow*1uidt 

A crimson-tinted shadow lay 

Of douds thioogh which the aettiiig 

day 

Flung a slant glory far away. 
It glittered on the wet sea-sands. 

It flaniiMl upon the city's panes, 
Smote the wlute sails of ships that wore 
Outward or iu, and glided o er 

The ateeplea with their Teering Tanes ! 

^while my friend with rapid search 
O'erran the landircape. * * Yonder spire 
Orer gray roofs, a shaft of fire ; 

mat is it,* pray |»» — " The Wldtefield 

Church ! 

Walled about by its basement stonos, 
There rest the mamdlous prophet's 
bones." 

Then as our homeward way wo walked, 
Of the great preacher's life wc talked ; 
And throngh the mystery of our theme 
TIk' ouiv.Hul gloiyeeemed to stream. 
And Nature's self interpreted 
The doubtful record of the dead ; 
And every level beam that smote 
The sails upon tlie dark afloat 
A symlu)! of tlie li^^lit Ix'came 
Which touched the shadows of our 
blame 

With tongnea of Penteoostal flame. 

Over the roofs of tlie pioneers 
Gathers the moss of a hundred years ; 
On man and his woilca has puaed the 

change 

Which needs must he in a century's 
ran^. 

The land lies open and warm In the sun, 

Anvils clamor and mill-wheels run, — 
flocks on the hillsides, herds on the 
plain, 

The wildemess gladdened with fimit and 

prain ! 

But the living faith of the settlers old 
A dead profession their cliildrcn hold ; 
To the hist of office and greed of trade 
A stepping-stone is the altar made. 
The Cnurch, to place and power the 
door. 



Rebukes the sin of the world no more, 
Nor sees its I>ord in the homeless poor. 
Everywhere is the graspiug hand, 
And eager adding of land to land : 
And earth, whien aeemed to the nthen 
meant 

But as a pilgrim's wayside tent, — 

A nightly shelter to rold away 

When the Lord ihoiild eall at fhe break 

of day, — 
Solid and steadfast seems to be, 
And Time has foi)gotten Eternity 1 

But fresl) and green finom the rottinig 

roots 

Of primal forests the young growth 
shoots ; 

From the death of the oM the new |ir>- 

ceeds, 

And the life of truth from the rot of 

* creeds : 
On the ladder of God, which upward leads, 
The stej)S of progress are human needs. 
For his judgments still are a mighty 
deep^ 

And the eyes of his proridenoe nerer 

sleep : 

When the night is darkest he gives the 
mom ; 

When the famuie is soieet^ the wine 
and com 1 

ft 

In the church of the wfldemesB Edwards 
wrought, 

Shaping his creed at the foi^ge of 

thought ; 

And with Thors own hammer welded 

and bent 
The iron links of his argtiment, 
Which strove to grasp in its mighty span 
The purjiose of God and the fate of man ! 
Yet faithful still, in his daily round 
To the weak, and the poor, and ain-aick 

found, 

The schoolman's lore and the casuist's art 
Drew warmth and life from his ferrent 

heart. 

Had he not seen in tlie Folitudes 
Of his deep and dark Northampton 
woods 

A vision of love about him fall ? 
Not the blinding splendor which fell on 
Saul, 

But the tenderer glory that rests on them 

Who walk in the New Jerusalem, 
Where never the sun nor moon aie 
known. 
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Bat the Lord and hiB love are the light 

alone ! 

And watchingthe sweet, still countenance 
Of the wile of his bosom rapt in trance, 
Had he not treasured each broken word 
Of the mystical wonder seen and heard; 
And lovod the beautiful dreaninr more 
That thus to the deiiert of earth she bore 
CluBters of Kschol from Canaan's shore ? 

Ab the barley-winnoirar, holding with 

pain 

Aloft in waiting his chaff and grain, 
Joyfully welcomes the far-otf breeze 
Soundiiit^ the pine-tree's slender keys, 
So he who hau waited long to hear 
The sound of the Spirit drawing near, 
Like that which the son of Iddo heard 
Wh^ thf> feet of angels the myrtles 
stirred, 

Felt the answer of prayer, at last, 
As over his chnrch the afflatus passed, 
Breaking its sleep as breezes break 
To sua- bright ripples a stagnant lake. 

At first a tremor of silent fear. 

The creep of the flesh at danger near, 
A vague foreboding and discontent. 
Over the hearts of the [>eople went. 
All nature warned in sounds and signs : 
The wind in the tops of the forest pines 
In the name of the Highest called to 
prayer,^ 

Asthe muezzin calls fromtlie minaret 

stair. 

Througli eeih'd chamliers of secret sin 
Sudden and stmng the light shone in ; 
A guilty sense of his neighbor's needs 
Startled the man of title-deeds ; 
The trembling hand of the worldling 
shook 

The dust of years firom the Holy Book ; 
And the psalms of David, forgotten long; 
Took tiie place of the scoifer's song. 

TbB impulse spread like the outward 

course 

Of waters moved by a central force : 
The tide of sniritual life rolled down 
From inland mountains to seaboard 
town. 



Hearts are like wax in the furnace, who 
Shall mould, and shape, and cast them 

anew ? 

Lo 1 by the Merrimack Whitkfield 
stands 

In the temple that never was made by 

hands, — 
Curtains of azure, and crj^stal wall, 
And dome of the sunshine over all ! — 
A homeless pilgrim, with dubious name 
P>l()\vn about on the winds (jf fame ; 
Now as an angel of bles.sing classed. 
And now as a mad enthusiast. 
Called in his youth to sound and gauge 
The moral lapse of his nu'.e and a^^'e, 
And, sharp as truth, the contrast draw 
Of human frailty and iicrfect law ; 
Possessed by the one dread Uiought that 

lent 

Its goad to his fiery teinpei-ainent. 
Up and down the world he went, 
A John the Baptist crying, — Repent ! 

No perfect whole can our nnture make J 
Here or there the circle will break ; 
Tlie orb of life as it takes the light 
On one side leaves the other in night. 
Never was saint so good and great 
As to give no chance at St. Peter's gate 
For the plea of the DeWrs advocate. 
So, incomplete by his lH»ing*s law, 
Tlie marvellous ])reat her had his flaw : 
j With step unequal, and lame with faults, 
His shade on the path of History halts. 

Wisely and well said the Kastem bald : 
Fear is easy, but love is hard, — 
Easv to glow with the Santon*s rage. 

And walk on the Meecan ])ilgrima^ ; 
Hut he is greatest nm\ best who can 
Worship Allah by loving man. 

Thus he, — to whom, in the painful 

stress 

Of zeal on lire from its own excess, 
Heaven seemed so vast and earth so small 
That man was nothing, since God was 

all,— 

Forgot, as the best at time^ have done, 
That the love of the Lord and of man 
are one. 

Little to him whose feet unshod 



Prepared and ready the altar stands 

Waiting the prophet's outstretched The thorny path of the desert trod, 

hands Careless of pain, so it led to Go<l, 

And prayer availing, to downward call . Seemed the hunc^er-pang and the poor 
The fiery answer in view of all. | man's wrong. 



i 

Digitized by Google 



252 



POEMS AND LYBICS. 



The weak ones trodden l^eneath the 

strong. 

Should the worm 'he chooser t— the 

cluy withstand 
Tb» shaping will of the potter's hand ! 

In the Indian fiihle Arjoon hears 
The scorn of a god rebuke his fears : 
**Sr)are thy pity ! " Krishna saith ; 
*' Not in thy sword is the pow«r of 
death ! 

All is illusion, — loss but seems ; 
rieasure and pain are only dreains ; 
Who deems he sUyeth doth not kiU ; 
Who counts as slain is living still. 
Strike, nor fear thy blow is criTne ; 
Nothing dies but the cheats of time ; 
Slain or dayer, small the odds 
To each, immortal aa Indxa'a gods I" 

So by Savannah's banks of shade. 

The atones of bis misdoii tho preadier 

laid 

On the heart of the n^po emahed and 
rent, 

And made of his blood the wtSTs oement ; 
Bade the slaye-ship speed from ooaat to 

coast 

Fanned by the wings of the Holy Ghost ; 
And begged, for the love of Christ, the 

gold 

Coinecl from the hearts in ita groaaiiK 

hol<l. 

What could it matter, more or less 
Of stripes, and hunger, and weacineSB f 

Living or dying, bond or free, 
What was time to eternity I 

Alas for the preacher'scherished schemes t 

Mission and clmn li are now but dreams ; 
Nor prayer n<ir fasting availed the plan 
To honor God tkiough the wrong of 
man. 

Of all his labors no traoo remains 
Save tlio bondman lifting his hands in 
chains. 

The woof he woye in the righteons warp 

Of freedom-loving Oglethorpe, 
Clothes with curses the goodly land, 
Clianges its greenuess and bloom to sand ; 
And » centmys lapse reveals ones mors 
The dave-ship stealing to Geoigia*8 
shore. 

Father of Light ! how blind is he 
Who sprinkles the altar he rears to Thee 
With the blood and teais of human- 
ityl 



He erred : Sball we oomt bis gifts is 

naught ? 

Was the w ork of God in him im wrought ? 
The servant may through his deai'ness 
err. 

And blind may be God's messenger; 

But the emnd is sure they go n]ion, — 
The word is spoken, the deed is done. 
Was the Hebrew temple less fair and 
good 

Tliat Solomon bowed to gods of wood ? 
For his tempted lieart and wandering 
feet. 

Were the songs of David less pnn and 

sweet ? 

So in light and shadow the preacher 
went, 

6od*8 enldg and bmnan instrument ; 
And the hearts of the people where be 

pass<'d 

Swaved as the reeds sway in the blast, 
IJnaer the spell of a voice wbieb took 
In its compass the flow of Siloa's brook. 
And the mystical chime of the bells of 
gold 

On the epbod's bem of the priest of eld, — - 

Now the roll of thunder, and now the awe 
Of the trumpet heard in the Monnt of 
Law. 

A solemn fear on the listening crowd 
Fell like the shadow of a cloud. 
The sailor reeling from out the ships 
Whose roasts stood thick in the river- 
slips 

Felt the jest and tho cnrse die on bis 

lips. 

Listened the fisherman rude and hard. 
The calker rou^ from the boildcrs 

yard, 

The man of the market left his load. 
The teamster leaned on hia bending goad. 
The maiden, and yonth beside her, felt 
Their hearts in a closer union melt, 
And saw the flowers of their love in 
bloom 

Down the endless vistaa of life to oome. 

Old age sat feebly brushing away 
From his cars the scanty locks of gray ; 
And careless boyhood, living the free 
Unoonseions life of lord and tree^ 
Suddenly wakened to a sense 
Of .sin and its guilty consequence;. 
It was as if an angel's voice 
Called the listeners op for their fiiu^jl 
choice ; 

As if a strong hand rent apart 
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The vefls of sense from soul and heart, 
Showinf^ in liiz;lit inelluble 
The joy« of heaven and woes of hell I 
AU about in tiie miaty air 
ThA hillfl aeemed kmwling in ailAnt 
prayer ; 

The rustle of leaves, the moaning sedge. 
The water's lap on its gravelled edge, 
Tlio wailing i»ines, and, far and faint, 
Tiie wood-dove's note of afd com- 
plaint, — 

To the solemn voice of the preacher 

lent 

An nndertone as of low lament ; 
And the rote of the sea from its sandy 
coa:>t. 

On the easterly wind, now heard, now 

lost. 

Seemed the murmurous sound of the 
judgment host. 

Yet wise men doubted, and good men 

As that storm of passion above them 
sw^t, 

And, comet-like, adding flame to flame, 
The priests of the new Evani^el came, — 
Davenport, flushing upon the crowd, 
Chainai like summer's electric cloud. 
Now holding the listener still as death 
AVith terrible warnings under breath. 
Now shouting for joy, as if he viewed 
The vuion of Heaven's beatitude I 
And Celtic Tennant^ bis long ooat 
bound 

Like a monk's with leathern girdle 
round. 

Wild with the toss of unshorn hair, 
And wrinf^infT of liands, and eyes aglare, 
Groaning under the world's despair ! 
Grave pastors, grieving thdr flocks to 

los<% 

Prophesied to the enij)ty pews 
That gourds would wither, and mush- 
rooms die. 
And noisiest fountains run soonest dry, 
like the H})rin<7 that giudied in Kew- 

bury Stretit, 
Under the tramp of the earthquake's 
feet, 

A silver shaft in the air and light, 
For a single day, then lost in night» 
Licaving only, its place to tell, 
Sandy nssnre and sulphurous smell. 
With zeal wing-clipped and white-beat 
' cool. 

Moved by the spirit in grooves of rule, 



No longer harried, and cropped, and 

fleeced, 

Flogged by sheriff and cursed by priest. 
But by wiser counsels left at ease 
To settle quietly on his lees. 
And, self-concentred, to count as done 
The work which his fathers scarce begun, 
In silent protest of letting alone, 
The Quaker kept the way nf liis own,— . 
A non-conductor among the wires, 
Witli coat of asbestos proof to lircs. 
And quite unable to mend his pace 
To catch the falling manna of grace, 
He hu^^'^cd the closer his little store 
Of faith, and silently prayed for more. 
And vague of creed and barren of ritfe^ 
15ut holding, as in his Master's sight, 
Act and thought to the inner lij^'ht, 
The round of his simple duties walked. 
And strove to live what the others talked. 

And who shall marvel if evil went 
Step by step with the go<jd intent. 
And with love and meekness, side by 
side, 

Lust of the flesh and spiritual pride ? — 
That passionate longings and fancies 
vain 

Set the heart on fin and erued tho 

brain ? — 
That over the luily oraeles 
Folly sported witli cap and bells ?— 
That goodly women and learned men 
Marvelling told with tongue and pen 
How unweaned children chirped like 

birds 

Texts of Scripture and solemn word% 

Like the infant seers of the rocky glena 
In the Puy de Dome of wild Cevennes : 
Or baby Liuuas who pray and j)reach 
From Tartar cradles in Buddha's 
speech? 

In the war which Truth or Freedom 

wages 

With im^oua fraud and the wrong of 

ages, 

Hate and malice and self-love mar 
The notes of triumph with painful jar. 
And tile helping angels turn aside 
Their sorrowing faces the shame to bide. 
Never on custom's oiled grooves 
The world to a higher level moves. 
But grates and grinds with friction hard 
On gi-anite boulder and flinty shard. 
The heart must bleed before it feels, 
The pool be troubled before it heals ; 
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"Fvi r Ly loss<»8 the riglit must pain, 
Kvery piod have its liii th of paia; 
The active Virtues blu.sh to liud 
The Vices wearin|( their badge bdiind. 
And Oraces and Charities feel the lire 
AVhereiti the sins of the a^e expire : 
The tieiid still rends as of old he rent 
The tortured body from whidi he went 

]Uit Time tests all. In the over-drift 
And ilow of the Nile, with its annual 
gift, 

Who cares for the Hadji's relics sunk ? 
Who thinks of the drowned-out Coptic 
monk? 

The tide that looaens the temple's 

stones. 

And siatters the sacred ihis-bones, 
Diives away from the valley-land 
That Arab robber, the wandering sand, 

Moistens the fields that know no rain. 
Fringes thr drsort with belts of gi-ain, 
And bivad to the sower brings agaiti. 
So the flood of emotion deep and stix^ng 
Troubled the land as it swe))t aloDg^ 
But left :i result of holier lives, 
Tenderer mothers and worthier wives. 
The husband and father whose children 
fled 

And sad wife wept when his drunken 

tread 

Frighteneil peace from his roof-tree's 
shade, 

And a rock of offence his heaithsfcone 

made. 

In a strength that was not his own, be- 
gan 

To rise from the brute's to the plane of 

man. 

Old friends embraced, long held apart 
By evil counsel and pride of heart ; 

And penitence saw tnrough misty tears, 
In the bow of hope on its cloud of feai*s, 
The promise of Heaven's eternal 
years, — 

The peace of God for the world's an- 
noy,— 

Beauty for ashes, and oil of joy ! 

Under the church of Federal Street, 
Under the tread of its Sabbath feet. 
Walled about by its basement stones, 
lie the mairellous preacher's bones. 
No saintly honoi^ to them aw shown, 
Ko sign nor miracle have they known ; 
But he who passes the ancient church 
Stops in the shade of its beUiy-poich, 



And ponders the wonderful life of him 
Who lies at rest in tiiat charnel dim. 
Long shall the traveller strain his eye 
From ihe railroad ear, as it plunges by. 
And the vanialung town behind him 
search 

For the slender spire of the Whitefield 
Church ; 

And feel for one mnnent the ^osts of 

trade, 

And fashion, and folly, and pleasure 
laid. 

By the thought of that life of pure in; 

tent. 

That voice of warning yet e.loouent. 
Of one on the errands of angets sent. 
And if where he labored the flood of sin 
Like a tide from the harbor- Ijar sets tn. 
And over a life of time and sense 
The church-spires lift their mun de- 
fence. 

As if to scatter the holt.s of God 
With the points of (jalviu's thunder* 
rod, — 

Still, as the gem of its civic crown. 
Precious beyond the world's renown, 
Uis memory hallows the ancient town I 

THE QUAKER ALUMNI.^ 

From the well-springs of Hudson, the 

sea-dilfo of Maine, 
Grave men, sober matrons, you gather 

again ; 

And, with hearts warmer groA^-n as 
your holds grow more <»o]. 

Play over the old game of gmi^ to 
BchooL 

All your strifes and Tezations, your 

whims and complaints, 
(You were not saints yourselves, if the 

children of saints !) 
All your potty self-seekings snd rival* 

ries done, 

Bound the dear Alma Mater your hearto 
beat as one 1 % 

How widely soe'er you have stFajfed 

from the fold, 
Though your ** thee " has grown " vou," 

and your drab b^ue and gola. 
To the old friendly speech and the 

f^rb's solM'r form, 
Like the heart of Argyle to the tartan, 

you warm. 
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bat, the lint greetings <nner, yoa gUmoe 

round tno hall ; 

Your heai-ts call the roll, but they an- 
swer not all : 

Thiougli the tarf green above them the 

(lead cannot hoar ; 
Name by name, in the silence, ialla sad 
as a tear ! 

• 

In love, let us trust, thej were sum- 
moned so soon 

From the morning of life, while we toil 
through itH noon ; 

They were frail like otirselvea, they had 
needs like our own. 

And thev rest m we leet in 6od*i mercy 
alone. 

Unchanged by our changes of spirit and 
frame. 

Past, now, and henceforward the Lord 

is the same ; 
Thongh we sink in the darkness, his 

arms break our fall, 
And in death as in life, he is Father of 

aUl 

We are older: onr footstepi^ lo light in 

the play 

Of the far-away school-time, move slower 

to-day ; — 
Here a beard toachedwith frpst, there a 

bald, shining crown, 
And beneath the cap's border gray min- 
gles with brown. 

But faith should be cheerful, and tiust 

* should be glad, 

And onr follies and sins, not onr years, 

make us sad. 
Should tlie heart closer shnt as the 

bonnet grows prim, 
And the foce grow in length as the hat 

grows in brim f 

life is brief, duty grave ; but, with rain- 
folded wings, 
Of yesterday's sunshine the grateful 

heart sings ; 
And we, of all others, have reason to 

The tribute of thanks^ and regoice on 
our way ; 

For the counsels that turned from the 

follies of youth : 
For the beauty of patienc€^ the white- 
ness of truth ; 



For the wounds of rebake, when hnre 

temjHTed its edge ; 
For the household s restraint, and the 
discipline's hedge ; 

For the lessons of kindness vouchsafed 

to the least 
Of the creatures of Ckid, whether hnman 

or lx»ast, 

Bringing hope to the poor, lending 

strength to the frail, 
In the lanes of the city, the ^ve-hut, 

and jail; 

For a womanhood higher and holier, by 

all 

Her knowledge of good, than was Eve 

ere her fall, — 
Whose task-woik of dnty mores lightly 

as play. 

Serene as the moonlight and warn m 

the day ; 

And, yet more, for the faith which em- 
braces the whole, 

Of the creeds of the ages the life and the 
sonl. 

Wherein letter and s|nrit the ssme 

channel run. 
And man has not severed what God has 
made one I 

For a sense of the Goodness revealed 

everywhere, 
As snnshine impartisl, and flwe as the 

air ; 

For a trust in hmnanity, Heathen or 

Jew, 

And a hope for all daiknees The Light 
shineth through. 

Who scoffs at onr birthright ? — the 
words of the seers. 

And the songs of the bards in the twi- 
light of years. 

All the foregi«ums of wisdom in santon 
and sage, 

In pro]>hpt and priest^ are our true 
heritage. 

The Word which the reason of Plato 

discerned ; 

The truth, as wliosc symbol theMithra- 
iire burned ; 

The sonl of the world which the Stoic 
but guessed, 

In the Light Universal the (Quaker con- 
fessed 1 
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honors ci mr to our wortbiw be- 
long; 

Their pltin stem of life 

into song ; 
Bat the fountains they opened still gash 

by the way, 
And the world for their healing is better 

to-day. 

He who lies where the minster's groined 

ari'lics curve down 
To the tomb-orowded tnoisept of Bug* 

land's renown, 
The glorious essayist» by genius en- 
throned. 

Whose pen as a sceptre the Moses all 
owned, — 

Who through the world's pantheon 

walked in his pride^ 
Setting new statues np^ tfanisting old 

ones aside, 
And in fiction the pencils of history 
dipped. 

To gild o er or blacken eaoh saint in his 
crypt,— 

How ^nly he labored to sally wiUi 

blame 

The white l ust of Penn» in the niche of 

his fume 1 

Self-will is self-wonnding, perversity 

blind : 

On himself fell the stain for the Quaker 
designed I 

For the sake of his trne-hearted feUier 

before him ; 
For the sake of the dear Quaker mother 

that bore him ; 
For the sake of his gifts, and the woiks 

that outlive him, 
And his brave words for freedom^ we 
freely forgive him 1 

There are those who take note that onr 

numbers are small, — 
New Gibbons who write our decline and 
our fall ; 

But the Lord of the seed-field tskes care 

of his own. 
And the world shall yet reap what our 
sowers have sown. 

Tlie last of the seet to his fathers may go, 
Leaving only his coat for some Baiuiua 
to show; 



But the truth will outlive hiai^ and 

broaden with years, 
TiU the febe disa away, and the wiang 



Nothing fails of its end. Out of sight 

sinks the stone. 
In the deep sea of time^ bat the eireles 

sweep on, 

Till the low-rippled murmurs along the 

shores run. 
And the dark and deed waton leap glad 

in the son. 

Meanwhile shall we learn, in our ease, 
tofotget 

To the martyrs of TfuUi and of Freedom 

our debt ? — 
Hide their words out of sight, like the 

garb that they wore. 
And for Barclay's Apoloj^' olfer ono 

more ? 

Shan we fiiwn roond the priestenft that 

glntted the shears, 
Andfestooned the stocks with oorgnmd* 

fathers' ears ? — 
Talk of Woolman'sunsoondnessf — ooant 

Penn heterodox ? 
And take Cotton Mather in place of 
George fox I — 

Make our preachers war-chaplains!— • 

quote Scripture to t^ke 
The hunted slave back, for Onesimus' 
sake? — 

Ootobuming church-candles, and chant* 

ing in choir, 
And on the old meeting-house stick up 
a spire ? 

No 1 the old paths we 'U keep until bet* 

ter are shown, 
Credit good where we find it, abroad or 
our own ; 

And while " Lo here " and " Lo there" 

the multitude call, 
Be true to oui'selves, and do justice to 
aU. 

The good round about us we need not 

refuse, 

Nor tslk of onr Son as if we were Jews ; 
Bat why shirk the badge which onr 

fathers have worn, 
Or beg the world's pardon for having 
been bomt 
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prayer, 

Kor claim that oar wiadom is Benjamin's 
■hare. 

Troth to us and to athaa ia equal and 

one : 

Shall we bottle the free air, or hoard up 
the sun ? 

WeU know we our birthright may aerre 

but to sliow 
How the meanest of weeds in the richeet 

soil grow ; 
fiat we need not disparage the good 

which we hold ; 
tlioni^theTeaseiB be earthen^ thetnaa- 

ureisgoldt 

flnoDgh and too much of the sect and 

the name. 

Wliat matters our label, ao troth be our 

aim ? 

rhe creed may be wrongs but the life 

may be true, 
iad hearts beat the aame under dzab 

ooata or blue. 

60 tlie man he a man, let Mm worship, 

at will, 

In Jerusalem's courts, or on Gerizim's 
hiU. 

When alie makes ud her jeweli^ what 

cares yon ^ooa town 
for the Baptist of Wayland, the Quaker 
of Bbown f 

And this green, favored island, so fresh 

and sea-blown. 
When she ooants up the worlihies her 

annaLs have known, 
^ever waits for the pitiful gangers of 

scut 

To measure her love^ and mete oat her 
respect* 

Three shades at this moment seem walk- 
ing her strand, 

Each with head lialo-crowned, and with 
palms in his hand, — 

'VHseBerkeley, grave Hopkins, and, smil- 
ing serene 

On prelate and puiitai^ Ghanning is 
seen. 

One holy nsme beaiini^ no longer they 

need 

Credentials of party, and peaB-words of 
creed: 

19 



The new aong they sing haili a tbredbld 

accora, 

And they own one baptism, one faith, 
and one Lord I 



But the ^'oMon sandarunout : 

like these 

Glide swift into shadow, like saib on 
the seaa: 

While we a^iort with the meases and 

j)ebbles ashore, 
They lessen and fade, and we see them 
no more. 

Foigive me, dear friends, if my TSgrant 

thouglits s< eiji 
Like a 8c1u)o1-Ik>v 's who idlca and pteyi 

with Ins theme. 
Foigivc the light measure whose changes 

display 

Tlie sunshine and lain of our hrief April 
day. 

There are moments in life when the lif 

and the eye 
T^ tke question of whetlier to smile or 

to cry ; 

And scene.H and reunions that prompt 

like our own 
The tender in feelings the playful in 

tone. 

1, who never sat down with the boys and 
the girls 

At the feet of your Slocums, and CSart« 

lands, and Earles, — 
By courtesy only permitted to lay 
On your festival's altar my poor gitt, to« 

day,— 

I would joy in your joj : let me have a 

friend's part 
In the warmth of your welcome of hand 

and of heart, — 
On your pUy-ground of boyhood uhhend 

the hrow's care, 
And shift the old burdens our shoulders 
must bear. 

Lcmg live the good Sdiool I giving out 

year by year 

Recruits to true manhood and woman- 
hood dear: 

Breve boys, modest maidrnia^ in heanty 
sent forth, 

The living epistles and proof of its worth I 



Digitized by Google 



258 



POEMS AND LTBICS. 



In and ott let the young la stetdily 

flow 

Aa in broad Narragaiisett the tides come 
and go ; 

And ita sons and ite danj^tera in pcairie 

and town 

Eemember its hqnor, and guard its re- 
nown. 

• 

Kot vainly the gift of ita foonder waa 

made ; 

l^ot prayerless the stones of its comer 

were laid : 
The blessing of Him whom in aeeni diey 

sought 

Has owned the good work which the 
fathers have wrought. 

To Him he the |iIoTy forsrer I — We hear 
To the Lord of tl\e Harveat our wheat 

with the tare. 
What we lack iu our work may He End 

in our will. 
And winnowin meicyonrgoodlkomtlie 

iUl 



BROWN OF OSSAWATOMIE. 

JOHK Bnowy of Ossawatomie flpake 

on liis dying day : 
•* I will not have to shrive my soul a 

priest in Slave's pay. 
But let some poor slave-mother whom I 

have striven to free, 
17101 her cliildren, from tlie galiows- 

atair put up a prayer Hdt me 1 " 

John Brown of Ossawatomie^ tiiey led 

him out to die ; 
And lo ! a poor slave-mother with her 

little child pressed nigh. 
Then the bold, blue eye grew tender, 

and tlie old liarsh face grew mild, 
AjB he stooped between the jeering ranks 

and kissed the negro's child 1 

The ahadowB of hia atormy life that mo- 
rn ent fell apart ; 

And they who blamed the bloody hand 
fotgave the loWng heart. 

That Iciss frcm all its guilty means le- 
deemed the good intent. 

And round the grisly fighter's hair the 
martyr's aureole bent I 



Perish with him the folly Uiat 

through evil good ! 
Long live the generous purpose unstained 

with human blood ! 
Not the raid of midnight terror, but the 

thought which underlies ; 
Not the borderer's pride of daring, but 

the Chiiatian a sacrifice. 

Nevermore may yon Blue Ridges .the 

Northern rifle hear. 
Nor aee the light of hkanghmnea flaah 

on the negro's spear. 
But let the free-winged angel Truth 

their guarded passes scale, 
To teach that right is more than migh^ 

and juatace more than mail 1 

8o Tiiiilr ihdl Tbgiiii. •» her liatllle 

m array ; 

In ¥ain her trampling S(]uadrons knead 
the winter snow with clay. 

She may atrike the pouncing eagle, bat 
flhe dares not narm the dove ; 

And eveiy gate she bars to Hate shall 
open wide to Love 1 

FROM PERUGIA. 

The thine which boK the most diKsevered the 
people from the Pope, — the unforgivable thing, 
— the breaking point between him and them, — 
has been the encoungemcnt and promotion he 
pave to the officer under whom were executed 
the Blaughtcrp of Penifiia. That mnd<r the break- 
ing point in manv honest hearts that had clung 
to hhn before.'' — Hanitt £udur SUtwe'M "X«|- 
ters from Italy J** 

Tu£ tall, sallow guardsmen their horse- 

taila have spread. 
Flaming out in their violet* yellowy and 

red ; 

And behind go the lackeys in crimson 
and bun. 

And tlie chamberlaina goigeona in velvet 

and ruff ; 

Next, in red-legged pomp, come the 

cardinala forth. 
Each s lord of the chmeh and s piinoe 

of the earth. 

What 'a this squeak of the fifb, and thia 

batter of drum ? 

Lo 1 the Swiss of the Church from Pe- 
rugia come, — 

The militant angels, whoae aabraa drive 

home 

To the hearts of the malcontents^ cursed 
and abhorred, 
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The good Father's missiyes, and " Thus 

nith the Loid t " 
And lend to his logic the pohut of the 

sword I 

O mslds of Etrorisy guinff forlom 
O'er dark Thrasytnetius, cusherelled snd 

torn ! 

0 fathers, who pluck at your gray beards 
for shame 1 

0 motheiB, struck dumb by a woe with- 

out nanio ! 
Well ye kuow how the Holy Church 

hireling behaves. 
And his ten&r compassion of piisons 

1 andgntTesi 

There they stand, the hired stabbers, 

the blood-stains yet fresh, 
That splashed like red wine from the 

vintage of flesh, — 
Grim instruments, careless as pincers 
and mck 

How the joints tear ajvart, and the 

strained sinews crack ; 
But the hate that glares on them lb 

sharp as their swords, 
And the snocr and the scowl print the 

air with fierce words t 

Off with bats, down with knees» shout 

your vivas like mad ! 

Heve's the Pope in his holiday right- 
eousness clad, 

From shorn crown to toe-nail, kiss-worn 
to the (juick, 

Of sainthood m poiple the patton and 
pick, ' 

"Who the fUtfs of the priest and the sol- 
dier unites, 

And, praying like Aaron, like Joshua 
fights! 

Is this Fio Kono the gracious, for whom 
We sang our hosannaa and lighted all 
Kome ; 

With whose adrent we dreamed the new 

era began 

When the priest should be human, the 

monk be a man ? 
Ah, the wolf *s with the sheep, and the 

fox willi the fowl, 
When freedom we trust to the onmer 

and cowl 1 

Stsnd aside^ men of Rome ! Hen 's a 
bangmtn-fooed Swiss ~ 



(A blessing for him surely can't go 
amiss) — 

Would kneel down the ssnetified slipper 

to kiss. 

Short shrift will sutlice him, — he *• 

blest beyond donbt ; 
But there 's blood on his hands which 

would Rcarct'ly Wiish out, 
Though Peter hiuibcU held the baptismal 
spout I 

Make way for the next 1 Here 's another 

sweet sou ! 

What 's this mastiff-jawed mscsl in span- 

lets done f 
He did, whispers nnnor, (its truth God 

forbid 1) 

At Perugia what Rsrodat Bethlehem did. 
And the mothers ? — Don't nsme them 1 

— thoso humors of war 
They who keep him in service must par- 
don him for. 

Hist ! here 's the ansh-knave in a car> 

dinal's hat. 
With the heart of a wolf^ and the stealth 
of a cat 

(As if Judius and Herod together were 

rollod), 

Who keeps, all as one, the Pope's con- 
science snd gold, 
Mounts guard on the altar, and pilfers 

from thence, 
And flatters St. Peter while stealing his 
pence I 

Who doubts AntonelU I Have nmaeles 

ceased 

When robbers say mass, and Bsrabbas is 

priest ? 

When the Clnirch oats and drinks, at its 

mystical board. 
The true flesh' and olood csrved and 

shed by its sword. 
When its marten*, unsinged, dape the 

crown on his head. 
And roasts, as his proxy, his neighbor 

instead! 

There 1 the bells jow and jangle the 

same blessed way 
That they did when they rang tat Bsr* 

tholomew's day. 
Hark 1 the tallow-faced monsters, nor 

women nor boys, 
Yex the air with a shrill, sexkss horror 

of noise. 
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out stint 

The inceiu>e-i>ot awiugB with a tuAt of 
blood in 'tt 

And now for the blevbg ! Of Uttle 

account, 

You kiiow, is the old one they heard on 

thfl Moonft. 
Its giver wb Und1w» hit nduMOt wis 

]KV)r, 

Ko jewelled tiara his fishermen wore ; 
Ko incense, no hickeys, no riclies, no 

Ho Swiss guards ! — We order things 
better at Kome. 

So bless us the strong hand, and corse 

ns the weak; 
Let Austria's Yulture have food fSor her 

beak ; 

Let the wolf-whelp of Naples play 

Bomba acain. 
With his death -cap of wlfflUMl^ and 

liiilter, and clmin ; 
Put reason, and jubtice, and truth under 

ban; 

For the sin imfoigiTen is frsedom iinr 
I 



70B AN AUTUHK FESTIVAL. 

TliK rcrsian's flowerj' pfts, the shrine 
Of Iruitful Ceres, charm no niure ; 

The woven wreaths of oak and pine 
Are dust along the Isthmian shore. 

But Ix'auty liath its hoinafje still, 
And nature holds us still in debt ; 

And woman's grace and houaefaold skill. 
And manhood's toi!, are benoied 
yet. 

And we, to^ay, anidst oar floweis 

And fruits, have come to own again 

The hlt'ssings of tho summer honrBy 
The early and the latter rain ; 



To see our Father's hand once 

Reverse for us the ])lenteous hora 
Of autumn, tilled and running o'er 
With fruit, and flower, and golden 
com t 

Once more the liberal year lauglis out 
O'er richer stores than gems or gold ; 

Once more with harvest-song and shoitfc 
Is Nature's bloodless tnnmph told. 

Our common mother rests and sings, 
like Bntb, among her gainnnd 

sheaves ; 
Her lap is full of goodly things, 
Uer brow is bright wiUi autumn 
leaves. 

O favors every year made new ! 

O gifts with rain and sunshine sent 1 
The bounty overruns our due^ 

Tbe fobMSS shames our disoontsnt. 

We shut our eyes, the flowers bloom on ; 

We murmnr, but the ooni-eara fill ; 
We choose tlie shadow, but the sun 

That casts it shines behind us stilL 

Ood gives us with our rugged soil 
The power to make it Eden-fair, 

And richer fniits to crown our toil 
Than summer-wedded islands bear. 

Who munnnrs at his lot to-day ! 

Who scorns his native fruit and bloom f 

Or si<:hs for dainties far awny, 

Beside the bouuteous board of home f 

Thank Heaven, instead, that Freedom's 

nrm 

Can change a rocky soil to gold, — 
That brave and generous lives can waim 
A dkne with northern ioes cold. 

And let these altars, wreathed with 
floweis 

And piled with fruits, awake agsin 

Thanksfdvinps for the golden houi% 
The early and the latter rain 1 
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IN WAR TIME. 

IMS. 



10 SAMUEL K SEWALL 

AND 

HARRIET W, SEWAU^ 

07 MELB06B. 

OuOL IscAMim qnefies: "Why ihoiild 

we 

Vex at the land's ridiculous miserie ? " 
So on his Uak honks, in the blood-ied 

dawn 

Of England's civil strife, did careless 
Vaughan 

Bemock his times. 0 friends of msny 

years ! 

Though faith and trust sie stronger 

than our fears. 
And the signs promise pesee with liberty. 
Not thus we trifle with our ooontry's 

tears 

And sweat of agonv. The future'u gain 
Is eeitain as God^s tmth ; but, mean- 
while, pain 
Is bitter and tears aio salt : oar Toices 

take 

A sober tone ; oor very honsehbld songs 
Are heavy with a nation's griefs and 

wrongs ; 

And innocent mirth is chastened for the 
sake 

Of the brave hearts that nevermore ahaU 

boat, 

The eyes that smile no more, the unre- 
toniing feet 1 



THY WILL BE DONE. 

Wk see not, know not ; all our way 
Is night, — with Tlioe alone is day : 
From out the torrent's troubled drift, 
Above the storm our prayers we lift. 
Thy will be done I 

The flesh may fail, the heart may faint, 
But who are we to make complaint. 
Or dare to plead, in times like Ihese^ 
The weakness of our love of eSSO t 
Thy will be done I 



We take with solemn thankfulness 
Our burden up, nor ask it lees, 
And count it joy that even we 
May sntlVr, serve, or wait for Thee, 
Whoso will be done 1 

Though dim as yet in tint and line^ 

We trace Thy picture's wise dcsif^'n, 
And thank Thee that our age su^^dies 
Its dark relief of sacrifice. 
Thy will bs done 1 



And if, in our unworthiness. 
Thy sacriticial wine we press ; 
If mm Thy ordeal's heated bars 
Our feet are seamed with criUHOII 

Thy will be done 1 



If; for the age to oome, this hour 

Of trial hath vicarious power. 
And, blest by Tliee, onr present pain. 
Be Liberty's eternal gain. 
Thy will be done I 

Strike, Thou the Master, we Thy keyi» 
The anthem of the destinies 1 
The minor of Thy loftier s train, 
Our hearts diall breathe the old lafrain. 
Thy will he done t 



A WOSD FOB THE HOUB. 

Tre firmament breaks np. In black 
edipee 

light after light goes out One evil 

star, 

Luridly glaring through the smoke of 
war. 

As in the dream of the Apocalypse, 
Drags others down. Let us not weakly 

weep 

Nor rashly threaten. Give ns grace to 

keep 

Our faith and patience; wherefore 

should we leap 
On one hand into fratricidal fight. 
Or, on the other, yield eternal right. 
Frame lies of hm, and good and ill coi>- 

found t 
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Whftt few we f Sale on freedom** Tia- 1 

Our ft'Ot are planted : let us there remain 
In unrevenceful calm, no means untrieil 
Which tnitn can auiction, no just ehdm 

denied, 

The sad sjHictators of a suii ide ! 
They break the links of Union : shall 
we Ik^t 

Tlie fires of ndl to weld anew the chain 
Ou that red anTil where each blow is 
pain ? 

Dntw we not eren now m freer breath. 
As fit>m our ahooldna Alls a load of 

death 

Loathsome as that the Tuscan's victim 
bore 

When keen with lifb to a dead horror 

hound ? 

Why take we up the accui'sed thing 
againf 

Pity, foigiTe, hat nige them hack no 

more 

Who, drunk with passion, flaunt dis- 
union's rag 
With its vUe repnle-Uazon. JjCt u s press 
The [Toldcn rluster on our brave old ll.ig 
In clovser union, and, if numbering less, 
Brighter shall uhiue the stars which still 

remain. 
1IMUIM«.,188L 



••EIN TESTE BURG 
GOTT." 



1ST UNSEB 



(lxtther's htmn.) 

We wait beneath the fumace-blait 

Tlie pangs of transformation ; 
l^ot painlessly doth God recast 
And mould anew the natkm. 
Hot bnma the fire 
Where wron^i^s expire ; 
Nor spares the hand 
That from the Und 
Uproots the ancient eviL 

The hand-breadth cloud the sages feared 

Its bloody rain is dropping i 
The poison plant the fifttbers spared 

All else is overtopping. 

East, West, South, North, 

It curses the earth ; 

All justice dies, 

And fraud and lies 
live only in its shadow. 



What gives the iriieat-field Uades of 

steel ? 

AVhat points the rebel cannon ? 
What sets the roaring rabble's heel 
On the old star-spangled pennon f 

What breaks the oath 

Of the men o' the South I 

What whets the knife 

For the Union*a life f ~ 
Hark to the answer : SUveiyt 

Then waste no blows on lesser foei 

In strife unworthy freemen. 
God lifts to-day the veil, and shows 
The features of the demon 1 
0 North and South, 
Its victims both, 
Can ye not cry, 
^^UtsUtTefTdiel" 
And union find in freedom t 



What though the cast-out spirit 

le guilt mnat 



The nation in his going ? 
We who have shared ttu 
share 

The pang of his o'crthrowing 1 
Whate'er the loss, 
Whate'er the croas^ 
Shall they complahi 

Of present ])ain 
Who trust in God's hereafter ! 

For who that leans on His right arm 
Was ever yet forsaken t 

Wliat righteous cause can suffer ham 

If He its part has taken t 
Though wild and loud. 
And daik the cloud. 

Behind its folds 
His hand upholds 
The calm sky of to-morrow ! 

Above the maddening cry for blood. 

Above the wild war-dmmming, 
Let Freedom's yoioe be heard, with 

g(X)d 

The evil overcoming. 
Give prayer and purse 

To stay tho Curse 
Whose wrong we share, 
Whose shame we bear, 
Whose end shall i^den Hea?ai t 

In vain the bells of war shall iiii|( 
Of triumphs and revengei^ . 
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While still is spared the evil thing 
That severs and estranges, 
t But blest the ear 
That yet shall licar 
The jubilant bell 
Tl»at rings the knell 
Of Slavery forever 1 

Then let the selfish lip be dumb, 

And hushed tlie bi-eath of sighing ; 
Before the joy of ])eace must come 
The pains of purifying. 
God give us grace 
Each in his place 
To hear hia lot, 
And» murmuring not, 
Endure and wait and labor I 



TO JOHK C. FBEMONT. 

Thy error, Fremont, simply was to act 
^ A Inrave man's part, without the states- 
man's tact, 
And, taking counsel but of common 

sense, 

To strike at cause as well as consequence. 
O, never yet mnce Boland wound his 

horn 

At Roneesvalles, has a blast been blown 
Far-heard, wide-echoed, startling as 

thine own. 
Heard from the van of freedom's hope 

forlorn ! 

It had been safer, doubtless, for the time. 
To flatter treason, and avoid offence 
To that Dark Power whose underlying 

crime 

Heaves upward its }>erpetnal turbulence. 
Hut if thine be the fate of all who break 
The ground for truth's seed, or forerun 

their years 
Till lost in diistauce, or with stout hearts 
make 

A lane for freedom throagh the level 

spears. 

Still take thou courage 1 God has spoken 

throi^ thee, 
Irrevocable, the mighty words. Be free ! 
The land shakes witli then^ and the 

slave s dull ear 
Turns from the rioe-swamp stealthOy to 

liear. 

Who would recall them now must first 

arrest 

The winds that blow down from the free 
Korthwes^ 



Ruffling the Gulf ; or like a scroll roll 
hack 

The Mississippi to its upper springs. 
Such words lulfii their prophecy, and 

lack 

But the full time to harden into things. 



THE WATCHERS. 

Beside a stiidcoi field I stood ; 

On the torn tUrf, on grass and wood. 
Hung heavily the dew of blood. 

Still in their fresh mounds lay the 

slain, 

But all the air was quick with ])ain 
And gusty sighs and tearful raiu. 

Two angels, each with drooping head 

And folded wings and noiseless tread. 
Watched by that valley of the dead. 

The one, with forehead saintly bland 

And lips of blessing, not command, 
Leaned, weeping, on her olive wand. 

The other's brows were scarred and knil^ 
His restless eyes were watch-fires lit. 
His hands for battle-gauntlets ht. 

"How long I" — I knew the Tdoe of 

iV'ace, — 

** Is there no respite ? — no release ? — 
When shall the hopeless quari-el cease ? 

** O Lord, how long ! — One human sonl 
Is more than any parclmient scroll, 
Or any Mag thy wiuds unioll. 

«*What price was Ellsworth's, young 

ana brave ? 
How weigh the gift that Lyon gave. 
Or count the cost of Winthi^p's graye t 

" 0 brother ! if thine eye can see. 
Tell how and when the end shall be, 
What hope remains for thee and me." 

Then Freedom sternly said : I shun 
No strife nor pang bene-ath the sun. 
When human rights are staked and 
won. 

" 1 knelt with Ziska's hunted flock, 
I watched in Toussaint's cell of rook, 
I walked with Sidney to the block. 
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" The moor of Marston felt mj tread. 
Throng Jersey snows the inaidi I led. 
My voice Msgeute's dmges sped. 

** But now, through weary day and night, 
I watch a vague and aimless fi^ht 
For leave to strike one blow an^t. 

" On either side my foe they own : 
One guards through love his ghastly 
throne, 

And one throii|^ fesr to xeferanee 
grown. 

''Why wait we koger, ]iiocked« he- 
tray ed, 

By open foes, or those afraid 

To speed thy coming through my aid ? 

•* "Why watch to see who win or fall ? — 

1 shake the dust a^inst them all, 

I h iive tliem to their senseless brawL" 

" Nay," Peace imploied : *'yet longer 

wait ; 

The doom is near, the stake is great ; 
God knoweth if it he too late. 

*' Still wait and watch ; the. way prepare 
Where I with folded wings of prayer 
May fiillow, weaponless and hare. ' 

" Too late ! ** the stem, sad voice re- 
plied, 

" Too late ! " its mouniful echo sighed. 
In low lament the answer died. 

A ntstUng as of wings in iUght, 

An upwnrd gleam of lessenincr wliite, 
So passed the yision, sound and sight. 

But lotind me, like a sflver bell 
Pnnf? doMTi the listening sky to tell 
Of holy help, a sweet voice leii. 

"Still hope* andtnist»" it saqg; "the 

rod 

Must fall, the wine-press must be trod. 
Bat aU is poosihle with God r 

TO ENGLISHMEN. 

Yov flung your taunt across the wave ; 

We bore it as became us, 
Well knowiug that the fettered slave 
Left friendly lips no opti(m save 

To pity or to blame ns. 



YoQ scoffed our plea. "Mere lack of 

win. 

Not lack (tf power," you told us : 

"VVe showed our free-state records ; still 
You mocked, confounding good and ill. 
Slave-haters and slaveholders. 

"We stnick at Slavery ; to the verge 

Of j>ower and means we checkea it ; 
Lo ! — presto, change I its claims yoa 

Send greetings to it o'er the smge^ 
And comfort and protect it. 

Bat yesterday yoa scarce coold shaken 

In slave-abhorring rigor. 
Our Northern palms for conscience' sake: 
To-day you clasp the hands that ache 

Wiu •* walloping the nigger I " ^ 

0 Englishmen ! — in hope and creed, 
In blood and tongue our brothers 1 
We too are heirs oOUmnymede ; 
And Shakespeare's ftme and Cromwell's' 

deed 

Are not alone our mother's. 

** Tliicker than water," in one xiU 

Through centuries of story 
Our Saxon blood has flowed, and still 
We ahare with you its good and ill. 

The shadow and the ^oiy. 

Joint heirs and kinfolk, leagues of wave 

Nor length of years can part us : 
Yoor ri^t is ours to shrine and graye^ 
The common freehold of the brave. 
The gift of saints and martyrs. 

Our very sins and follies teach 

Our kindred frail and human : 
We carp at faults with bitter speech. 
The while, for one unshared by eacb^ 

We have a sc<ne in common*. 

We bowed the heart, if not the knee. 

To England's Queen, God bless her ! 
We praised you when yoor slsTes went 
free: 

We seek to unchain ours. Will ye 
Join hands with the oppressor ? 

And is it Christian England cheers 

The bmiser, not the bruised ? 
And must she run, despite the tears 
And prayers of ei|g^teen bandied yeti% 
^fiMfoir in SkVeiy's ernasde t 
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O black disgrace ! O shame and loss 
Too deep {or tongue to phnisc oa ! 
Tear from your Hag its holy cross, 
And in ^our -nn <» battle toss 
The fuato's sknU-bone Uazoa 1 



ASTRiEA AT THE CAPITOL. 

ABOLITION OF SLAVERY IN THE DIS- 
TilOT OF COLUMBIA* 1862. 

W^Sir ftfst I saw our banner wave 
Above the nation's cnun< il-hall, 
I heard Vx-ncatli its marble wall 

The clanking letters of the slave ! 

In the foul market-place I stood, 
And saw the Chnstian mother sold, 
And childhood with it^ locks of gold. 

Blue-eyed and &ir with Saxon blood. 

I shut my eyes, I h(;l(l my breath, 
And, smotheriug down the wrath and 
sbame 

That set my Northern blood aflame, 
Stood silent, — wheia to speak was 
death. 

Beside me gloomed the prison-coll 

Where wasted one in slow decline 
For uttering simple words of mine. 
And loving freedom all too welL 

The flag that noated from tlie dome 
Flapped menace in the morning air; 
I stood a perilled stranger whore 

The boman broker made his borne. 

For crime was virtue : Gown and Sword 
And Law their threefold sanction gave, 
And to the quarry of tbe slave 

Went hawking with onr qrmbol-biid. 

On the oppressor's side was power ; 
And yet I knew that every wrong. 
However old, however strong* 

But waited God's avenging hour. 

I knew that tnith would crash tbe lie, — 
Somehow, some time^ tbe end would 

be ; 

Yet scarcely dared I hope to see 
Tbe trinmpb* with my mortal eye. 

But now I see it ! In the sim 
A free flag floats from yonder dome, 



And at the nation's hearth and bomo 
The justice long delayed is done. 

Not as we hoi)ed, in calm of prayer. 

The message of deliverance oome^ 
But hemlded by roll of drums 
On waves of hattle-troubled air ! — 

Midst sounds that madden and appall, 
The song that Bethlehem's sbepberda 

knew 1 

The harp of David melting through 
The demon'«gonieB of Saul I 

Not as we hoped ; — but what are we ? 
Above our broken dreams and plans 
Qod lays, witb wiser hand than man's^ 

The oomer-stonee of liberty. 

I cavil not with Him : the voice 
ThAt freedom's blessed gospel tells 

Is sweet to me as silver bells, 
liejoicing I — yea, 1 will rejoice ! 

Dear Mends still toiling in tbe san, — 

Ye dearer ones who, gone before. 
Are watching from the eternal shore 
The alow work by your hands begun, — • 

Rejoice witb me ! Tlie chastening rod 

Blossoms with love ; the furnace heat 
Grows cool beneath His blessed feet 
Whose form is as the Son of God t 

Rtyoice ! Our Marah's bitter sjirings 
Are sweetened ; on our ground of grief 
Rise day by day in strong relief 

Tbe propbecies of better things. 

Rejoice in hope ! The day and night 
Are one with God, and one with them 
Who see by faith the cloudy hem 

Of Judgment fiinged with Mercy's light I 

THE BATTLE ATTTimN OF 1862. 

The flags of war like storm -birds fly. 
The charging trumpets blow ; 

Tet rolls no thunder in tbe sky> 
No eartb^uake strives below. * 

And, calm and patient, Nature keeps 

Her ancient promise well. 
Though o*er ber bloom and greenneis 

sweeps 
The batUe's breath of hell. 
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a And, wondering, sees 
^ His prison opening to their golden keys, 

t He rose a man who laid him down a 

jlz slave. 

Shook from his locks the ashes of the 
grave, 
And outward trod 
• Into the glorioua liberty of God. 

. , He cast the symbols of his shame away ; 
And, passing where the sleeping lIii<mo 

lay, 

^ Though Imck and limb 

Smarted with wrongs he prayed, " God 
^ paidon him !^ 

So went he forth ; but in God's time he 
came 

To light on ITilline's hills a holy flame ; 

And, dyin^y, gave 
^ The land a saint that lost him as a 
slave. 

O dark, sad millions, patiently and dumb 
• Waiting for God, your hour, at last, has 
eome. 
And freedom's song 
Breaks the long silence of your night of 
wrong I " 

Arise and flee 1 shake off the vile re- 
straint 

Of ages ; but, like Ballymena's saint: 

The oppressor spare. 
Heap only on his head the coals of 
prayer. 

Go forth, like him ! like him return 

again, 

To bleas the land whereon in hitter pain 
Ye toiled at first, *^ 
And heal with freedom what your slav- 
ery cursed. 



ANNIVERSARY POEM. 

rRend before the Alamni of the Prieofls' YeaxW 
McH't.n>5 Srh,M>l, at the Annual Meeting at Setlr- 



port, K. I , Idcii 6th mo., 1868.J 



Oncx more, dear fiienda^ jmi meet he- 
neath 

A clouded sky : 
Kot yet the sword has found its sheath 
And on the sweet spring airs the breath 

Of war floats by. ^ 



Yet trouble springs not from the gronndy 

i^oT pain from chance; 
The Eternal ordem circles rooad. 
And wave and stonn find mete and 

bound 
In rrovidence. 

Pull long our feet the flowery ways 

Of poacp have tro<1, 
Content with creed and garb and phrase : 
A harder path in earlier days 

Led np to God. 

Too chaiply truths, onoe purchased dear. 

Are made our own ; 
Too long the world has smiled to hear 
Our boast of full com in the ear 

By others sown ; 

To see us stir the martyr fires 

Of long ago, 
And wrap our satisfied desires 
in the singed mantles that our sires 

HaTe dropped helow. 

But now the cross our worthies bore 

On us is laid ; 
Profession's quiet sleep is o'er. 
And in the scale of truth oncjB mote 

Our fiuth is weighed. 

The cry of innocent blood at last 

Is calling down 
An answer in the whirlwind-blast. 
The tiiuuder and the shadow cast 

From HesTen's dark frown. 

The land is red with judgments. Who 

Stands guiltless forth ? 
Have iM been &ithiid as we knew. 
To God and to our brother tme^ 

To Heayen and £arth t 

How fiunt, throofifa din of merehandise 

And count of gain, 
Have seemed to us the captive's cries 1 
How far away the tears and sighs 

Of souls in pain \ 

This day the fearful reckoninS ^O^BtBB 

To each and all ; 
We hear amidst onr peaceful homes 
The suirunons of the consciipt dnuDS^ 

The bugle's calL 

Our path is plain ; the war-net d^ws 
Bound us in Tain, 
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And still she wafts in golden hours 
Through hftnrest-happy farms. 

And still she wohi-s hi^rJVuits uid flowers 
Like jewels on her arms. 

"What mean the gladnen of the plain. 

This joy of eve and nioni. 
The mirth thut shakes the beard of grain 
And yellow locks of com } 

Ah ! eyes may well be full of tears. 
And hearts with liate are liot ; 

liuL even-paced come round the years, 
Aud Katnre ehanges not 

She meets with smiles onr hitter grief. 
With soug8 our groans of |iaia ; 

She mocks with tint of flower and leaf 
The war-field's crimson stain. 

Still, in the cannon's pause, we hear 
Her sweet thanksgivin^-psalm ; 

Too near to God for doiiLt or fear. 
She shares the eternal calm. 

She knows the seed lies safe helow 
The fires that blast and hum ; 

lor all the tears of hlood we 
She waits the rich return. 



She sees with clearer eye than onrs 

Tlie p;ood of siitiering boni, — 
The hearts that blossom like herilowent, 
Aud ripen like her corn. 

O, give to us, in times like these, 

The vision of her eyes ; 
And make her iields and fruited trees 

Our golden prophecies I 

^ give to us her finer ear I 

Above this stormy din, 
"We too woold hear the bdls of eheer 

Bing peaoe and fteedom in. 



MITHBIDATES AT CHIOS.» 

Know'st thou, O slave-cursed land ! 
4dow, when the Chian's cnp of guilt 
Was fhll to oTerflow, there came 

Cod's justice in the sword of llame 
That, red with slanf^htcr to its hilt, 
Blazed in the Cappadocian victor's hand ? 

The heavens are still and far ; 
But> not nnheaid of awful JoTC^ 



The sighing of the island slare 
Was answered, when the 



wave 

The ket ls of Mitiiridates clove. 
And the vines sluivelled iu the breath of 
war. 

** Robbers of Chios ! liark," 
The victor cried, '* to iieaveu's de- 
cree I 

Pluck your hat dnster from the 

vine, 

Draiu your last cup of Chian wine ; 
SlaTcs of your slaves^ your doom shall 

be. 

In Colchian mines by Phasis rolling 

dark." 

Then rose the long lament 
From the hoar sea-god's dusky caves : 
The priestess rent her hiur aud 
cri^ 

"Woe I woe i The gods are deep* 
less-pved ! " 
And, chained and scouiged, the slaves 
of slaves. 
The lords of Cldoa into exile went. 

"The gods at last pay well," 
So Hellas sang her taunting song, 
*' The fisher in his net is caught. 

The Chian hath his master bou«,dit" ; 
And isle from isle, with laughter long. 
Took up and sped the mocking parable. 

Once more the slow, dumb years 
Bring their avenging cycle round, 
Aud, more than Hellas taught of old. 
Our wiser lesson shall be told. 

Of slaves ii]>nsing, freedmn-crowned, 
To break, nut Avidd, the scourge wet 
with their bluud aud tears. 



THE PBOCLAMATIOK. 

Saint Patrick, dave to Milcho of the 

herds 

Of Ballymena, wakened with- these 
words : 
" Arise, and flee 
Out from the hind of hondags^ and he 
freel" 

Glad as a aool in pain, who heats from 
hearen 

The angels singing of his sins iSugiTen, 
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And, wondo^dng, sees 
His prison opening to their golden keys, 

He rose a man who laid him down a 
slave. 

Shook from his locks the ashes of the 

grave, 

And outward trod 
Into the glorious liberty of God. 

He cast the symbols of his shame away ; 
And, paHsing where the sleeping Milcho 



with wronir, he prayed. " Gk>d 



Thouirh hack and limb 



Tnougt 
Smarted 

pozdonhimf 



So went he forth ; but In Cktd's time he 

came 

To li;:;ht on Uilline's hills a holy flame ; 

And, dying, gave 
The land a saint that lost him as a 
sUiTe. 

O dark, sad millions, patiently and dumb 
Waiting for God, your hour, at last, has 

come, 
And fr(?edom'.s song 
Breaks the long silence of your night of 
wrong ! 

Arise and flee 1 shake off tho Yile re- 
straint 

Of aces ; but, like Ballymena's saint. 

The oppressor spare. 
Heap only on hia head the coals of 
prayer. 

Go forth, like him t like him return 

again, 

To bless the land whereon in bitter p*in 

Ye toiled at first. 
And heal with freedom what your bLkv- 
ery corsed. 



ANNIVERSARY POEM. 

TKmd befbre the Alumni of the Friends' Yearly 
Mci'tiiiir School, at the Aunuul MMttOg St NdT* 
port, U. I , l&th 6th mo., 1863.1 

Omcs more, dear friends, yon meet he- 
neath 

A clouded sky : 
Kot yet the sword has fonnd its sheath, 
And on the sweet spring aim the breath 

Of war floats by. 



Yet trouble springs not from the ground. 

Nor pain from chance ; 
The Eternal orders circles round, 
And wave and stonn had mete and 
bound 

In Providence. 

Full long our feet the flowery ways 

Of peiice have trod. 
Content with creed and garb and i^uase : 
A harder path in earlier days 

Xicd up to God. 

Too chAply trutiis, once purchased dear» 

Are made our own ; 
Too long the wDrld has smiled to hear 
Our boast of full com in the ear 

By others sown ; 

To see us stir the mar^ firea 

Of long ago. 
And wrap our satisfied desires 
In the singed mantles that our siiet 

Have dropped below. 

But now the cross our worthies bore 

On us is laid ; 
Profe.s.sion'8 quiet sloep is o'er, 
And in the scale of truth once more 

Our £uth is weighed. 

The cry of innocent bloodatlast 

Is calling down 
An answer in the whirlwind -blast. 
The thunder and the shadow cast 

From Heaven's dark frown. 

The land is red with judgments. Who 
Stands guiltless forth ? 

Have we been faithful as we knew, 
To God and to our brother true. 
To Heaven and Earth ? 

How hint, through din of merdiandiaa 

And count of gain, 
Have seemed to us the captive's cries I 
How far away the team and a^i^ 

Of aoulainpaint 

This day the fearful reckoning comes 

To each and all ; 
We hear amidst our peaceliil homes 
The summons of the conscript drums^ 

The bugle's calL 

Our path is plain ; the war>net dftmB 
Bound ns in vain^ 
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Whil^ fiuthful to the Higher Caua^ 
We kMp our fealty to the kwa 
ThnMi|^'|«tieiit pais. 

The levelled gun, the battle«brand. 

We' may Hot take: 
But, calmly loyal, we can stand 
And snffor Avith onr snfferiog land 

For conscience' sake. 

Why ask for ease lAm all is pain t 

Shall vr alone 
Be left to add our gain to gain. 
When over Armageddon's plain * 

The tmmp ia Uown f 

To suffer well is well to serve ; 

Safe in onr Lord 
The rigid linca of ]aw shall curye 
To spare us ; from ov heada ahall Bfram 

Its smiting aword. 

And ^(ht ia mingled with Hie gloao^ 

And joy with prief ; 
Divinest conipensiition.s come, 
Through thorns of judgment mercies 
oloom 

In aveet leBet 

Thanks for onr priTiIcne to Ueaa,. 

By word and deed, 
Thr widow in her keen distress. 
The childless and the fatherless. 

The hearts that bleed ! * 

For fields of <Iuty, opening widc^ 

Where all our jwwers 
Are tasked the eager steps to gnida 

Of niinions on a path untried : 
TlOJL SLAVn 18 OUJiS 1 

Onrs l y t rnditions dear and dd, 

AVliich make the race 
Our wards to cherish and unhold. 
And cast their freedom in tne mould 

Of CHiriatian giaoe. 

And we may tread the sick-bed floors 
Where strong men pine. 

And, down the groaning corridors. 
Pour freely from onr liberal atorea 
The oil and wine. 

Who mnrmnrs that in these dark daya 

His lot is cast ? 
God's hand within the shadow lays 
The stones whereon Hla gatea of piaiaa 

ShaU riae at laat 



Turn and o'ertum, O outstretched Hand I 

Nor atint, nor atay ; 
The years have never dropped their 

sand 

On mortal issue vast and grand 
As ours to-day. 

Already, on the sable groond 

Of man's des^r 
la Freedom's glmooa picture found. 
With all its duslcy hands nnboond 

Upiaiaed in pnqrer. 

O, small shall seem all sacrifice 

And pain and loss, 
"When God shall wi}»«* the weeping eyen 
For sull'ering give the victor's plize^ 

The crown for cross I 



AT POET BOYAL. 

Thk tent-lights glimmer on the land. 

The ship-li^^hts on the sea ; 
The ni^ht-wind smooths with dxifdnK 
sand 

Onr trade on lone Tybee. 

At last our gratinfT keels outslide, 
Our good boats foi-w ard swing ; 

And while we ride the land-lowed tidi^ 
Onr negroes row and sing. 

For dear the bondman holds his gifts 

Of mmdc and of song: 
The gold that kindly Nature aifta' 

Among hia sands of wrong ; 

• 

The power to make hia toiKng daya 

And poor home-comforts please ; 
The quaint relief of mirth that plajB 
With sorrow's minor keys. 

Another glow than sunset's fire 
Has filled the West with li<.'ht, 

Where field and garner, bam and byrc^ 
Are blazing through the night. 

The land is wild with fear and hatoy 
The rout runs mad and fast ; 

From hand to hand, from gate to 
The flaming brand ia paaaed. 

The lurid glow falls strong across 
Bark ftces broad with smiles : 

Not theirs the terror, hate, and llMi 
That file yon Uaziiig plea. 
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With oar-strokes timing to their sod^ 
l^ey weave in simple lays 

The patlios of remembered wruigf 
The iiope of better days^ — 

The triumpli-iicte that Miriam ttttng, 

Tlie joy of uncaged birds : 
Softening with Afric's mellow tongoe 
Their broken Saxoa words. 



80HO or THB HIOBO BOATMEBT. 

praise an' tanks ! De Lord ho come 
To set de people free ; 
An' massa tink it day ob doom. 

An* we ol) jubilee. 
De Lord dat lieap de lied Sea waves 

He jtu' as 'trong as den ; 
He say de word: we las' n^t flilaTea ; 
To-day, de Lord's freemen. 

De yam will grow, dc cotton blow, 

We'll hab de rice an' com ; 
O nebber you fesir, if nebber yon 
hear 

De driver blow his horn 1 

Ole Tna.ssa on he trabl)el3 gone ( 

He bnif (le land behind : 
De Lord's brelf blow hiia f order on. 

Like corn- Blra<^ in dewind. 
"We own de hoe, we own de ]ilotl(^ 

AVe own de bands dat hold ; 
"We sell de pig, we sell de cow, 
Bnt nebber chile be sold. 

De yam will grow, de cotton Umr, 

We '11 hab de rice an' com ; 
0 nebber you fear, if nebber you 
hear 

De driver Uowlua bora I 

We pray de Lord : he gib us signs 

Dat some day we be free ; 
De noif-whid tell it to de pines, 

De wild-duck to de sea ; 
"We tink it wbeii de church-bell riog^ 

Wo dream it in de dream ; 
De rice-bird mean it when he sing, 
De eagle when he scream. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow, 

\Ve '11 hab de rice an' com : ' 
O. nebber yon fear, if nebber you 
hear 

De driver blow his horn 1 

TTe know de promise nebber fiu]. 
An' nebber Jis de words 



So lijk^e de 'postles in de iail. 
We waited for de Lora : 

An* now he open ebery door. 

An' trow away de key ; 
Ue tink we lub him bo before. 
We lub him better free. 

De yam will grow, de cotton bloWf 

He '11 gib de rice an' com ; 
0 nebber you fear, if nebber yov 
hear 

De driver blow hie horn t 



So sing our dusky gondoliers ; 

And with a secret pain. 
And smiles that seem akin tO teen^ 

We hear the wild refrain. 

We dare not share the negro's tmsly 

Nor yet his hope deny ; 
We only know that God is just, 
And every wrong shall die. 

Rude seems the song ; each swarthy fiuM^ 

Flame-lighted, ruder still : 
We start to think that hapless race 

Most shape our good or ill ; 

That laws of changeless justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
Ana, close as sin ana suffering joined. 

We march to Fate abreast. 

Sing on, poor hearts 1 your chant shall 
be 

Our sign of blight or hloom^ — 
The Vala-song of Liberty, 
Or death-rune of our doom I 



BARBARA FRI£TCHIS. 

Up from the meadows rich with com. 
Clear in the cool September mom, 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
Green- walled by the hills of Maryland. 

Round about them orchards sweeps 
Apple and peach tree fruited deep^ 

Fair as tiie garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of the fimiished rebel hoide^ 

On that pleasant mom of the early fall 
"When Lee mardied orer the mountain- 
wsll,— 
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Orer Hhb BMNlttbi&it winding down. 
Hone and foot» into Fndenek town. 

Forty flags with their silver stars, 
Forty flags with their crimson bars, 

Flappod in tho nioming w-iiid : Ihc sun 
Of uooa looktxi down, and saw not one. 

Up lote old Barbam Frietehie then. 
Bowed with her foiinoore yean and ten ; 

Bravest of all in Frederick town, 
Sne took up the flag the men haoled 
down; 

In her attic window the staff she set, 
To ahow that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street eame the rebel tread, 
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 

Under his slouched hat left and right 
He glanced ; the old flag met his sight. 

** Halt I " — the dust-hrown ranks stood 

fast. 

« Fire 1 " —out bkued the rifle-blast 

It duveied the window, pane and sash ; 
It rent the banner with seam and gash. 

Qnick, as it fell, from the broken staff 
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf. 

She leaned far ont on the window-sill, 
And shook it forth with a royal wilL 



*' Shoot, if yon roost, this old head. 
But apaie your oonntry'a flag,'^ ahe said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of sham^ 
Over the face of the leader came ; 

The nobler nature within him stirred 
To life at that woman's deed and word : 

" "Wlio touches a hair of yon gray head 
Dies like a dog i March on 1 he said. 

All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marehing feet : 

All day long that free flag tost 
Over the heads of the rebel host 

Ever its torn folda rase and fell 

On the loyal winds that loved it well ; 

And through the hill-gaps sunset light 
Shone over it with a warm good-nt^t. 

Barbara Frietchie's work is o'er. 
And the Bebel rides on his raids no 
moie. 

Honor to her ! and let a tear 

Fall, for her aske, on StonewalTa Ite 

Over Barbara Frietchie's grave, 
FU^ of Freedom and TTnion, wave 1 

Peace and order and beauty draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law ; 

And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stara below in Frederick town 1 



BALLADS. 



COBBLER KEEZAR'S VISION." 

TiTK bMver eat his timher 

"With patient teeth that day. 
The minks were fish-waids, and the 

crows 

Surveyors of highway, — 

When Keezar sat on the hillside 

Upon liis cobbler's form, 
With a pan of coala on either hand. 

To keep hia waxed-enda warm. 



And there, in the golden weather. 
He stitched and hammered and sung ; 

In tiie brook he moistened hia leather. 
In the pewter mug hia tongue. 

Weil knew the tough old Teuton 
Who brewed the stoutest ale, 

And he paid the goo<hvife's reckoning 
In. the coin of song and tale. 

The aongs Ihey still are singing 
Who oiesB uie haia of vine^ 
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The tales that liaunt the Brocken 
And whisper down the Bhine. 

Woodsy and wild and lonpsomfi. 
The swift stream wound away, 

Throiuth birches and scarlet maples 
Flaudng in foai]| sad spraj, — 

Down on the sharp-homed ledges 

Plnnging in steep cascade. 
Tossing its white-maned waters 

Against the hemlock's shads. 

Voodsf and wild and lonesome^ 

Exst and wc>st and north and SOVth ; 
Only the village of fishers 
Dowa at the river's mouth ; 

Only here and there a dealing; • 
"With its farm-house rude and new, 

And tree-stiunps» swart as Imdiajis, 
Where the scantf hsrfnst gnw. 

No shout of hoTTKvTiound reapen^ 

No vintage-song he heaiti. 
And on the green no dancing feet 

The merry Yuilin stirred. 

** Why should folk be glum," said Kee- 
sar, 

*• When Nature herself is glad. 
And the painted woods are laughing 
At the faces so sour and sad ? " 

Small heed had the careless cohhler 
What sorrow of heart was theirs 
Who travailed in psin with the births 

of God, 

And planted a stats with piayen^ — 

Hunting of witches and wailoelcs^ 

Sinitiiig the heathen horde, — 
One hand ou the mason's trowel. 
And one on the sohlicr's sword 1 

But give him his ale and cider. 
Give him his pipe and song, 

little he eared rar Chun& or States 
Or the balance of right and wrong.' 

***Ti3 work, work, work," he mut- 
tered, — 

*' And for rest a snuffle of psalms I" 
He smote on his leathern apron 
With his brown and waxen palms. 

•* 0 for the purple harvests 
Of the days whea 1 was yonqg I 



For ihe merry grape-stained maidens. 
And the plesssnt songs Qtey song I 

** O for the breath of vineyanls. 
Of ai>ples and nuts and wine ! 

For an oar to row and a breeze to blow 
Down the gmnd old lirer Rhine 1 " 

A tear in his Une eye s^istened. 
And dropped on his beard so gray. 

«*01d, old am I," said Kf.var, 

And the iihlue flows iax away 1 '* 

Bat a canning man was the cobbler : 

He could call the birds from the tiveij. 
Charm the black snake out of the lc<ige^ 
And bring back the swarming bees. 

All the virtues of herbs and metals. 
All the lore of the woo<ls, he knew, 

And the arts of the Old World mingled 
With the msrvels of the New. 

Well he knew the tricks of magic. 
And the lapstone on his -knee 

Had the gift of the Honnon's goggles 
Or the atone of Doctor Dee. 

For the mighty master Agrippa 
Wrought it with spell and rhyme 

From a fragment of mystic moonstone 
In tiie tower of Nettesheim. 

To a cobbler Minnesinger 

The marvellous stone gave he, — 
And he gave it, in turn, to Keezar, 
Who brought it over the sea. 

He held up that mystic lapstonC^ 

He held it up like a lens. 
And he counted the long years coming 

By twenties and by tens. 

"One hundred years," quoth Keezar, 
► ** And fifty have I told : 
Now open the new before me. 
And shut me out the old i " 

liike a cloud of mist, the blackness 
Holled from the magic stone. 

And a marvellous picture mingled 
The unknown and the known. 

Still ran tlie stream to the river. 
And river and ocean joined ; 

And there were the bluffs and the bhie 
sea-line. 
And cold north hiUs behind. 
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Bat the mighty forest 

Bymuiy a stwpUHl town. 
By many a whitc-wallcd fami-homi^ 

And many • garner brown. 

Ttaming a tooro of mOl-whedi^ 

The strram no mon Tan froe ; 
"White sails on the winding? river. 
White sails ou the ikr-oif sea. 

Below in the noisy villaf^e 

The flaf"? woro lloutiut,' pny. 
And tthouo ou a thuusaud luces 

The tight of a holiday. 

Bwiflly the rival plongbmen 
Turned the brown earth from their 
abam; 

Here were the fanner^s trcasnres, 
There were the oaftunan'a vane. 

Golden the goodwiftt*a hnttefy 

Kuby her currant-wine ; 
Grand were the Ktnittin^,' tnrkpys, 
fat were the beeves and siiine. 

Yellow uid red wera the apples. 

And the rine pears mssj't-lirown. 
And the peacnes had stolen bluslies 
Fram the girls who shook them 
down. 

And with blooms of hill and wild- 
wood. 

That shame the toO €^ art; 

Miii;,'l<"d ihc L'criT'H'MS blossoms 
Of the garden's tropic heart. 

•'matisitlseef'* saidKeew: 

*' Am I here, or am I there f 

Is it a ff tr at r.iitir»'ii ? 
Do 1 look ou Frankfort fair ? 

Bnt where an the downs and pop- 
pets. 

Ami inij)S i\'ith horns and tail f 
And where are the Rhenish ilsgons t 
ibid where is the foaming ale! 

•*Straiifce things, I know, will hap- 
pt-n, — 

Stranfje things the T^ord permits ; 
But that dT-oiif;li1y folk should he joUy 
Pozzies my poor old wits. 

•* Here are smiling manly faces. 
And the maiden's step is gsy ; 



Nor sad by thinking, nor mad by diinlu 
ing, 

Nor mopes, norfool^ are they. 

*' Hen< *8 pleasure without r^rctting; 

And gowl without abuse. 
The holiday and the j^ridsl 

Of beauty and of use. 

"Here's a priest snd there Si a Qua* 

ker, — 
Do the cat and dog agree ? 
Have they burned the stocks for oven- 
wood t 

Hare they cat down the gBlh}w»>tne I 

** Would the old folk know their chil- 
dnii f 

Would theyown the graoelesi tvm^ 

With never a ranter to wony 
And never a witch to diwn ! " 

Loud laughed the cobbler Keear, 
LMU!:;hed like a school-boy gay; 

Tossing his arms above him. 
The lapstone reDed away. 

It rolled down the rugged liillside. 
It spun like a wliwd bewitched, 

It plun^il through the leaning willows^ 
And into the nver pitched. 

There, in the deep, dark water, 

Tlie magic stone lies still. 
Under the leaning willows 

In the shadow of the hiU. 

But oft the idle fisher 

Sits on the shadowy hank. 
And his dreams vske marrenoDS pio- 

tun-s 

Where the wizard's lapstone sank. 
• 

And still, in the summer twilight^ 
Wlfji tlie river seems to mn 

Out fi-om llio inner glory. 
Warm with the melted snn. 

The weary mill-fdrl lingers 

Beside the charnied strean^ 
And the sky and the golden wstar 

Shape and color her dream. 

Fair wave the sunset gardens^ 

The rosy signals fly ; 
Her homestead beekons from the dott^ 

And lore goes sailing by I 
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TO W. B. 

As tliey who watch by sick-bed:$ Imd 
ITnwittiQglv from tha gtmt itveat of 

grief 

And auxious care in fantasies out* 
wrought 

From the hearth's embers lUekering hrWf 

or naught 

From wltis| rring wind, or tread of pass- 
ing IVet, 

Or Tigrant memoiy calling up some 

sweet 

Snatch of old song or romance whence 
or why 

They scarcely know or aslc» — so^ thoa 

and I, 

. pursed iu the faith that Truth a)one is 
strong 

In the enannmee wbieh ovtwesries 

Wron^, 

With meek persistence baffling brutal 

force, 

And trusting Crod against theuniyerse^ — 
We, doomed to wateh a strife ire may 

not sliiire 

With other weapons than the patriot's 
prayer, 

Tet owning, with full hearts and mdst- 

enetl eyes, 
The awful ht-auty of self-sacrifice, 
And wrung by keenest sympathy for all 
Who give their lored ones mr the Uving 

wall 

'Twixt law and treason, — in this evil 
day 

Hay haply find, through antnmitie play 
Of pen and pencil, solace to our pain, 
And hearten others with the strength we 

gain. • 
I know it has beeft said our times re- 

quire 

JSo play of art, nor dalliance with the 
lyre, 

No weak essay with Fancy's chloroform 
To calm the hat, mad pulses of the 
storm, 

Bnt the stem war-blast rather, such as 

sets 

The battle's teeth of scrrii J liayonets 
And picture grim as Veruet's. Yet 

with these 
Some softer tints may Uend, and milder 

keys 

18 
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Relieve the storm-stunned ear. Let us 

keep sweet, 
If so we may, our hearts^ even while wa 

eat 

The bitter harvest of our own device 
And half a eentory's moral cowardice. 
As NOmberg sang while Wittenbeig 

defied. 

And Krauach painted by his Luther s 
dde^ 

And through the war-march of the Pu- 
ritan 

The silver stream of Maryell's music 
ran, 

So let the household melodiee he sung. 
The pleasant pictoies on the wall he 

hung, — 

So let us hold against the hosts of night 
And slavery all our vantage-ground of 

light. 

Let Treason boast its savagery, and 
shake 

From its tlag-folds its sfmhdi lattie- 

snake, 

Nurse its line arts, lay human skins in 
tan. 

And canre its pipe-howls from the bones 

of man, 

And make the tale of Fijian banquets 

duU 

By drinking whiskey from a kyal 

skull, — 

But let us guard, till this sad war shall 

cease, 

(God grant it soon 1) the grsoefbl sxts 
of peace : 

No foes are conquered who the victors 

teach 

Their vandal manneis and harhsrie 
speech. 

And while, with hearts of thankfulness, 
we bear 

Of tke great oommon Imideii oor ftill 

5;linre, 

Let none upbraid us that the waves 
entice 

Thy sea-dipped pencil, or some quaint 

device. 

Rhythmic and sweety b^^iles my pen 
away 

From the shaip strifes and soirowa of 

to-<lny. 

Thus, while the east-wind keen from 

Labrador 

Sings in the leafless elms, sad from the 
shore 
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Of the great sea cornea the nKmotonom 



Of the long'hmldng warft and all the 

Is gray with cloud, home-bound and 

dull, 1 try 
To time a simple legend to the loiindfl 
Of witids in the wt^xis, and waves on 

pebbled bounds, — 
A aong for oan to chime with* such as 

might 

Be iung by tired ie»>psintei% who at 

uiglit 

Looik Iran tbrir bemlodc eamps, by 

quiet cove 
Or beadi, moon -lifted, on the wavea 

they love. 

(So hast thou looked, when level sunset 

lay 

On the calm bosom of some Eastern 

bay, 

And all the spray-moist rocks and waves 

that roU^ 
.Up tho wliite sand-slopes flsshed With 

niddy gold.) 
Something it has — a flavor of the 
sea, 

And the sia's freedom — which reminds 

of thee. 

Its faded picture, dimly smiling down 
From the blurred fresco of the ancient 

town, 

I have not touched with wanner tints in 

vain, 

H bt this dsik, sad year, it stasis one 
thoQC^t from pain. 



HxR finMTB shame the ivory keys 
They dance so light fdong ; 

Thebl loom u]>on her parted lips 
Is sweeter than the song. 

0 perfumed Riiitor, spare thy smiles I 

llor tlioughts are not of thee ; 
She better loves the salted wiu^ 
The voices of the 



Her "heart is like nn outbound dlip 

That at its anclior swings ; 
The murmur of the stranded shell 

Is in the song she sings. 

She sines, and, smiling, hears her praise, 
But dreams the whUe of one 

Who watches from his sea-blown deck 
^P]ie icebexgs in the sun* 



She questions all the winds that blow. 

And ever}' fog-wreath duBt 
And bids the sea-birds flying north 

Bear messsges to him. 

She speeds tlicm with the thanks of mmi 

He {terilled life to save. 

And grateful prayers like hoi}' oil 
To smooth for him the wave. 

Brown Viking of the fishing-smaek 1 
Fair toast of all the town I — 

The skipper's jerkin ill beseems 
The lady's silken gown t 



But ne'er shall Amy Wentworth 
For him the bluah of shame 

Who dares to set hia manly gifts 
Against her ancient name. 



The stream is brightest at its spring, 
And blood is not like wine ; 

Nor honoreil less than he who hein 
is he who founds a line.* 

Full lightly shall the prize be won, 
I f love M Fortune'a spur ; 

And never nniitlen stoops to him 
Who lii'ts himself to her. 

Her home is brave in Jaffnj Stre6l» 

With stately stainx ays worn 
By fei't of old Colonial knights 
And ladies geutle-bom. 

Still green nbout its smple porcih 

The Kngli^>h ivy twines, 
Trained back to show in English oak 

The hersld's csrven signs. 

And on her, from the wainscot old. 

Ancestral faces frown, — 
And tills lias worn the soldiei^s swordt 

And that the judge's gown. 

But, strong of will and proud as they. 
She walks the i^eiy floor 

As if she trod her sailor's deck 
By stonny Labrador 1 

The sweetbrier blooms on Kittery-sido^ 

And green are Elliot's bowers ; 
Her ganlen is the pebbled l)eaehy 
The mosses are her flowers. 

She looks across the harbor-bar 
To sse the white gulls fly ; 
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JRs greeting from the Northern 
Is in their claugmg cry. 



8he }mm<i a song, and dreams that ho. 

As in its romance old. 
Shall homeward ride with silken saibi 

And masts of beaten gold I 

0, rank is p;ood, and ^old is fair. 
And high and low mate ill ; 

Bat love has nevw known a lair 
Beyond its own sweet will 1 



THE COUNTESS. 

TO «. W. 

I Xirow not. Time and Space so inter- 
vene. 

Whether, still waitiqg with a trust se- 
rene, 

Thou hearest up thy fousoore years and 

ten, 

Or, called at ]ast» art now Heavsn's cit- 
izen ; 

But, here or there, a pleasant thought 
of thee, 

Like an old friend, all day has been 

with me. 

The shy, still boy, for whom thy kindly 
hand 

Smoothed his hard pathway to the won- 
der-land 

Of thought and fancy, in gray manhood 
yet 

Keeps green the memory d his eaity 

debt. 

To-day, when tnith and falsehood speak 

their words 
Thrangh hot-linped cannon and tho teeth 

of swoniM, 

liisteuing with quickened heart and car 
intent 

To each sharp danse of that stem aiga- 

ment, 

I still can hear at times a softer note 
Of die old pastoral mosio round me float, 
While through the hot gleam of oar 

civil strife 
Looms the green mirage of a simpler 
life. 

As, at his alien post, the sentinel 
Drops the old bucket in the homestead 
well. 

And hears dd Tdoes in the winds that 
toss 



Above his head the live-oak's beard of 
moss. 

So, in our trial-time, and under skies 
Shadowed by swords lilce Islam's para- 
dise, 

I wait and watch, and let my fancy 
stray 

To milder scenss and yonth's Arcadian 

day ; 

And howsoc'er the peucU. dip£)ed in 
dreams 

Shades the brown woods or tints the 

8uiis<'t streams. 
The country doctor in the for(^px>und 



Whose ancient solky down the vilfaigiB 

lanes 

Dragged, like a war-car, captive ills and 



oouli 



mins. 



not paint the sceneiy of my 

son«T, 

Mindless of one who looked thereon so 
long; 

Who^ night snd day, on dnty^s lonely 

round. 

Made friends o' the woods and rodn^ 
and knew the sound 

Of eaeh small brook, and what the hill- 
side trees 

Said to the winds that touched their 

leafy keys ; 
Who saw so keenly and so well could 

paint 

The vill;i<re-folk, with all their humors 

(quaint, — 
The parson ambling on his wall-eyed 

roan. 

Grave and enn t, with white hair back- 
ward blown ; 

The ton^ old boatman, half amphibioas 
grown ; 

The muttering witch-wife of the gossip's 
tale. 

And the loud straggler levying his black- 

mail, — 

Old customs, habits, snpor<!titions, fears. 
All that lies buried under fifty years. 
To thee, as is most fit, I raing my 

And, grateful, own the debt I cannot 
pay. 



Over the wooded northern ridg^ 

Between its houses brown. 
To the dark tnnnel of the brid^ 
' The street oomes straggling down* 
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You catch a glimfBfi, through birch and 

piuc. 

Of gable, roof, and porch, 
Tlie tJiVPrn with its swincnn^ 
The sharp horu ul tho church. 

The river 8 steel-blue crcaomt cmres 

To mcf't, in chh and How, 
The sin^'lr ]inik» n wliarf that Bervea 
For hluup aud gimdeluw. 

"With salt sea-scents alonf? its shovn 

Tilt' heavy hay-lMmtK < iu\vl. 
The lung aiiteiinii: uf thuir oara 

In la^ rise and fidL 

Along the gray abutment's wall 

The idle shad-uet dries ; 
The toU-num in hia eobUei'i BtaQ 

Sita KfnokiTig irith doaed ^yea. 

Yon ht^ the pier's low undertone 
Of wa^ea that chafe and gnaw ; 

You start, — a ddp^ier's hom is blown 
To raise the eraiking draw. 

At times a blacksmith's anvil sounds 
With alow and sluggard beat» 

Or atMB-coac]) on its dusty rounds 
Wifes up the staring street. 

A place far Idle eyes and ean, 

A rohwehbotl nook of dreams ; 
Ldft by the stream whose wavea are 
years 

The stranded Tillage seems. 

And there, like other moss andmst^ 

The native dweller clings. 
And keeps, in uninquiring trust. 

The dd, dull roond of tningi. 

The fisher drops his patient linei^ 

The fanner sows his grain. 
Content to hear the munnuring pines 

Instead of railroad-train. 

Go where, along the tnnfrh'd steep 
That slopes against the \^t, 

The hamlet's buried idlers sleep 
In still profonnder rest 

Throw back the locust's flo\A'ery plume, 
The birch's pale-green scarf, 

And break the web of brier and bloom 
From name and epitaph. 



A simple muster-roll of death. 
Of pomp and romance shorn. 

The (liy, old names that commcBi breaHL 
Has chespened and outworn. 

Yet pause bj one low moond, and part 

The wild vines o'er it laced. 
And read the words by rustic ait 
Uj>ou its headbtque ti*aced. 

Haply yon white-haired villager 

Of fourscortt years can say 
What means the noble name of her 

Who aleeps with common clay. 

An exile from the Gascon land 

Found refuge here and rest 
And loved, of all the village baod» 

Ita fairest and its best. 

He knelt with her on Sahhath momi^ 
He vvoi8hiii]ied through her eyes. 

And on the ])ri(le that doubts aud aconil 
Stole in her faith's surprise. 

Her simple daily life he saw 

By homeliest duties tried. 
In fljl things by an imtaqglit har 

Of fitness jnstified. 

For her his rank aside he laid ; 

He took the hue and tone 
Of lowly life and toil, and made 
Her fiioiple ways his own. 

Yet still, in gay and careless ease^ 

To harvest-field or dance 
He brought the gentle courtesies. 

The nameless grace of France. 

And she who taught him love not less 

From him she Joved in turn 
Caiight in her sweet unconsckmsneSB 

VHutt loTe is quick to learn. 

Each grew to each in pleased accord, - 

Nor knew the gazing town 
If she looked upward to her lord 

Or he to her looked down. 

How sweet, when summer's day waso'eTi 

His violin's mirth and wail. 
The walk on pleasant Newbury's shore^ 
The mer^s moonlit sail ! 

Ah ! life is brief, though loTB be lopg$ 

The altar and the bier, 
Tlie burial hymn and bndsl song^ 

Wenbothinonsduirt jesri • 
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Her rest is ouiet on the hill, 
Beneftth tne locnsf b bloom : 

Par ofF lier lover sleeps lus still 
Within his scutchisoned tomb. 

The Gascon lord, the villnge maid, 
111 death still clasp their hands ; 

The love that levels raTik and grade 
Unites their severed lands. 

What matter whose the hillside ffm. 
Or whose the blazoned stone f 

Forever to her western wave 
Shall whisper blue Garonne I 

O Ijove ! — so hallowing every soil 
That gives thy sweet flower room^ 

Wherever, nursed by ease or toil. 
The hmmui heart takes bloom 1 — 



Plant of lost Eden, from the sod 
Of sinfiil earth uoriven, 

Wldte blos.soni ul" tin; trees of God 
Dropped down to us from heaven 1— > 

• « 

This tangled waste of mound and atone 

Is holy for th^ sake ; 

A sweetness whieh is all thy own 
Breathes out from fern and biuke. 

And while ancestral ])nde shall twhie 
The (5a.st on'.H ti)nil> with lUiwers, 

Fall sweetly here, O song ol mine. 
With summer's bloom and showers 1 

And lot the lines that seyeredseem 

Unit<; again in thee, 
As western wave and Gallic stream 
Aze mingled in one sea 1 



OCCASIONAL POEMS 



VAPLES. 

1860. 

mOBIBED TO KOVEUT c. watebston, 
OW BOSTOK. 

I oiYstheejoyt — I know to thee 
The dearest spot on earth most 

be 

Where deeps thy loved one hf the som- 
mer sea; 

Where, near her sweetest poet's 
. tomb, 

The land of Vilgil gave thee room 
To ky thy flower witn her perpetual 
bloom. 

• I know that when the sky shnt 

down 

Behind thee on the gleanung town, 
On Baiee's baths and Posilippo's crown ; 

And, through thy tears, the mock- 
ing day 

Bamed Ischia's mountain lines 
away, ^ 
And Capri melted in its eon^y hajp — 



Through thy great fareweH aonoir 

shot 

The sharp pang of ar bitter thought 
That slaves must tread around that holy 
spot. 

Thou kneweet not the land was 

blest 

In giving thy beloved rest, 
Holding the loud hope closer to her 
Dieast 

That every sweet and saintly grave 
Was freedom's j>ro|>heey, and gave 
The pledge of Heaven to sanctify and 
save. 

That pledge isanswered. Totbyear 
The unchained city sends its cheer. 
And, tuned to joy, the muffled bells of 
fear 

Ring Victor in. The land sits free 

And lia]iy>v V>y the snmmer sea. 
And liourbon Naples now is Italy I 

She smiles alx)ve her l»roken chain 
The languid smile that follows pain, 
Stvstching her eiamped limbs to the sun 
again* 
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O, joy for all, who hear her call 
Ironi gray CuDaldoli'sconTcnt^inkD 
And Elmo ■ towen to freedom's carni- 

A iMirttfo'lirMthM among her vines 

And olives, like the breath of ])ines 
Blown downward Crom the breezy Apen- 

uiues. 

L^an, O, my (iiend» to meet that 
breath, 

Bejoiee m one wlio witneneth 
Beauty from aahea riae^ and life from 
deatkl 

Thy MHTow shall no more be pain. 

Its tears shall fall in sunlit rain, 
Wntiiig t lie grave with Uoweis : ** Arisen 
again 1 " 



THE SUMMONS. 

Ht ear la ftill of summer sounds, 
Of summer sights my languid eye ; 

Beyond iho tlusty village bounds 

1 loiter in my daily rounds. 
And in the noon-time shadowa lie. 

J liear the wild bee wind his horn. 
The bird swings on the ripened wheat, 

The long green knees of the oont 
Are tiltini^ in tlie winds of morn, 
The iocuat shrills his song of heat. 

Another aonnd my spirit heara, 
A dee[)er soond that diowna fhem 

all, — 

A voice of pleading ehoked with tears, 
The call of human nopes and fean^ 
The Macedonian cry to Paul! 

The storm-bell rings, the trumpet blows ; 
I know the word and eonntersign ; 

Wherever Freedom's vanguard goes, 
"Wliore stand or fall her friends or foes, 
I know the place that should be mine. 

Shamed T>e the hands that idly fold. 

And li[)S tliat woo the reed's aerord, 
When laggard Time the hour has tolled 
For true with false and new with old 
To fight the battles of the Lord t 

O brothers 1 blest by partial Fate 
With power to matoii tiw wiU and 
deedy 



To him your summons comes, too fate 
Who ainka beneath Ida armor^a wdght. 
And baa no anatmr hut God-^ieed 1 

THE WAITIKG. 

I WAIT and watch : before my eyes 
Methinka the night grows thin and 

gray ; 

I wait and watch the eastern skies 
To see the golden spears uprise 
Beneath the oriflamme of day I 

Like one whose limbs are boimd in 
trance 

I hear the daj-aonnds swell and groir. 

And see across the twili^dit glance, 
Troop after troop, in swift advance. 
The shining ones with plumes of 



I know the errand of their feet* 
I know what mighty work is thehs ; 

I can but lift up hands unmeet, 
The threshing'- floors of God to beat. 
And si>eed. them with unworthy 
l)i-ayers. 

I will not dream in vain despair 

The steps of progiess wait for me : 
The puny leverage of a hair 
Tlie planet's impulse well may aptn^ 
A drop of dew the tided 



Tlie loss, if loss there be, ia mine. 

And yet not mine if un(h'r>;tood ; 
For one shall grasp and one resign. 
One drink life s rue, and one its wine. 
And God shall make the bolaiioe 
good. 

0 power to do ! O haffled will ! 

O prayer and action ! ye are one. 
Who may not strive, may yet fulfil 
The harder task of standing still. 

And good bnt wished with God la 
donel 



MOUNTAIN PICTUBES. 
I. 

FfiANCONIA FROM THE PEMIGEWA8SET. 

Omcb more, O Mountains of the North, 

unveil 

Yoor hfows, and lay yoor elondy 
nantleeby 1 
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And once man^ ere the eyes that seek 
ye fail. 

Uplift against the blue walk of the diy 
iTour mighty diapes, and let the sun- 
shine weave 
Its golden net-work in your belting 
woods, 

Smile down in Fsinbows from your 

falling floods, 
And on your kingly browsat morn and eve 
Set crowns of £re 1 So shall my soul 
receive 

Haply the secret of your calm and 

strength, 
Your uulorgotten beauty interfuse 
My common life, your glorious shapes 

and hues 

And sun-dropped splendors at my 

bidding come, 
Loom vast through dreams, and 

stretch in billowy length 
From the sea-level of my lowland home ! 

They rise hefore met Last night's 

thunder-gust 
fibsred not in vain : for where im 

lightnings thrust 
Their tongues of fire, the greet peaks 

seem so near. 
Burned clean of mist, so starkly hold 
and clear, 

I almost pause tiie wind in the pines to 
hear, 

The loose rock's tail, the steps of brows- 

inff deer. 

The clouds that shattered on yon slide- 
worn walls 
/ And splintered on the rocks their 

spears of rain 
Have set in play a thousand waterfalls, 
Making the dusk and silence of the woods 
Olad with the laughter of the chasing 
floods, 

And luminous with blown spray and 
silver gleams. 

While, in the vales below^ the dry- 
lipped streams 
Sing to the freshened meadow-lands 
again. 

8ob let me hope, tiie htttlle-storm that 

boats 

The laud with hail and fire may pass 
away 

With its spent thunders at the hresk of 

day, 

Like last night's clouds, and leave, as it 
retrwtSy 
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A greener earth and fiEorer sl^ be- . 
hind, 

' Blown crystsl-dear hj Freedom's 
Korthem wind 1 



n. 

HOKADNOCK FROK WACBDSST. 

I WOULD I were a painter, for the sake 
Of a sweet picture, and of her who led, 
A fitting guide, with reverential tread, 

Into that mountain mystery, iirst a 
lake 

Tinted with snniet ; next the wavy 

Tines 

Of far receding hills ; and yet more 
far, 

Monadnock lifting from his night of 

pines 

His rosy forehe?id to the evening star. 
Beside us, purple-zoned, Wachuset laid 
His head agsinst the West, whose 
warm lifht made 
His aureole ; and o'er him, shaip 
and clear. 

Like a shaft of lightning in mid-launch- 
ing stayed, 
A single level cloud-line, shone upon 
By the fierce glances of the sunken sun. 
Menaced the darkness with its gold- 
en spear! 

So twilight deepened round us. Still 

and black * 
The great woods climbed the mountain • 

at our baek ; 
And on their skirts, where yet the linger- 
ing day 

On the shorn greenness of thedearinglay. 

The brown old farm-house like a 

bird's-nest hniig. 
With home-life sounds the desert air was 
stirred : 

The bleat of sheep along the hill we 

heard, 

The bucket plashing in the cool, sweet 
well, 

The pasture-haiB that Mattered as they 

fell; 

Dogs barked, fowls fluttered, cattle 

lowed ; the gate 
Of the barn-yard creaked beneath the 

merry weight 
Of sun-brown children, listening, 

while they swung. 
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Hm welcome soimd of supper-call 
to heur; 

And down the ahadowy Imm^ in 

tinklinfp rl«'ar, 
The patttoral curlew of the cow-bell 
rung. 

Thus toothed and pleased, our backward 

]>iith wo tooK, 
Fkabiug the farmer's home. He only 
spake. 

Looking into the sunset o'er the Like, 
Likr oiif to whom the far-off ia 

most iK'ur : 
"Yed, moiit t'ulks think it has a pleasant 
look; 

I love it for my good old mother's sake. 
Who livetl and died here in the 
peace of Go«l ! **. 
The lesson of his words we pondered 

o'er, 

As silently we turned the eastern flank 
Of the mountain, where its shadow 

deepest sank, 
DonUing the night along our nggsd 

road : 

We felt that man was more than his 
abode, — 

The inward life than Katuie'a ni- 

ment morn ; 
And the warm sky, the sundown-tinted 
hill, 

The forest and the lake, aeemed 

dwarfed and dim 
Before the saintly soul, whose human 
wUl 

Meekly. in the Eternal footstepa 

trod, 

Making her liomely toil and household 

ways 

An earthly echo of the song of praise 
Swelling' from angal lipa andhaipaof 
aeraphiuL 



OUB BIYEB. 

FOB A SUMMER FESTIVAL AT "THE 
LAUBELS" OK THE MERRIIIAOK. 

Onte more on yonder laureHed height 

The suaimer llowera have budded ; 
Once more with summer's golden lij^t 

The Tales of home are flooded ; 
And once more, hy the grace of Him 

Of evtry good the Giver, 
We sing upon its wooded rim 

The piaiaea of onr river: 



Itspines above, its waves below, 

liie west-wind down it blowings 
As fair as when the jtma^ Maam 

V>r\irh\ it seaward flowing, — 
And bure it^ memory o'er the dee{^ 

To aoothe a aiaitfi'a sadness, 
And fresco, in his troubled sleeps 

His priaon-walla with gladnfffw. 

We know the wosld ia licb with streaM 

Renowned in aong and story, 
Whose music mnrmurs thrw^h our 

dreams 

Of human love and gloir : 
We know that Arno's banks are filir. 

And Rhine has castled shadows. 
And, poet-tnned, the Doon and Ayr 

Go singing down their meadows* 

But while, nnpietnred and nnanng 

l>y painter or by poet, 
Our river waits the tuneful tongue 

And cunning hand to show it, — • 
We only know the fond skies lean 

Above it, warm with blessing. 
And the sweet soul of our Undine 

Awakes to our caressing. 

No fickle sun-god holds the flocks 
That graze its shores in keeping ; . 

No icy kiss of Dian mocks 

The youth beside it sleeping : 
Our Christian river loveth moat 

The beautiful and human ; 
The heathen streams of Naiads boast^ 
But ours of man and woman. 

The miner in hia cabin heafs 

The ripple we are hearing ; 
It whispers soft to homesic k ears 

Around the settler's clearing ; 
In Sacramento's vales of com. 

Or Santee's bloom of cotton. 
Our river by its valley-bom 

Was never yet forgotten. 

Hie drum rolls loud, — the bog^ tSOm 

The summer air with elaiifror ; 
The war-stonn shakes the solid hills 

Beneath its tread of auger ; 
Toong eyes that last year smiled in 
ours 

Now jwint the rifle's barrel, 

I And hands then stained with fruits and 
flowers 
Bear redder stains of qpmtL 
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Bat blue skies smfle, and flowers bloom 
on, 

And rivers still koep flowing, — 
Tlie dear God still his rain and sun 

On good and ill bestowing. 
His pine-trees whisper, "Tnut and 

wait ! 

His flowers arc ])rophe<?ying 
That all wc dread of change or fall 
His love is nndeiiying. 

And thou, O Monntain-bom ! — no more 

We ask the wise Allotter 
Than for fhe firmness of thy shoic^ 

Tlie calmness of thy water, 
The cheerful lights that overlay 

Thy rugged slopes with beauty, 
To match our spirits to our day 

And make a joy of duty. 



ANDREW RTEMAN'S PRAYER. 

Andrew Rykman 's dead nnd gome; 

You can see his leaning slate 
Isk the graveyard, and thereon 

Read his name and date. 



" Trust is truer titan our fears, 
Rnna the legend throng the 

** Gain not in ntUUd yean. 
Nor in4€athi»loaa,** 



Stin the feet that thither trod, 1 
All the friendly eyes are dim ; 

Only Natnn*, now, and God 
Have a care for him. 

There the dews of quiet fall, 

Singin^x birds and soft winds stiay; 

Sliall the tender Heart of all 
Be less kind than they I 

\\niat lie was and what he is 
They who ask may haply find, 

If they read this prayer of iiis 
Which he kft behind. 



Pardon, Lord, the lips that dare 
Shape in words a mortal's prayer ! 
Prayer, that, when my day is done^ 
And 1 see its setting sun. 
Shorn and beamless, cold and dim. 
Sink beneath the horizon's rim, <— 
"When this ball of rock and clay 
Crumbles from feet away. 



And the solid shores of sense 
Melt into the vagne immense^ 

Father ! I may eome to Thee 
Even with the beggar's plea, 
As the poorest of Thy poor, 
With my needs, and nothing mora. 

Not as one who seeks his home 
With a step assured 1 come ; 
Still behind the tread 1 hear 
Of my life-companion, Fear ; 
Still a shadow deep and vast 
From iiiy westeiing feet is cast, 
Wavering; donbtlhl, undefined. 
Never shapen nor outlined : 
From myself the fear has groMm, 
And the shadow is my own. 
Tet, O Lord, through aU a sense 
Of Thy tender providence 
Stays my failing heart on Thee, 
And cuulirms tlie feeble knee ; 
And, at times, my worn feet press 
Spaces of cool quietness, 
Lilied whiteness shone upon 
Not by light of moon or sun. 
Hours there be of inmost calm. 
Broken but by grateful psalm, 
When 1 love Thee more than ifear Thee, 
And Thy blessed Christ seons near me^ 
With forgiving look, as when 
He beheld the Magdalen. 
Well 1 know that all tliinfp? move 
To the s])heral rhythm of love, — 
That to Thee, O Lord of all I " 
Notliin^f can of chance befall : 
Child and sera])h, mote and star, 
Well Thou knowest what we are ; 
Through Thy vast creative plan 
Ivooking, from the worm to 
There i.s pity in Tliino eyes, 
But no hatred nor surprise. 
Not in blind caprice of will. 
Not in onnning sleight of skill. 
Not for show of power, was WTOUj^t 
Nature's marvel in Thy thought. 
Never careless hand and vain 
Smites these diords of joy and pain } 
No immortal selfishness 
Plays the game of curse and bless; 
Heaven and earth are "witnesses 
That Thy glorj- goodness is. 
Not for sport of mind and force 
Hjist Tlufii made Thy universe^ 
But as atmosphere and zone 
Of Thy loving heart alone. 
Man, who walketh in a show^ 
Sees before him, to and iso$ 
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Sbidow and illasion go ; 
All things flow «id flaetaaita^ 

Now cnntnu t and now dilatS. 

In tlie wi'ilrr of this sfa. 

Nothing stable !:» but Thee; 

In thii whirl of twooning tnoM^ 

Thou alone art ponnaiK'ncr ; 

All without Thet* only s- » nis. 

All betiiiie is choice of dreaius. 

KoTW jot in darkest mood 

Doubted I that Tliou wast px)dy 

Nor mistook my will lor fate, 

Fain of sin for heavenly bate, — 

Kever dnuned the gates of peail 

Rise from out the burning mul, 

Or that j^ocxl only live 

Of the bad couiiervatiTe, 

And throngh connterpoiflo of hoD 

Heaven alone be possible. 

For myself alone I doubt ; 

All is well, I know, without ; 

I alone the beanty mar, 

I alone the music jar. 

Y»'t, witli hands by evil stained^ 

And an ear by discord pained, 

I am groping for the keys 

Of the heavenly harmonies ; 

Still within n)y heart 1 l>ear 

Love for all things good and fair. 

Hands of want or souls in pain 

Have not sought my door in Tain ; 

I have kept my fealty i^oixl 

To the human brotherhood ; 

Scarcely have I asked in prayer 

That which others might not shaie. 

I, who he^ir with socrci shame 

Praise tli it paineth more than blame. 

Rich alone iu favors lent, 

Viituous by accident, 

Doubtful where 1 fain would rest, - 

Frailest where I seem the best. 

Only strong for lack of test, — 

What am I/that I ahonld prea 

Special pleas of selfishness, 

Coolly mounting into heaven 

On my neighbor unforgiven f 

Ne'er to me, howe'er disgnisedy 

Comes a saint unrecognized ; 

Never fails my heart to greet 

Noble deed with warmer beat ; 

Halt and maimed, I own not Vm 

All the gra( e of holiness ; 

Nor, through shame or self-distrosl* 

Less I love the pure and just. 

Lord, forgive these words of mine : 

What have I that is not Thine? — 

AVhatsoe'er 1 lain would boast 



Needs Thy pitying nardon matt. 
Thou, O Elder Brother! iHio 

In Thy flesh our trial knew. 

Thou, who hast been touched by these 

Our most sad infirmities, 

Thou alone the gulf canst span 

In the dual heart of man, 

And b< tween the soul and sense 

Reconcile all ditlerence. 

Change the dream of me and mine 

For the truth of Thee and Thine, 

And, through chaos, doubt, and strife^ 

Itjterfuse Thy calm of life. 

Haply, thus by Thee renewed. 

In Thy borrowed goodness good. 

Some sweet morning yet in. God'fl 

Dim, cconian periods. 

Joyful 1 shall wake to see 

Those I love who rest in The^ 

And to them in Thee allied 

^hall my soul be satisfied. 

S( arcely Hope hath shaped fivr 1116 

What the future life may be. 
Other lips may well be bold ; 
Like the publican of old, 
I can only Ulge the plea, 
" Lord, Ite merciful to me ! ** 
Nothing of desert 1 claim. 
Unto me belongeth shame. 
Not for me the crowns of gold, 
Tahns, and harpings manifold; 
Not for erring eye and feet 
Jasper wall and golden street. 
What thou wilt, O Father, I 
All is gain that 1 receive. 
If my voice 1 may not raise 
In the elders' song of praise. 
If I may not, sin-defiled, 
Claim my birthright as adlildy 
Suller it that 1 to Thee 
As an hiivd servant \w ; 
Let the lowliest task 1h^ mine. 
Grateful, so the work Ijc Tliine ; 
Jjpt mc find the humblest place 
In the shadow of Thy grace : 
Blest to me were any spot 
Where temptation wliisi)ers not. 
If there be some weaker one. 
Give me strength to help him on j 
If a blinder soul there be^ ' 
Let me guide him nearer Thee. 
Make my mortal dreams come trw 
W ith the work I lain would do ; 
Clothe with life the weak intenty 
Ijot me be the thing I meant; 
Let me find in Thy employ 
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Peace that dearer is th&n joy ; 
Out of eelf to love he led 

Ami to heaven aoclimated, 
Until all things swpet and good 
Seem my natural habitude. 



So we Tpad the prayer of hun 
Who, with John of Lobadifl^ 

Trod, of old, the oozy rim 
Of the Zuyder Zee. 

Thus did AndnBW Rykman pray. 
Are we wieer, better grown. 

That we may not, in our day, 
Make liia. prayer oar own I 



THE CRT OF A LOST SOUL.^ 

In that black forest, where, when day is 
done, 

With a snake's stilhieM giidei the 

Amazon 

i)arkly from sunset to the rising sun, 

A cry, as of the pained liMit of the wood, 

Tht* lotif^, (l<'sp!iirin<j moan of solitude 
And darkness audthe absence of ail good, 

Startles the traveller, with a sound so 

drear, 

So full of hopeless Sflony and fear, 
His heart stands still and listens like 
his 



The gnide, as if he heaid adesd-bell toll. 
Starts, drops his oar against the gun- 
wale s thole, 
Crosses himseii, and whispers, A lost 
soul J" 

" No, Senor, not a bird. Iknow it well, — 
It is the pained soul of some inlidei 
Or ciinra heretic that cries from helL 

''Poor fool ! with hope still mocking 

his despair, 
He wanders, shrieking on the midnight 

air 

For human pity and for Christian prayer. 

"Saints strike him dumb I Our Holy 

Mother hath 
No prayer for him who, sinning unto 
death, 

Bums always in the fiiinaoe of God's 
wrathl" 



Thus to the baptized pegan's cruel lie, 
Loiding new iMMfvor to that moumftal 
cry, 

The Toyager listens^ making no reply. 

Dim bums the bost-lsmp: ahadows 

deepen round, 

From giant tree.s with anake«Uke creep- 
ers wound. 

And the black water j^idea without % 
sound. 

But in the traveller's heart a secret sense 
Of nature plastic to benign intently 
And an eternal good in rovidenoe^ 

Lifts tothe starry esim of lieaTenhis 

eyes ; 

And lo ! rebuking aU earth'a ominoaa 

cries, 

The Cross of pardon lights the tropis 
sUesI 

"Father of all 1 " he uiges his strong 
phsa, 

''ThimloTastall: thy string diild may 

be 

Lost to himself, but never lost to Thee t 

'*A11 souls arc Tliine ; the wings of 

morn in Iwar 
None from that Presence which is every- 
where. 

Nor hell itself can hide^ for Thou art 
there. 

"Through sins of ssnsft, penmrities of 

will. 

Through doubt and pain, through guilt 

and shame and ill, 
Thy pitying eye is on Thy creature 

still. 

"Wilt thoii not make. Eternal Souree 

and Goal ! 

In thy long years, life's broken circle 

whole. 

And dilt^ to pnlse the eiy of a lost 
ITALY. 

Across the sea I heard the groans 

Of nations in the inter\'als 
Of wind nnd wave. Their blood and 

Iwnes 

Cried out in torture, crushed by thrones^ 
And sucked by priestly cannibals. 
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I dreamed of FrMdom dowly gained 
Hy martyr meekness, patienoe, fiuth, 

AthI lo ! fui atlilftc gnnilv stained. 
With conled uiusi leii Lattle-strained/ 
Shouting it from the helds of death I 

I turn TTiP, HWf stni' k, from the sight, 

Aiuuug the clamohugthousandii mute, 
I only know that God in ii^^ht, 
jknd that the children of the light 
Shall tread the daiknew uukr foot 

I know the pent fire heaves its enust. 
That 811 1 in' skies the bolt will fonn 

To smite tln in dear ; that Nature must 
The liuianee of her jK)\vi'rs adjust, 
Though with the earthq^uake and the 
stonn. 

God roigns, and h't tlio f\'irth rt'joice ! 

1 bow befoi-e Hin sterner plan. 
Dumb ATO the organs of my oholoe ; 
He sjH'aks in l)attle'8 stonDy voicM", 

Uis praiae is in the wrath of manl 

Yet, snrely as He Kres, the day 

of |m ;i( (' He ]>roniis«'(l sliall be OOZS, 
To lull! the lliigs (if war, and lay 
Its sword and six'ar to rust away. 

And SOW its guastly fields with flowers ! 



. THE RIVEfi PATH. 

No bird-song floated down the bill, 
The tangled bank below was still; 

No rustle from the birchen stem, 
No ripple from the water^a bem. 

The dusk of twili<^]it round us grew. 
We felt the falling of the dew ; 

For, from us, ere the day was don^ 
The wooded hills shut out the sun. 

Bat on the rivci'fl fiuihor side * 
We saw the bill-tops glorified, — 

A tender glow, exceeding fair, 
A dream of day without its glare. 

With us the damp, the chill, the gloom : 
With them the sunset's rosy bloom j 



Willi 0 dark, through willowy Wstas«wo«, 
The liver roiled in shade between. 



Firam out lilis dsitaMSi wbers w« indi. 
We gaied npon those bilL of God, 

Whose light seemed not of moon or 
sun. 

We spake not, bat oar thoogfat was one. 

We paused, as if from that bright shore 
Beckoned our dear ones gone before ; 

And stilled our beating henrt-s tohsST 
The voices lost to mortal ear 1 

Sudden our pathway toned from night ; 
The hills swaqg open to the light ; 

Through their green gates the sunshine 
showed, 

A long^ slant spkndor downwatd flowed. 

Down glade and glen and bank it rolled; 
It bridged the shaded stream with gold ; 

And, borne on piers of mist, allied 
The shadowy with the sunlit side I 

So^" pfsyed we, ''wbsnoorfostdiMr 

near 

The river dark, with mortal fear, 

" And the night cometh chill with dew, 
0 Father 1 let thy light break through t 

So let the hills of doabt diyide. 
So bridge with iaith the sunless tide I 

** So let the eyes that fail on earth 
On thy eternal hills look forth ; 

"And in thy beckoning angels know 
The dear ones whom we loved below 1 ** 



A HEUOBIAL. 

0, THICKKR, deeper, darker growinft 
The solemn vista to the tomb 

Must know henceforth another shadow. 
And give anotiier cyprees room. 

In love surpassing that of brothers, 
We walked, 0 friend, from childhood's 
day; 

And, looking back o'er fifty summers. 
Our footprints track a oommoa way. 
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One in our fd^, md OD0 <Rir longing 
To make th e world \4*ithiii our reach 

Soiiu'what the better for our liviiit;, 
And gladder for our human speech. 

Thou hcard'st with me tho far-off ToiceB, 
The old Ix'giiiling song of fame, 

But life to thee was warm and present, 
And love wm better ttuui * Bame. 

To horaely joys and loves and friendships 
Thy genial nature fondly clung ; 

And BO the ehadow on the dial 
Ban back and left thee always young. 

* And who could hlame the generous 
weakneaa 

Which, only to thyself unjust, 
80 overjmzed the worth of otliers, 
And dwarfed thy own with self-dis- 
trnst ? 

All hearts gi'ew warmer in the presence 
Of one who, seeking not his own, 

Gave freely for the love of giving 
Kor leaped for self the harvest sown. 

Thy greeting smile was pledge and prel- 
ude 

Of generous deeds and kindly words ; 
in thy large heart were fair guest-cham- 
hers, 

Open to soniiae sad the biids I 

The task was thiue to mould and fashion 
LifSe's phutie newnem into grace. : 

To make the boyish heart heroic, 
And light with thought the maiden's 
face. 

O'er all the land, in town and pmirie, 
With bended heads of mouioinj^ 
stand 

The living forms that owe their beauty 
And fitness to thy shaping hsnd. 

Thy call has come in ripened manhood, 

The noonday calm of heart and niiiKl, 
While I, who dreaineil of thy rrtnaining 
To mourn me, linger still behind ; 

Live on, to own, with self-npbnddin|^ 
A debt of love still due from — 

The vain remembrance of occasionii^ 
Forever lost, of serving thee. 

It was not mine among thy kindred 
To join the silent funeral prayers, 



But all that long sad day of summer 
Hy tears of mooming dropped with 
theirs. 

All day the se»-wavea sobbed with 8or> 

TOW, 

The birds forgot their merry trills : 
All dav 1 heard the pines lamenting 
. With thine npon thy homestead hius* 

Gn'en be those hillsidf^ ] tines forever, 
And green the meaduw^' lowlands be, 

And green the old memorial beeches, 
Kame-carven in the woods of Les 1 

Still let them greet thy life com^ianious 
Who thither turn their pilgrim feet» 

In every mossy line recalling 
A tender memoiy sadly sweet. 

0 fiiend f if thought and sense avail not 

To know thee henceforth as thoQ ar^ 
That all is well with thee forever 
1 trust the instincts of my heart. 

Thine be the qniet habitationsi, 
Thine the gteoB pastures^ UosBom- 

sown. 

And smiles of saintlv recognition. 
As sweet and tender as wy own. 

Thou com'st not from the hush and 
shadow 

To meet ns, bot to thee we eeine ; 
With thee we never can be strangers, 
And where thou art must still be home. 



8UNO AT CU1U8TMAS BY THE 8CU0L- 
ABB OF 8T. HBLBMA'S ISLAND^ 8. 0. 

O XONK in all the world before 

Were ever glad as we i 
We *rs ftee on CaioUna's shores 

We 're all at home and fine. 

Thou Friend and Helper of the poor. 

Who sofiered for our sake, 
To open every prison door. 

And every yoke to break 1 

Bend low thy pitying face and mild, 

And help ns sing and pray ; 
The liand that blessed the little child. 
Upon our foreheads lay. 
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We bttr 00 more tlie drirer't botn. 

No more tin* wliij* we fear, 
This holy day Umt buw the*} bom 
Was nerer half w dear. 

The very oalcs are fjreener clad. 
The waU:ni brighter smile ; 

O ne^er whoiM a dav so glad 
On sweet St Helea'a lala. 



We praiaa tliae in our mmm to-daj. 

To tb*'*^ in prayer we call, 
Jdake swiit the feet and straight the waj 
Of freedon onto alL 

Come once again, O lilossod Lord ! 

Come walkiu^ on the sea I 
And kt the mainlands hear the woid 

That aeto the islaada free I 



SNOW-BOUND 

A WINTER IDYL. 
1865. 



TO nm MHOET 



THE HOUSEHOLD IT DESCRIBES^ 

THIS POiiM IB I>l!:DICAT£D BY THE AUTHOR. 



** As the Spirits of Darknesn be stronger in the 
dull, M» Good 8|iirits which he AngeU of Ught 
an sngmmled not only by Om Mrlne Hfifat of 

Ihe8un,hut also by our common Wood Fire: 
and njt the Celestial Fin> drives awny dark .'ipirit.s, 
•o nlw this our Fire of Wood doth the «uik'." 
— Cos. AflUFPA, OccuM i^U/0MV^|B00k J. ch. T. 

** Annonnred by all the tnimpcts of the akj, 
Arrives the snow ; and, drivinp o>r the fields, 

Seems nowhere to nlitrlit ; the whited air 
Ilide« hills and woods, the river and the heav- 
en 

And Toils tho tum-hoiaab at the gwden's ond. 
The tied and trmTeller stopped, the coiiTler*8 

foet 

Delaye«l. nil friends nhut out, tho housemates 
fit 

Aroand the radiant fireplace, enclosed 
In a " 



The ran that Imef Decem1)er day 

Koso cheerless over hills of ^"^y, 
And, darkly circled, gave at noon 
A sadder light than wanins moon. 
Slow tracing down the thidcening sky 
Its Tiiute and oniinons prophecy, 
A portent seeming less than threat, 
It aank from ai|^ Men it aet 



A chin no coat, howerer stoot^ 

Of homes])un stuff could quite shot OOl^ 
A liard, dull bitt<*mess of cold. 
That checked, mid-vein, the circling 



Of life-blood In the sharpened face. 

The coming of the snow-storm told. 
The wind blew east ; we heard the roar 
Of Ocean on bis wintnr ahore, 
And felt the strong pniae throbbing tbera 
Beat with low xhytam onr inland air. 

Meanwbfle we did onr nightly cborei^^ 
Brought in the wood from out of doon^ 
Littered tlie stalls, and from the mows 
Kaked down the herd's-grass for the 

cows : « 
Heard the horse whinnying for hia ooto; 
And, sharply clashing liorn on horn, 
Impttient down the stanchion rows 
The cattle shake their walnut hows ; 
While, ]»m iu:^' fi oin liis early perch 
Upon the .scaflbld's pole of bircdl, 
Tlie cock his crested helmet bent 
And down his querulous challenge sent* 
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tfawanned by anv aunset light 
The gray day darkened into iii^jht, 
A niglft made hoary with the swarm, 
Aud whirl-dance ot the blindiug storm, 
As zigzag wavering to and fro 
( 'rosscd and recrosstid the wing^ flnow : 
And crt' tl)e early iMnltinie came 
The white drift piled the wiudow-frame. 
And tiirough the glaas the dethes-line 
posts 

Looked in like tall and sheeted ghosts. 

So all night long the storm roared on : 

The morning broke without a son ; 

In tiny sphende traced with lines 

Of Nature's geometric signs. 

In starry flake, and pellicle, 

All day the hoary meteor fell ; 

And, when tlie second morning shone. 

We looked u^ton a world unknown, 

On nothing we could call our own. 

Around the glistening wonder bent 

The blue walls of the finnament. 

No clouil above, no earth below, — 

A universe of sky and snow ! 

The old familiar sights of ours 

Took marvellous shapes ; atraogs domes 

and towers , 
Rose up where sty or corn-crib stood. 
Or garden-wall, or belt of wood ; 
A smooth white mound tho bnuih-plle 

showed, 

A fenceless drift what once was road ; 

The bridle-post an old man sat 

With loose-llnng coat and high cocked 

hat ; 

The well-curb had a Chinese roof ; 
And even the long sweep, high aloof. 
In its slant splendor, seemed to tell 
Of Pisa's leaning miracle. 

A prompt, dedaive man, no Imatb 

Our father wasted : '* Boys, a path ! '* 
Well pleased, (for when did farmer boy 
Count such a summons less than joy ?) 
Onr buskins on onr feet we drew ; 
With mittmed hands, and caps drawn 
low, 

To guard our necks and ears from 
snow. 

We cut the solid whiteness through. 
And, where the drift was deepest, made 
A tunnel walled and overlaid 
With daaling crystal : we had read 
Of rare Aladdin's wondrous cave. 
And to our own his name w(> gave, 
With many a wish the luck were ours 



To test Jiis lamp's supernal powers. 

We readied the barn with merry din. 
Anil roused the prisoned brutes within. 
The old horse thrust his long head out. 
And grave with wonder gased about ; 
The cock his lusty greeting said. 
And forth his sneckled harem led ; 
The oxen lashed their tails, and hooked. 
And mild reproach of hunger looked ; . 
The horned patriarch of the sli( ( |», 
Like Egj'pt's Amun roused fron> bleep. 
Shook his sage head with gesture mute. 
And emphasized with stamp of foot 

All day the gusty north-wind bore 
The loosening drift its breath before ; 
Low drcling round its soiithem zone^ 
The sun through dazzling snow-mist 

shone. 

No church-bell lent its Christian tone 
To the savage air, no social smoke 

Curled over woods of snow-hung osk* 
A solitude made more inteuso 
By dreary-voiced elements. 
The shrieking of the mindless wind. 
The moaning tree-boughs swaying blind, 
An<l on the glass the unmeaaing beat 
Of ghostly tinger-tips of sleet. 
Beyond tho circle of our hearth 
No welcome sound of toil or miilh 
Unlx)und the spell, and testified 
Of human life and thought outside. . 
We minded that the sharpest ear 
The bnried brooklet could not hear. 
The music of whose liquid lip 
Had been to us compjinionship, 
And, in our lonely life, had grown 
To have an almost human tone. 

As night drew on, and, from the crest ' 
Of wooded knolls that ridged the west. 
The son, a snow-blown traveller, sank 
From sight beneSith the smothering 

bank. 

We piled, with care, our nightly stack 
Of wood againjBt the chimney-back, — 

The oaken log, green, huge, and thick. 

And on its top the stout back -stick; 
The knotty forestick laid apart, 
And filled between with curious art 

The ragged brush ; then, hovering near, 
We watched tlie first red blaze appear, 
Heard the sharp crackle, caught the 
gleam 

On whitewashed wall and sagging beam, 
[Tntil the old, rude-furnished room 
Burst, Howcr-like, into rosy bloom ; 
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While radiant with a mimic flams 
Out.side till' simrkliiig tlriit iKM-ame, 
And through the b.ire-l>oughed lilac-tree 
Our own wtuui hearth ticemed hhjuag 
free. 

The crane and pendent trammels showed. 
The Turks* heiuis ou the andironsglowed ; 
"While childish fancy, prompt lo tell 
The meaning of the nnf^lB»^ 
"WhifiiM-red Um old rhyuM : '* Und§r th$ 
tree, 

Wlicn Jire outdoors bums merrUff 
There ihe wUeket am mdkimg tea." 

Tlie mooxx a1>ove tli<' eastern wood 
Shone at iu> lull ; the hili-muKe titood 
Tnuisfigured in the sUwr flool. 
Its blown snows flashing cold and keen, 
Dead white, aave where some sharp 
ravine 

Took shadow, or the sombre green 

Of hemlocks turned to jiitehy black 
Against the whiteness at their l«ick. 
I'or such a world and such a night 
lloit fitting that nnwannlng light, 
Which only seemed where'er it Cell 
To make the coldness visiUe. 

Shut in from all the world without, 

We sat the clean-winged hearth about^ 
Cftiitrjit to let the noilh-wiiid roar 
In tallied rage at jiane and door, 
While the red logs before us beat 
The frost-Une back with tropic heat ; 
And ever, when a loiitb'r blast 
bhook beam and rafter a.s it passed, 
The merrier up its roarin^j draught 
The great throat of the chmmey laughed, 
The house -dog on his paws outsprwid 
Tiaid to the fire his drowsy head, 
The cat's dark silhouette on the wall 
A conchaot ^er's seemed to fall ; 
And, for the winter fireside meet. 
Between tlie an<lirons' stmldling feet. 
The mug of cider simmered slow. 
The apmes sputtered in a row. 
And, Close et hand, the basket stood 
With nuts fhun brown October's wood. 

What matter how the night behaved ? 

"What matter how the north-wind raved? 
Blow high, blow low, not all its snow 
Could (pienck our hcarth-firii'a ruddy 
glow. 

O Time and Ohango 1 — with hair as 

gray 

As was iny sire's that winter day. 



How strange it seems, with so much 

gone 

Of life and love, to still live on I 

Ah, brother ! only I and thott 

Are left of all that circle now, — 

The dear home faees whereupon 

That fitful tireli{j:ht i)aled and shone, 

I lenceforwai-d, listen as we will, 

The voices of tiiat hearth are stUl ; 

Look where we may, the wide earth o'er. 

Those lighted fat es smile no more. 

We tread the paths their feet have worn. 

We sit beneath their orchard trees^ 

We hear, like them, the hum of beeS 
And rustle of tlie bladed corn ; 
We turn the pages that tlie^' read, 

Thdr written words we Imger o^er^ 
But in the sun they cast no shade. 
No voice is heard, no sign is made, 

No step is on the conscious floor I 
Tet Love will dream, and Faith will 
trust, 

(Since He wlio knows our need is jnst,) 
That souicliow, somewhere, meet we 
must. 

Alas for him who never sees 

The stai« shine through his cypraw 

trees ! 

"Who, hopeless, lays his dead away, 
Nor looks to see the breaking day 
Across tin- mournful mnrhles play ! 
Who hath not learned, in hours of faith. 

The truth to flesh and sense unknown. 
That Life is ever lord of Death, 

And Lore ean never lose its own I 

We sped the time with stories old, 
Wrought puzzles out, and riddles told. 
Or stammered from our school-btxik lore 

The Chief of Gambia's golden shore." 
How often since, when all the land 
Was clay in Slavery's shaping hand. 
As if a trumpet called, 1 've heard 
Dame iMercy Warren's rousing word : 
* ' Does not tfie voice of reason cry^ 

CRaim the first righ^ wh ich Nature fotw^ 
Frmi the rr(/ scnnrcfc of bondage flij. 

Nor dr ill )i tr< /in (I h II rdrncd slave / " 
Our father rode again his ride 
On Memphremagog's wooded side ; 
Sat down again to moose and samp 
In trapper's hut and Indian camp; 
Lived o'er the old idyllic ease 
Beneath St. Francois' hemlock-trees | 
Again for him the moonlight shone 
On Xomian cn]^ and bodiced zone| 
Again he heard the violin play 
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Whiok kd fihe Tfihge daaee wmj. 
And mingled in its merry whirl 
The grandain and the luighirif; j:^rl. 
Or, nearer home, our steps he led 
Where Salisbury's level marshes spread 

Mile-wide as flies the laden lK>e ; 
Where men v mowers, hale^and stroiif^, 
8wept» scythe ou scythe, their swaths 
along 

The low green prairies of the sea. 
We shared the risniii<? off Boar's Head, 
And round the roeky Isles of Shoals 
The hake- broil on the drift-wood 
ooals ; 

rhe chowder on the sand-beach made, 
Dipped by the hungry, steaniini^ liot, 
With spoons of cLam-shclI irom the 
pot. 

We heard the tales of witchcraft old, 
And dream and sign and marvel told 
To sleepy listeners as they lay 
Stretched idly on the salted hay, 
Adrift along the winding shores, 
When favoring breezes deii^ied to blow 
The square sail of the gundelow 
And iok lay the useless oars. 

Our mother, while she turned her wheel 
Or run the new-knit stocking-heel, 
Told how the Indian hordes came down 
At midnight on Oochecho town, 
And how her own great-uut h' bore 
His cruel scalp-mark to fourscore. 
Becalling, in ner fitting phrase. 
So rii£ and picturesque and fne, 
(The common unrhymed poetry 
Of simple life and country ways,) 
The story of her early days, — 
She made us welcome to her home; 
Old hearths grew wide to give us room ; 
We stole with her a frightened look 
At the gray wizard's colli uring-book. 
The fame whereof went mr and wide 
Through all the sinipl(» countrj' side ; 
We heard the hawks at twilight play. 
The boat-horn on Piscataoiia, 
The Ioon*8 weird laughter wr away ; 
We fished her little trout-brook, knew 
What flowers in wood and meadow grew, 
What sunny hillsides autumn-brown 
She olimbel to shake the ripe nuts 
down, 

Saw where in sheltered cove and bay 
The ducks' black squadron anchored 
lay, 

And heard the wild-geese calling loud 
Bauath the gray November doud. 

19 



Then, haply, with a look more grave. 

And soberer tone, some tale she f^TB 
From painful Se well's ancient tome^ 
Beloved in every Quaker home, 
Of ftiith fire-winged by martyrdom. 
Or Chalkley's Journal, old and quaint, — 
(ientlest of .skippers, rare se;i-s;iint ! — 
3 Who, when the dreary calms prevailed. 
And water-butt and bread-casK failed, ' 
And cruel, hnngiy eyes pursued 
His ijortly presence mad for food, 
With dark liints muttered under breath 
1 Of casting lots for life or death, 
Oti'ered, if Heaven withheld wppliM^ 
To be himself the sacrifice. 
Then, suddenly, a.s if to save 
i The good man from his living grave, 
A rinple on the water grew, 
A scnool of TMjrpoise flushed in view. 
" Take, cut, ' he said, " and be content; 
These fishes in ray stead are sent 
By Him who save the tangled ram 
To spare the diild of Abiabam.*' 

Our uncle, innocent of books. 
Was rich in lore of fields and brookB, 

The ancient teachers never dumb 
1 Of Nature's unhoused Ivceum. 

In moons and tides and weather wise^ 
He read tiw clouds as prophecies, 
And fdnl or lair could well diving 
By many an occult hint and sign. 
Holding the cunning- warded keys 
To all tne woodcraft mysteries ; 
Himsidf to Nature's heart so near 
That licr voices in liis ear 
Of bejist or bird had meanings clear, 
Like Apollonius of old, 
Who knew the tales the apanowa told^ 
; Or Hermes who interpreted 

What the snge cranes of Nilus said j 
A simple, guileless, childlike man, 
Content to live whm life began ; 
Strong only on his native grounds, 
The little world of sights and sounds 
Whose girdle was the parisli bounds, 
Wherecl Wa fondly partial pride 
The common features magnified, 
, As Surrey hills to mountains grew 

In White of Selbome's loving view, — 
s He told how teal and loon he shot, 
And how the eagle's eg^ he got, • 
The feats on pond and river done^ 
1 The prodigies of rod and gun ; 
Till, warming with the tales he toldf 
Forgotten was the outside cold. 
The hitter wind unheeded IH/BW, 
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From ripenuig corn the pigeons ticw, 
The partridge dmmmed i* the wood, tiie 
mink 

"Went fisliinjx down tho river-brink, 
lu Ueldii with beau or clover gay, 
The woodchnck, like a hermit ^^ray, 

Pt tTiMl Iroin the Uoorwiy of his cell ; 
The iim>.krut \Au'i\ tbo iiuv-on's Iratle, 
Aud tier by tiur his juud- walls laid ; 
And from the eha^haik overhead 

The grinled squirrel dropped his ehelL 

l^ext, the dear aunt, whose smile of 
cheer 

And voice in dreams I 8^«> and hear, — 

Tin- swt'ptfst woman ever Vaiv 
JV; verse (hMiitnl a liousehoKi mate. 
Who, lont'ly, homeless, not tbe less 
Found peace in Iovp's unselfishness^ 
And wt lconie wlieresoe'er she wen^ 
A cahn and gracious flmirnt, 
Wboiic presence iscemeJ the sweet in- 
come 

And womanly atmosphere of home, — 
Called up her girlliood ni(Miiorics, 
The husking aud the apple-bees. 
The sleigh-ndes and the summer sails, 
AVi avlng through all the poor details 
Anil homespun warp of circunistanoa 
A golden wool- thread of romance. 
For well she kept her genial mood 
And simple faith of maidenhood; 
Before her still a cloud-land lay. 
The mirage loomed across her way ; 
The morning dew, that dries so soon 
"SVith others, glistened at lier noon ; 
Through years of toil and .soil and care, 
From glossy tiess to thin giivy hair, 
All unprofaned she held apart 
The viigin fancies of the heart. 
Be shame to him of woTnan l^orn 
Who hath for such but thought of scorn. 

There, too,, our elder sister plied 

Her evt iiiiig task the stand beside ; 
A fall, rich nature, free to ti'ust, 
rnithful and almost sternly just, 
Impuhnve, earnest, prompt to ae^ 
And make her generous thov^t a 
fact, 

Keeping with many a light disguise 
Tbe secret of sdf-saerifice. 
O heart sore-tried ! thou hast the best 
That Heaven itself could give thee, — 
rest, 

JRest from all hitter thoughts and things f 
How many a poor one'^UMBiog went j 



With thee beneath the low green 
tent * 

WluHM curtain never outward swings I 

As one who held herself a part 
Of all she saw, and let herneart 

Against the household bosom leas, 
UjK)n the motley-braided mat 
Our youngest and our dearest sat. 
Lifting her laige, sweet, asking eyes, 

Now bathed within the fsdMess greca 
And lioly peace of Paradise. 
O, looking from some heavenly bill. 

Or from the shade of saintly pabus, 

Or silver reach of river calms. 
Do those large eves behold me still t 
With me one little year a^o : — 
The chill weight of the winter snow 

For months ux>on her grave hss lain ; 
And now, when summer south*windii 
blow 

And biier and harebell bloom again, 
I tread the pleasant paths we trod, 
I see tbe violet-sjin'nKled sod 
Whereon .she leaned, too frail and weak 
The hillside iloweis she loved to seek. 
Yet following me where'er I went 
With dark eyes full of love's content. 
Tbe bird.s are glad ; the brier-rose fills 
The air with sweetness ; all the hills 
Stretch green to June's undondad 
sky; 

But still I wait -with ear and eye 
For something gone which should be 
nigh, 

A lo.ss in all familiar things, 

In llower that hlooms, and bird that 

sings. 

And yet, dear heart ! remembering thee. 
Am I not richer than of old? 

Safe in thy immortality, 
What change can reach the wealth I 
hold? 

What chance can mar the peail and 
gold 

Thy love bath left in trust with me I 
Aud while in lii'e's late afternoon, 
Where cool and long the shadow! 

glow, 

I walk to meet the night that soon 
Shall shai>e and shadow overllow, 

I cannot feel that thou art far. 

Since near at need the angels are ; 

And when the sunset gates unbar. 
Shall I not see thee waiting stand. 

And, white against the evening star, 
The wdoome «f thy heekomng hudl 



Digitized by Google 



SNOW-BOmCD. 



291 



Brisk wielder of the birch and rule^ 
The master of the district school 

Held at the fire liis favored place. 
Its warm glow lit a laughing face 
Freah-hued aud fair, where scarce ap- 
peared 

The uncertain prophecy of beard. 

He teased the mitten-blinded cat, 
Played cross-pins on my uncle's hat, 
San^ song.^, and told us what hefitUs 
In classic Dartmouth's college halls. 
V>o\ n till' wiM Xortlierii hills among, 
From wlu'iice his yeoman father wrung 
By patient toil subsistence scant. 
Not competence and yet not wan^ 
l\ - early gained the power to pay 
His cheerful, self-reliant way ; 
Could doff at ease his scholar's gown 
To peddle wai-es from town to town ; 
Or through the long vacation's reach 
In lonely lowland districts teach, 
"Where all the droll experience found 
At stranger hearths in ooarding round. 
The moonlit skater's keen deliL^lit, 
The sleigh -drive through the frosty 
night, 

The rustic party, with its rough 

Accompaniment of blind-man's-buflf, 
And wnirling plate, and forfeits paid* 
His winter task a pastime made. 
Happy the snow-locked homes wherein 
He tuned his merry violin, 
Or ))laycd the athlete in the bam. 
Or iield the good dame's winding-yam, 
Or mirth-proToldng versions tola 
Of classic legends rare and old. 
Wherein the scenes of Greece and Rome 
Had all the commonplace of home, 
And little memed at nest the odds 
'Twixt Yankee pedlers and old gods; 
Where Piui las-born Araxes took 
The guise of any grist-mill brook, 
And dread Olymuus at his will 
Became a huckleberry hilL 

A careless hoy that night ho seemed ; 
But at his desk he had the look 

And air of one who wisely schemed, 
AikI hostage from the future took 
In trained thought and lore of book. 

Large-brained, clear-eyed, — of such as 
he 

Shall Freedom's young apostles be. 
Who, following in War's bloody trail, 
Shall every lingering wrong assail ; 
All chains firoin limb and spirit strike. 
Uplift tha Uack and white alike ; 



Scatter before their swift advance 

The darkness and the ignorance, 
The pride, the lust, the squalid sloth. 
Which nurtured Treason's monstrous 
growth, 

Hade murder pastime, and the hell 

Of prison -torture possible ; 

The cruel lie of caste refute, 

Old forms remould, aud substitute 

For Slavery's lash the freeman's will. 

For blind routine, wise-handed skill ; 

A school-house plant on every hill. 

Stretching in radiate uerve-lines thence 

The quick wires of intelligence ; 

Till ]N orth and South together brought 

Shall own the same electric thouj^ 

In peace a common Hag salute, 

And, side by side in Wmo^b free 

And unreseutful rivalry, 

Harvest the fields wherein they fought. 

Another guest that winter uight 
Flashed back from lustrous eysa tlie 

light. 

Unmarked by time, and yet not youn|^ 
The honeyed music of her tongue 
And words of meekness scarcely told 
A nature passionate and bold. 
Strong, self-concentred, spuming guids^ 
Its milder features dwarfed bcsi& 
Her unbent will's majestic pride. 
She sat among us, at th ' best, 
A not unfeared, half-wekome guest, 
Kebuking with her cultured phrase 
Our. homeliness of words and ways. 
A certain pard-like, treacherous grace 
Swayed the lithe limbs and dropped 
the la:»h. 

Lent the white teeth their dazzling 
flash ; 

And under low brows* black witli 

night. 

Rayed out at times a dangerous light ; 
The sharp heat-lightnings of her foce 
Presaging ill to him whom Fate 
Condemned to share her lovoor hate. 
A woman tropical, intense 
In thought and act, in soul and senae^ 
She blended in a like degree 
The vixen and the devotee. 
Revealing with each freak or feint 

The temper of Petruchio's Kate^ 
The raptures of Siena's saint. 
Her ta])ering hand and rounded wrist 
Had facile ])ower to form a hst ; 
The warm, dark languish of her eyes 
Waa n«T«r sale from wimth'a sorpriaa. 
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Brows saintly calm and lips devout 
Knew every change of 80owl and poat ; 
And the sweet nuot luul notet mom 

high 

And shrill for social battle-crr. 
Since then wliat old cathedral town 
Has mined her pilgrim staff and gown, 
AVhat convent-gate has held its lock 
Against tlu- ( li tllrnge of her knock ! 
Through hmyrua's plague -hushed thor- 
oughfares, 
Uj) soa-si't Malta's rocky stairs, 
C!r;iy "livf slopes of hills that liom 
Thy tombs and shrines, Jerusalem, 
Or startling on her desert throne 
The crazy Queen of l^ebanou 
\\ ith claims fantjustic as her own. 
Her tireless feet have held their way ; 
And BtiU, nnreatfiil, howed, and gray, 
She watclies under ILitsteru skies, 
With hope each day renewed and 
fresh. 

The Lord's qnick eoining in the ilesh. 
Whereof the dreams and prophesies 1 

Where'er her troubled path may be. 
The Loixl's sweet pitv with her go I 

The ontward wayward life we see, 
T\u' hiddeji springs we may not know. 

Nor is it given us to discern 

What thi-eails the fatal sisters span, 
ThroQgli what aaoestral yean has 
run 

The sorrow with the woman bom, 
What forged her cniel chain of moods, 
What set her feet in solitudes, 

And held the love within her mute, 
What mingled madness in tlie blood, 

A life-long discord and annoy, 

Water of tears with oil of joy, 
And hid within the folded bud 

Pervei-sities of llower and fruit. 
It is not ours to separate 
The tangled skein of will and Ihte, 
To show what metes and hounds uioald 
stand 

l'i>on the soul's debatable land, 
And between choice and Providence 
Divide the circle of events ; 

But He who knows our frame is just^ 
Mercifnl and compassionate, 
And full of sweet assurances 
And hope for all the language is. 

That lie rememhereth we are dust I 

At Uwt the great logs, crumbling low, 
6«nt oat a dull and duUer 



The bull's-eye watch that hung in view. 
Ticking its weary circuit throu^ 
Pointed with mutely warning sign 
Its black hand to the hotir of nine. 
That sign the pleasant circle broke : 
My uncle ceased his pipe to smoke, 
Kncx ked from its bowl the refuse gvajy 
And laid it tenderly away, 
Theu roused himself to safely cover 
The dull red brands with ashes over. 
And while, with care, our mother laid 
The work aside, her steps she stayed 
One moment, seeking to express 
Her grateful sense of happiness 
For food and shelter, warmth and 
health. 

And love's contentment more than 
wealth, 

Witii simple wishes (not the wealc. 

Vain prayers which no fulfilment seek. 
But such as warm the generous lieart, 
O'er-prompt to do with Heaven its part) 
That none might lack, that bitter night. 
For bread and clothiiu& warmth and 
light. 

Within our beds awhile we heard 

The wind that round the gal)les roared, 
With now and then a nider sliock, 
Which nmde our very bedsteads rock. 
We heard the loosened clapboards tuet. 
The board>nail8 snapping' m the frost ; 
And on us, through the nnjdvstered 
wall, 

Felt the light sifted snow-flakes falL 
But sleep stole on, as sleep will do 
W' hen hearts are light and life is new ; 
Faint and more faint the muimurs grew. 
Till in the summer-laud of dreams 
They softened to the sound of streams^ 
Low stir of leaves, and dip of oars. 
And lapsing waves on quiet shores. 

Next mora we wakened with the shoat 

Of merry voices high and clear ; 
And saw the teamsters drawing near 
To break the drifted highwavs out. 
Down the long hillside treading dow 
W^e saw the half-huried oxen go^ 
Shaking the snow from heads uptost. 
Their straining nostrils white with &tMt, 
Before our door the straggling train 
Drew up, an added team to gain. 
The elders threshed their hands a-cold, 
Passed, with the cider-mug, their 
jokes 

I^om lip tt Up ; the yoonger iblks 
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Down the loose tnov-lwaksy wnsliling, 

rolled, 

Then toiled again the cavalcade 
O'er windy hill, through clogged la- 
Txn^ 

And woodland patba that wound be* 

tween 

Low drooping pine - bougha winter- 
weighed. 
From every bam a team afoot. 
At every house a new recruit, 
"Whore, drawn by Nature's subtlest law 
Haply the watchful yonng men saw 
Sweet doorway pictures of the curls 
And curious eyes of merry fj^rh, 
I^ifting their hands in mock defence 
Against the snow-ball's complinieuts, 
And reading in each missive tost 
The ohaim with iiklen never lost 

We heard once more the sleigh-bells' 

sound ; 

And, following where the teamsters 

led, 

Tlie wise old Doctor went his round, 
Just pausing at our door to say. 
In the brief autocratic way 
Of one who, prompt at Duty's call, 
Was free to urge her claim on all, 

That some poor neighbor sick abed 
At night our mother's aid would need. 
For, one in generous thought and deed. 

What mattered in the sufferer's sight 

The Quaker matron's inward light, 
Tlie Doctor's mail of Calvin's creed ? 
All hearts confess the saints elect 

*Who, twain in faith, in love agree. 
And melt not in an acid sect 

The Christian pearl of charity I 

So days went on : a week had passed 
Since the great world was heard from 
last. 

Tlie Almanac we studied o'er, 
Rejid and reread our little store. 
Of books and jwimphlets, scarce a score ; 
One harmless novel, mostly hid 
From younger eyes, a book forbid^ 
And iM)etry, (or good or bad, 
A single book was all we had,) 
Where EUwood's meek, drab-skirted 
Muse, 

A stranger to the heathen Nine, 
Sang, with a somewhat nasal whine, 

The wars of David and the Jews. 

At last the floundering carrier boW 

The viUaise paper to our door* 



Lo t broadening outwsid as we read* 
To warmer zones the horizon spmd ; 

In panoramic length unrolled 
We saw the marvels that it told. 
Before us passed the painted Creeks^ 

And daft McGregor on his raids 

In Costa Ricu's everglades. 
And up Taygetos winding slow 
Rode Ypsilanti's Mainote Greeks, 
A Turk s head at each saddle>bow t 
Welcome to us its week-old news* 
Its corner for the rustic Muse, 

Its monthly gauge of snow and rain. 
Its record, mingling in a breotih 
The wedding knell and dirge of death; 
Jest, anecdote, and love-lora tal^ 
The latest culprit sent to jail ; 
Its hue and cry of stolen and lost^ 
Its vendue sales and goods at cost^ 

And tnillic calling loud for gain. 
We felt the stir of liull and street. 
The pulse of life that round ns beat $ 
The chill embargo of the snow 
Was melted in tne genial glow ; 
Wide swung again our ice-locked door. 
And all the world was ours once more 1 

Clasp, Angel of the backward look 
And folded \yings of ashen gray 
And voice of echoes far away. 
The brazen covers of thy book ; 
Tlic weird palimpsest old and vast. 
Wherein thou hid'st the spectral past ; 
Where, closely mingling, pale ana glow 
The characters of joy and woe ; 
The monograjihs of outlived years, 
Or smile-illumed or dim with tears, 

Green hills of life that slope to death. 
And haunts of home, whoee vislxied trees 
Shade off to mournful cypresses 

With the white amaranths undemeatJu 
Kveu while 1 look, I can but heed 
The restless sands* incesssnt &11, 
Importunate honrs that hours succeed. 
Each clamorous with its own sharp 
need, 

And duty keeping pace with all. 
Shut down and clasp the heavy lids ; 
I hear again the voice that bids 
The dreamer leave his dream midway 
For larger hopes and graver fears : 
Life greatens in these later years. 
The century's aloe flowers to-day 1 

Yet, haply, in some lull of life, 
Some Tmce of Ood which biesks its 
strife^ 
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fflie iimUUii^s shall pther dew, 

Dreaming m throngful city ways 
Of winter joys his boyhood knew ; 
Aiid dear and earl^ friends — the few 
Who yet remain — shall pAUse to view 
Tliose Flemish pictures of old days ; 
Sit with iiK' by the honu'stpad hearth, 
And strett h the hands of nienjory forth 
To warm tUem at the wood-^'s blaze ! 



And thanks vntrsced to lips unknown 
Shall greet me like the odors blown 
From unsoen meadows newly moWD^ 
Or lilies tioating in some pond, 
Wood-fringed, uie wayside gaze beyond; 
The traveller owns the grstnol sense 
Of sweetness near, ht* knows not whence, 
And, pausinrj, takt s witli forehead bare 
The beucdictiou of the air. 



THE TEXT ON THE BEACH, 

AND OTHER POElfa 
1867. 



I wOfTtD not sin, in this half-playful 
strain, — 

Too light perhaps for serions jesn, 
though bora 
Of the enforced leisore of slow pain, ~ 
Against the pore idesl wmch hss 

drawn 

My feet to Ibllow its far-shining gleam. 
A simple plot is mine: legends and 
runes 

Of credulous days> old foncies that have 

lain 

Silent from boyhood taking voice again, 
Wanned into ufe onoe more, even as the 

times 

That, frozen in the fabled hinilinf^f-bom, 
Thawed into sound : — a winter lireside 
dream 

Of dawns and sonsets by the sammer 

sea, 

Whose sands are traversed by a silent 

throng ' 
Of voyage rs from that raster mystery 
Of wiiith it is an emblem; — and the 

dear 

Memory of one who might have toned 

my song 

To sweeter music by her delicate ear. 
lxlino.,1867. 



THE TENT ON THE BEACH. 

When heats as of a tropic clime 
Burned all onr inland vsUeys 
through. 



Three fHends, the guests of snmrner 

time, 

Pitched their white tent where sea- 
winds blew. 
Behind them, manihes, seamed and 
crossed 

With narrow creeks^ and flower-em- 
bossed. 

Stretched to the dark oak wood, whose 

leafy arms 
Screened from the stormy East the 

pleasant inland fiarms. 

At foil of tide their bolder shore 
Of siin -bleached sand the watera 

heat ; 

At ebb, a smooth and glistening 
floor 

They tonched with Ught,. receding 

feet. 

Northward a green bluff broke the 
chain 

Of sand-hills ; soathwsid stretched a 

plain 

Of salt grass, with a river winding 
down, 

Sail-whitened, and beyond the steeples 
of the town. 

Whence sometimes, when the wind 

was light 
And dull the thunder of the beach, 
They heard the bells of mom and 
night 

Swing, miles away, thehr silTvr 
speech. 



Digitized by Copgl 



THE TENT ON THE BEACH. 



295 



Above low aeitp and tnif>grown 

wall 

They saw the fort*flag rise and fall ; 
And, the first star to signal twilight's 
hour, 

The lamp-fire glimmer do?ni from the 
tall ligiithouse tower. 

They rested fltere, escaped awMle 
From earns that wear the life SWay, 

To eat thfi lotus of the Nile 
And drink the poppies of Cathay, — 

To fling their loaos <« enstom down, 

like drift-weed, on the aand-slopes 
hrown, 

And iu the sea waves drown the restless 
pack 

Of duties, claims, and needs that barked 
upon their track. 

One, with his heard searoe nlvered, 
bore 

A ready credonee in hi^ looks, 
A lettered magnate, lording o'er 

An erer-wi&oing realm of books. 
In him brain - eunents, near and 

far, 

CJonvorged as in a Leydea jar ; 
The old, desid authors thronged him 

l u.ind about. 
And Elzevir's <];ray ^'hosts from leathern 
graves looked out. 

He knew each living pundit well. 
Could weigh the gifts of him or 
her, 

And well the market value tell 
Of poet and philosopher. 

But if he lost, thr -ct-nns behind, 
Somewhat of reverence vague and 
blind, 

binding the actors human st the beat, 
Ko readier lips than his the good he 
saw confessed. 

^His hoyhood fandes not outgrown. 

He loved himself the singer's art; 
Tenderly, gently, by his own 

He knew and judged an author's 
heart 

No llhadaraanthine brow of doom 
Bowed the dazed pedant from his 
room ; 

And bard% whose name fs legion, if 
denied, 

Bore off alike intact their Tcnes and 
their pride. 



Plea-sant it was to roam about 

The k'ttercd world as he liad donS^ 

And see the lords of soug without 
Their singing robes and garlands 

on. 

With Wordsworth paddle Bydal 

mere. 

Taste rugged Elliott's home-brewed 
beer. 

And with the ears of Bogras, at four* 

score. 

Hear Garrick's buskined tread and 
Walpole'a wit once more. 

• 

And one there was, a <ireamcr born^ 

Who, with a mission to fulfil. 
Had left the Muses' liaunts to turn 

The crank of an opinion-mill. 
Making his rustic reed of sotjjr 
A weapon iu the war with wrong, 
Yoking his fancy to the breaking-plough 
That beam-deep turned the soil for truth 
to spring and grow. 

Too quiet aeemed the man to ride 

The winged Hippogriff Refonn ; 
Was his a voice from side side 

To pierce the tumult of the storm t 
A silent, shy, peaoe-loTing man, 
He seenieil no ficiy partisan 
To hold his -way against the puhUo 
frown, 

The ban of Church and State, the fierce 
mob's hounding down. 

For wliile he wrought with strenuous 
will 

The woik his hands had found to 

do. 

He he;inl the fitful music still 

Of winds that out of dream-land 
blew. 

The din about him could not drown 
What the strange voices whispered 
down ; 

Along his ttdc-field weird processions 
swep^ 

The visionary pomp of stately phantoms 

stepped. 

The oommon air was thick with 
dreams, — 

He told them to the toiling crowd ; 
Such music as the woods ana atreams 

Sang in his ear he sang aloud ; 
In still, shut buys, on windy cape's. 
He heard the call of beckoning shapes^ 
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Ami, aa the gnj old diadarm pra mpto d 

him, 

Tohonx ly moulds of rhyme hesluped 
their legends grim. 

He rested now his weary hands, 

And lif^'htly luomlizrd and laughed. 
As, tracing ou the sliiiiiiig sands 
A biirles(|ue of his ptper-eraft* 
He saw the careless waves o'emm 
His words, as time before had done, 
Each day's tide-water washing clean 
•way, 

like letters from tlia amd, thft woik of 
yesterday. 

And one, whose Arab feee wastnuied 

By tropic sun and boreal frost, 
fik> tnivcllt d tht-re was s<'aree a land 

Or ople left htm to exhaust. 
In idhug mood had from him hnded 
The iK)or aqaeeied orange of the 
world, 

And in the tent-shade, as beneath a 

SmokejTcrosslegpd like » Tuky in 
Oriental cum. 

The very wayes that washed the 
sand 

Below him, he Imd seen before 
"Whitening the Scumlinavian strand 

And sultry Muuritanian shore. 
Yam ice-iimmed ialea^ fiom nunmer 

seas 

Palm-frin£ce«l, they bore him messages ; 
Ue heani the plaintive ^Nubian songs 
apin. 

And nrale-bells tinklin^;^ down the moun- 
tain-paths of Spain. 

memory loond the lanaaeked 

earth 

On Ariel's girdle slid at ease ; 
And, instant, to the valley's girth 
Of monntains, spice liues of the 

seas. 

Faith flowered in minster stones^ 

Art's gness 
At tnith and beauty, fband acceas ; 
Yet loved the irhile, that free coemopo* 

lite. 

Old friends, old ways, and kept his boy- 
hood'a dreama in sight. 

Untouched as yet by wealth and pride. 
That virgin innocence of beach : 



No shingly mooater, hondred-eyed. 
Stared its gny rfand*biids oat el 

rcai'h ; 

Unhoused, save where, at intervals, 
The white tents showed their canTas 

walK 

Where brief 6ojoQmei% in the cool^ 
soft air, 

Foigot their inland heali^ haid tcil, and 
year-long care. 

SonetfanfMi along the wheel*<k!ep mid 

A one-horse wagon slowly crawled^ 
Deep laden with a youthful band, 
Whose look some homestead old 
recalled ; 

Brother i)( r( hance, and sisters twain^ 
And one whoae Una syee teld» mora 

idain 

Than the free language of her rosy lip. 
Of the still dealer claim of love's leb* 
tionship. 

With cheeks of russet-orchaid tint, 
Tlic light laugli of their native ril]% 

The periume of their garden's min^ 
The hreezy freedom of the hills, 

They bore, in uinvstmined delight. 
The motto of the Garter's knight, 
Cai-eless as if from every gazing thing 
Hid bV their innocence, as Gyges by 
his ring* 

The clanging sea-fowl came and went. 
The hunter's gon in the marahea 

rang ; 

At nightfall from a neighboring tent 
A flute-voiced woman sweetly sang. 
Loose-haiied, barefooted, hand-in^ 
hand, 

Yoong girls went tripping down the 
sand ; 

And yonths and maidens, sitting In the 

moon. 

Dreamed o'er the old fond dream from 
which we wake too soon. 

At times their fishing-lines they plied» 
With an old Triton at tlie oar, 

Salt as the sea-wind, tough and dried 
As a lean cask from Labrador. 

Strange talea he told of wreck and 
storm, — 

Had seen the sea-snake's awful form. 
And heard the ghosts on Haley's Ide 

complain, 

Speak him off shore, and be|; a passage 
to old Spain I 
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And there, on breezy moms, thoy saw 
The fishing-schooners outward run, 

Their low-bent sails in tack and i!aw 
Turned white or dark to shade and 
sun. 

Sometimes, in calms of closiog day, 
They watched the spectral mirage 

Saw low, far islaads looming tall ami 

nigh, 

And shipe^ with aptnnied keeli^ eail like 
a flea the aky. 

Sometimes a cloud, with thunder 
black, 

Stooj>ed lofv upon the darkenii^ 

main, 

Piercing the waves along its track 
With the eknt javelins of rain. 
And when vest-wind and sanshine 

warm 

Chased out to sea its wrecks of storm, 
They sawUie jjrismy hues in thin spray 
showers 

Where tlie nrom Inids of waves burst 
into white froth flowers. 

And when along the line of sliore 
The mists er^ npward chili and 
damp, 

Stmtchea, careless, on their sandy 
floor 

Beneath the flaring lantern lamp, 
They talked of all things old and 
new. 

Bead, slept, and dreamed as idlers 

do; 

And in the unquestioned freedom of the 
tent, 

Body and o'er-taxcd mind to healthfol 
easennbenL 

Once, when the snnset splendors died, 
And, trampling up tlie sloping sand. 

In lines outreaefiiiif^ far and wide, 
The white-maued billows swept to 
hind, 

Dim seen across the gathering shade, 

A vast ami f^hostly cavalcade, 
They sat around tlieir lighted kerosene, 
Hearing the deep bass roai" their every 
jianse between. 

Then, urged thoretq, the Editor 
Witliin his full uortfolio dipped. 

Feigning excuse wntle searching for 
(With secret pride) his manuscript 



His pale face flushed from eye to 
beard. 

With nervous coug^ his throat be 

cleared. 

And, in a voicn so tremulous it betrayed 
The anxious ioudiiess of an author's 
hearty he read: 

THE WRECK OF RIVERMOUTH. 

RlVF.KMoi'Tii Rock'^ are fair to see, 
Hy dawu or sunset shone across. 
When the ebb of the sea has left then, 

.free. 

To dry their fringes of gold^greea 

moss : 

For there the river comes winding down 
From salt sea^meadowB and uplands 

brown. 

And waves on the outer rocks afoam 
iShont to its waters, <* Welcome home 1 ** 

And fair are the sunny isles in view 
East of the gi isly Head of the Boar, 

And Agamenticus lifts its bine 

Disk of a eloud the woodlands o'er ; 

And southerly, when the tide is down, 

Twixt white sea-waves and sand-hills 
brown. 

The beaeh -birds danoe and the gmy 

gulls wheel 
Over a lloor of burnished steel. 

On ee, in the old Colonial days, 

Two hundred yearn ago and more, 
A boat sailed down through the wind- 
ing ways 

Of TTaiupton River to that low shore, 
Full of a goodly company 
Sailing out on the summer sea, 
Veering to catch the land-breeEe UAt, ■ 
With the Boar to left and the BoSs to 
right. 

In TTanipton meadows, where mowers 

laid 

Their scythes to the swaths of salted 
grass, 

"Ah, well-a-dayl our hay nrast be 

made ! " • 
A young man sighed, who saw them 
pass. 

Loud laughed his fellows to see him 

stand 

Whetting his scythe with a listless hand. 
Hearing a voice in a far-olf song. 
Watching a white hand beckoiUDg long. 
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**FiB on the witch 1" cried a meny 

Ab £ej itranded the point where 

Goody Cole 
Sat hy licr door with her wlipcl atwirl, 
A beut aud blear-eyed jioor old soul. 
**Oho!" she nrattered, **ye*PB brave 

to-day ! 

But I hear the little waTee laugh and 

•The wiU he eold that waits at 

home ; 

For it's one to so, bat another to 
cornel"* 

•'She's eoreed,** eaid the skipper; 

" .s]>eak hrr fair : 
I *m scary always to see her shake 
Her wicked head, with its wild gray 
hair, 

And nose like a hawk, and eyes like a 

snake." 

But merrily still, with lau^h and shout, 
From Hampton Rirer the boat sailed 

out, 

Till the huts and the flakes on Star 

seemed nigh, 
And they lost tlM scent of the pines of 

Rye. 

They dropped their lines in the lazy 
tide; 

Drawing np haddock sad mottled 

con; 

They saw not the Shadow that walked 
beside, 

They heard not the fSset with silence 

fiho<I. 

But thick t r and thicker a hot mist 
grew, 

Shot by the lightningi thrangh and 

throngli : 

And muffled giowls, like the growl of a 
beast, 

Baa along the sky from west to east 

Then the skipper looked from the dark- 
ening sea 
Up to the dimmed and wading sun ; 

But he spake like a brave man cheer- 
ily, 

** Yet there is time for our homeward 
run. 

Veering and tacking they backward 

wore ; 

And just as a breath from the woods 



Blew out to whisper of danger past. 
The wrath of the storm came down at 
hsti 

The skipper hauled at the heavy sail : 
*• God be our help ! " he only cried. 
As the roaring gale, like the stroke of* 

flail, 

Sniotf tlio hoa\ an its starhoard side. 
The bhoahimen looked, but saw alone 
Dark films of ndn-cloud skntiriseldown. 
Wild locks lit up by the lightning's 

glare, 

The strife and torment of sea and air. 

Goody Cole looked out from her door : 
Thie Isles of Shoals were drowned and 

gone, 

Scarcely she saw the Head of the Boar 

Toss the foam from tosks of stone. 
She clapped her hands with a grip of 

pain, 

The tear on her check was not of rain : 
** They are lost,*' she muttoed, "boat 

and crew ! 
liord, forgive met my words were 

truel" 

Suddenly seaward swept the squall ; 
The low sun smote through cloudy 
rack ; 

The Shoals stood dear in the light, and 

all 

The trend of the coast lay hard and 

black. 

But ikr and wide as eye oonid reach, 

No life was seen ui)on wave or beach ; 
The boat that went out at momiog 
never 

Ssiled back sgsin into Hampton Biver, 

0 mower, lean on thy beiKlod snath, 
Look from the meadows green and 
low : • 
Tlie wind of the sea is a waft of death. 

The waves are singing a song of woe 1 
By silent river, by moaning sea. 
Long and vain shall thy watching be : 
Never again shall the sweet voicc^ call, 
NeTcr the white hand rise and fall 1 

0 Hivermoutli Hocks, how sad a sight 
Te saw in the light of bresking 

day ! 

Dead faces looking up cold and white 
From suud aud sea-weed where they 
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the mad old ivitob-'wife mSki and 

wept, 

And cursed tho tide ae it backward 

crept : 

** Crawl back, crawl back, blue water- 
snake 1 

Leave year dead for the hearts that 
hieiikr 

fiolemn it was in that old day 
In Hampton town and its leg-huilt 

church, 

Where side by side the cofUns la;^ 
And the monmera stood in aisle and 

porrh. 

In the singing-seats young eyes were 
dim. 

The voices faltered that nosed the 

hymn, 

And Father Dalton, grave and stern, 
Sobbed through his prayer and wept in 
turn. 

But his ancient colleague did not pray. 
Because of his sin at fourscore years : 

He stood apart, with the faon-gray 
Of his strong Inows knitted to hide 

his tears. 

And a ¥rretched woman, holding her 
breath 

In the awful presence of sin and death, 
Cowered and slimnk, while her neigh- 
bors thronged 
To look on the dead her afaame had 
wronged. 

Apart with them, like them forbid. 
Old Goody Cole looked drearily 
round. 

As, two hy two, with their faces hid, 
The mourners walked to the burying- 
ground. 

She let the staff fnm her eh»ped hands 

fall : 

**lx)rd, forgive us ! we 're sinners all ! " 
And the voice of the old man answered 
her : 

«« Anien ! " said Father Bachiler. 

So, as I sat upon Appledore 

In the calm of a cioaing summer day. 
And the broken lines of Hampton shore 

In pnrplo mist of elondland lay. 
The Rivermouth Ilocks their story told j 
And waves aglow with sunset gold, 
Rising and hi-eaking in steady chime, 
Beat the rhythm and kept the time. 



And the snnset paled, and wanned onoe 

more 

With a softer, tenderer after-glow ; 
In the east was moon-rise, with boats 
off-shore 

And sails in the distance drifting 

slow. 

The beacon glimmered from Ports- 
mouth Im*, 
The White Isle kindled its great red 

star ; 

And life and death in my old-time lay 
Mingled iu peace like the iiigut and 
day 1 



"Well!" said the Man of Books, 
"your story 
Is really not ill told in verse. 
As the Celt said of purgatory. 

One might go farther and fare worse.** 
The B^er smiled i and onoe again 
With steadier voice took np his 
strain, 

While the fair singer from the neighbor- 
ing tent 

Drew near, and at his side a gracefol 
listener bent. 



THE GRAVE BT THE LAKE. 

Where the Great Lake's sunny smiles 
Dimple round its hundred isles, * 
And the nionntain's granite ledge 

Ch'aves tin; water like a wedge, 
Ring(Ml ;U)out with smooth, gray stoneSi 
Rest the giant's mighty bones. 

Close beside, in shade ntid gleam, 
Laughs and rijiph's M(dviii stn-am.; 
Melvin water, mountain-born. 
All fair flowers its banks adorn ; 
All the wooilland's voices meet. 
Mingling with its murmurs sweet. 

Over lowlands forest-grown, 

Over waters island-strown, 
Over silver-sanded bear-h, 
Ijeaf-locked bay and misty reach, 
Melvin stream and barial-heap. 
Watch and ward the mountains keepi 

Who that Titan cromlech fills ? 
Forest-kaiser, lord o* the hills f 
K!n;^'lit who on the birchen tree 
Carved his savage heraldzy t 
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Pkophet, ntgjt, or niaid gnm f 

Sqgged type of piinud man, 
Orim ntUitariaii, 

Loving wockLs for hunt ami prowl, 
Ijuki' ami hill for lisli ami fowl. 
As tlie brown bear blind and dull 
To the grand and beaatiful : 

Not for him the Ipsmn drawn 

From the mountains smit with dawn. 

Star-rise, moon-riae, flowers of May, 

Siin.s<'t's purple bloom of day, — 
T(H.k li is life MO hue from theiUM^ 
Poor amid such afflueuao ! 

• 

Haply mito hill and tree * 

All too near akin was he: 
Unto him who stands afar 
Nature's niarvt-ls greatest are ; . 
Who the mountain purple seeks 
Hurt not dimb the loffnat petka 

Yet who knows in winter tramp. 

Or the midnight of the camp, 
Wliat revealinps faint ntid far, 
Stealing down from moon and star. 
Kindled in that human clod 
Thoqg^ of deatiny and Qod t 

Stateliest foretit ^triarch, 
Onmd In robet m akin and haik, 

"What sepulchral mysteries, 
Wliat weird funeral-rites, were his ? 
What sharp wail, what drear lament. 
Back scared wolf and eagle sent f 

Now, Tvlmte'cr he may have been. 
Low he lies as other men ; 
On his mound the partridge drams, 
There the n<^ blue-jay comes ; 
Rank nor name nor pomp has he 
In the grave's democracy. 

Part thy hlne lips. Northern lake ? 
Moss-grown rocks, your silence break I 
Tell the tale, thou ancient tree ! 
Thou, too, slide-worn Ossipee ! 
Sp<;nk, and tell ns how and when 
La?ed and died tliis king of men 1 

. "Wordless inoaTia tTio ancient pine ; 
Ijake and mountain give no sign ; 
Vain to trnee this ring of stones ; 
Tain the s(>ar( h of cmmbling bones : 

Deepest of all mysteries. 
And the maddest, silence ia. 



Nameless, noteless, clay with chj 
Miii;;les slowly day by day ; 
liut somewhere, for good or ill. 
That dark soul is living still; 
Somewhere yet tlmt atom's foree 
Mo?es the lic^t-poised nniveiss. 

Strange that on his burial -sod 
Harebells bloom, aud golden-rod^ 
While the soul's dark noroscope 

Holds no starr}' sign of ho]>e ! 

Is the Unseen with sight at odds ? 

Nature's pity more than God's ? 

Thus 1 mused by Melvin's sid^ 
While the summer eventide 
Made the woods and inland sea 
And the mountains mystery ; 
And the hush of earth and air 
Seemed the pause before a prayer, — 

Prayer for him, for all who rest. 

Mother Earth, upon thy breast, — 

Lapped on Christian tiuf, or hid 

In rock-oave or pyramid ; 

All who sleep, as all who live. 

Well may need the prayer, '* Foigivs i " 

Desert-smothered esiavan. 

Knee-deep dust that once was man, 
Battle-trenehes ghastly niled, 
Ocean-iloors with white oones tiled. 
Crowded tomb and moonded sod. 
Dumbly crave that prayer to God. 

0 the generations old 

Over whom no church-bells toQe^t 
Christless, lifting up blind eyes 
To the silence of the skies 1 
For the innumerable dead 
Is my sool disquieted. 

Where be now these silent hosts ? 
Where the campiug-groand of ghosttf 

Where the spectral conscripts led 
To the white tents of the dead ? 
What strange shore or chartless sea 
Holds the awftil mystery f 

Then tlie ^va^n sky stooped to make 
Double sunset in the lake ; 
While above I saw with it, 

Range on range, the mountains lit ; 
And the calm and splendor stole 
Like an answer to my soul. 

Hearst thou, O of little faith, 
What to thee the mountain saitl^ 
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"WTiat is wliispered by tlie troos ? — 

Cast on God tby care for these ; 
Trust him, if thy sight be dim : • 
Doubt f<xr them is doubt of Him. 

" Blind must be their close-shut eyes 
Where like night the sanshise lies, 

Fiery-liuked the self-forged duun 
Binding ever sin to pain, 
Strong their pnsoii-liouse of will. 
But without He wititcth stilL 

** Not with liritrod's undertow 
Dotli the Love Et«;riml tlow; 
Every chain that spirits wear 
Crumbles in the breath of prayer ; 
And the penitent's desire 
Opens eyeiy g»te ol fire. 

" Still Thy love, 0 Christ arisni. 

Yearns to reach these souls in pris(Mi! 
Through all deptlis of sin and loss 
iJrops the plummet of Thy cross I 
Kever yet abyss was found 
Deeper than that cross could soiftid I" 

Therefore well may Nature keep 
Equal faith with all who sleeps 
Set her wat<A of hills around 
Christian c^rave and heathen moundf 
And to cairu and kirkyard send 
Summer^s flowery diyidoid. 

Keep, O pleasant Melvin stream, 
Thy sweet laugh in shade and gleam 1 
On the Indian s grassy tomb 
Swing, 0 llowers, your bells of bloom t 

Deep below, tis hi^^h aUove, 
Sweeps the circle of God's love. 



He paused and questioned with his 

eye 

The hearers' yerdict on his song. 
AlowToice asked : Is 't well to pry 

Into the secrets wliicli belong 
Only to God? — The life to Ite 
Is still the unguessed mystery : 
Unsealed, nnpievoed the elondy walls 
remain. 

We beat wiLli dream and wish the 
soundless doors in vain. 

** Rut faith beyond our sight may go." 

I f e said : '* The gracious Fatherhood 
Can ou\^' know above, below, 

Eternal purposes of good. 



From our free heritAge of will. 
The bitter springs ot pain and ill 
Flow only in all worlds. The perfect 

day 

Of God is shadowksa, and lore is loTU 

alway." 

" I know,** she said, " the letter kiUs; 

That on onr arid liehls of strife 
And heat of clashing texts distils 

The dew of spirit and of life. 
But, searching stLll the written Word, ' 
I fain would find, Thus saith the Lordf 
A voucher lor the hope 1 also feel 
That sin can give no wound beyond 
love's power to heaL** 

*' Pray," said the Man of Books, 
** give o'er 
A theme too vast for time sad places 
(Jo on, Sir Poet, ride once more 

Your hobby at his old free jjace. 
But let him keep, with step discreet, . 
The solid earth beneath his feet 
In the great mysteiy which around ui 
lies, 

The wisest is a fool, the fool lleaven* 
helped is wise.*' 

The Traveller laid : *'If aongi have 

creeds. 

Their chMce of them let singen 

make ; 

But Art no other snnction needs 

Than beauty for its own fair sake. 
It grinds not in the mill of use. 
Nor asks for leave, nor l)egs excuse ; 
It makes the flexile laws it deigna to 
own, 

And gives its atmosphere its color and 
its tone. 

"Confess, old friend, your austere 
school 

Has left your fimcy little chance; 
You square to reason's rigid rule 

The flowing outlines of romance. 
With conscience keen from exercise, 
And chronic fear of compromise, 
You check the free play of your ifaymesb 

to ("lap 

A moral underneath, and spring it like 
a trap.** 

The sweet voice answered : ** Better so 
Than bolder iiights that know no 
check; 
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Belter to nsc the hit, than throw 

The reins all Icxxse on lancv's neck. 
The liberal range of Art should be 
The brMtlth of ChristUn Uherty, 

Restrained alone by challfUfje and alarm 
Where its chunnt <1 fo()t.vt( |iS tread the 
border hmd oL iuirm. 

** Beyond the poet'i eweet dream Uvei 

The eternal epic of the man. 
Ue wisest is who only giv^ 

True to himself, the Dest he een ; 
Wlio, drifting in the u iude of pmln^ 
The inward monitor oU-ys ; 
And, with the buldne&a that coulessesfear, 
Tekee in the ctowded eeil, and lets hie 
oonedenoe eteer. 

'* Thanksforthe Uttingwonl he speaks. 
Nor Iceefordonbtfafwordiiiupokeii ; 

For the false hi'mIi 1 that he breaks, 

As for tlie niouMtMl p-aco iin!)if>ki'ii ; 
For what is missed and what remains, 
For losses which are truest gains. 
For lererenoe conacioas ef the Eternal 
eye, 

And truth too fair to need the garnish 
of a lie." 

Langhin?, the Critic bowed. 

yiel<l 

The {x>int without another word; 
Who ever yet ft case appoded 
Where Mant/a judgment had been 

heard ? 

And you, my good friend, owe to me 
Yonr war m est thanks for snch a plea. 
As true withal as sweet. For my offence 
Of cavil, let her words be ample leoom- 
peuse.'* 

Across the sea one lighthouse start 
With crimson ray that came and 

went, 

Bevolving on its tower afar. 
Looked throuf^ the doorway of the 

tent. 

While outward, over sand-slones wet, 
The lamp flashed down ita jeUow jet 
On the long wash^of wayes, with red and 

green 

Tangles of weltering weed through the 
white foaak-wnatha aeen. 

** * Sing while we may. — anof lu-r day 
bring enough of sorrow ' ; — 



Our Traveller in his own swref lav, 

HisCiimean canip-bong, hints toua,** 
The lady said. **5k> let it be ; 
Sing us a song,** ezelaimed all three. 
She amiled : ** i can bnt marvd at yonr 
choice 

To hear our poet's words through my 
poor bonowed Toice." 



Her window opens to the bay, 
On glistening light or misty gray. 
And there at daw^ and sec ol day 

In prayer she kneels : 
'* Dear Lord 1 " she saitb, " to many a 
home 

From wind and wave the wanderers 

rome ; * 
I only see the tossing foam 
Of stranger keels. 

" Rlo^^-n out and in hy summer gales. 
The stately ships, with crowded sails^ 
And sailors leaning o'er their rails, 

Before me glide ; 
Tliey eonie, tliey go, hut Tievermorc, 
Spiee-ladeu from the Indian shore, 
I see his swift-win^ed Isidore 

The waves divide. 

*' O Thou ! with whom the night is day 
And one the near and far away. 
Look out on yon gray waste, and say 

Where lingei-s he. 
Alive, perchance, on some lone beach 
Or thirsty isle beyond the reach 
Of man, ne hears the mocking speech 

Of wind and aea. 

" 0 dread and cruel deep, reveal 
The secret which thy waves conceal. 
And, ye w ild sea-biids, hither whed 

And tell your tale. 
Let winds that tossed his raven hair 
A meapage from my lost one bear, — 
Some thought of me, a last fond prayer 

Or dymg wail I 

"Come, with yonr drearieat tmth shnt 

out 

Tlie fears that haunt me round about ; 
O God ! 1 cannot bear this doubt 

Tliat stifles breath. 
Tlie worst is better than the dread ; 
Oive me but leave to mourn my dead 
Asleep iu trust and hope, iustt^d 

<H life in death r'^ 
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It mi^ht have been the evenincj hreeze 
That whispered iu tlie garden trees, 
It mijc^ht have been the sound of seas • 

That rose and fell ; 
B.it, with her hi-art, if not her ear, 
The old loved voice she seemed to hear : 
" I wait to meet thee : be of cheer, 

ForaUisweUt" 



The sweet voice into silence wenl^ 

A silence which was almost pain 
As through it rolh'd the loii^' Liinent, 
The cadence of the inoiu iilul main. 
Glancing his written pages o'er. 
The Re{^er tried his part once more ; 
Leaving the hmd of hafikmataek and 
pine 

For Tuscan valleys glad with olive and 
with vine. 



THE BliOTIIEIi OF MERCY. 

PrERO Lttca, known of all the town 
As the gray porter by the Pitti wall 
Where the noon shadows of the gardens 
fall. 

Sick and in dolor, waitr tl to lay down 
His la.st sad bunion, an<l beside his mat 
The barefoot monk of La Certosa sat. 

Unseen, in souare and bloasoming 

gar.len drifteJ, 
Soft suiiset lights through green Val 

d' Amo sifted ; 
ITnheard, below the living shuttles 

shifted 

Backward and forth, and wove, in love 
or strife, 

In mirtli or pain, the mottled web of 

life : 

But when at last came upward from the 
street- 

Tinkle of hell and tread of meaaoiedfeet, 
The aick man started, strove to rise in 

vain, 

Sinking back heavily with a moan of 
pain. 

And the monk said, "'Tis but the 

Broth(!rliood 
Of Mercy going on some errand good : 
Their bhick masks by the palace-wall I 

see." 

Pioro answered faintly, ** Woe i«? me ! 
This day for the hrst time in forty 
yean 



In vain the bell hath sounded in my 

ears, 

Galling me with my brethren of the 

mask, 

Beggar and prince alike, to tome new 

task 

Of love or pity, — haply from the atreet 
To bear a wretch {Magne-stricken, or, 

with feet 

Hushed to the quickened ear and fever- 
ish brain. 

To tread the crowded lazan tto's flooni, 
Down the long twiliglit nt tin- corri^iors. 
Midst tossing anna and faces full of 
paiu. 

I loved the work : it was its own reward. 

I never counted on it to offset 
My sins, which are many, or make leas 
my debt 

To the free grace andmereyof onrLord; 

But somehow, father, it has come to be 

In these long yeai-s so inueh apart of me, 
I should uut kuuW myself, if lacking 
it, 

But with the ivoik the worker too woold 

die, 

And in my place some other self would 
sit 

Joyful or sad, — what matters, if not I f 
And now all 's over. Woe is me 1 " 

"My son," 
The monk said soothingly, ** thy work 

ii done ; 

And no inore as a Rer\'ant, but the gnest 
Of God tliou enterest thy eternal rest. 
No toil, no teai-s, no sorrow for tlie lost. 
Shall mar thy perfect bliss. Thon shalt 
sit down 

Clad in white robes, and wear a golden 

crown 

Forever and forever." — Piero tossed 
On his sick-pillow : " Miserable me ! 

I am too |>oor for sneb fTTnn<l eonipanv ; 
The crown would be too heavy for this 
gray 

Old head ; and Ood forgive me if T sny 
It would be hard to sit there night and 
day, 

Like an imsf^e in the Tribune, doing 

naught 

With these hard bands, that all my life 

have wrought. 
Not for bread only, but for pity's sake. 
I 'm dull at pmyera : I oonld not keep 

awake, 

Counting my beads. Mine 's but a crazy 
head. 
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Scarce worth the saving, if all else be 
dead. 

And if one gom to hrnna without a 

heart, 

God knows he leaves behind his better 
part. 

I love my feUow<4iieii : the worst I know 
I would do good to. .Will death change 

me so 

That 1 uhuil bit among the lazy saints. 
Turning a deaf ear to the sore complaints 
Of souls that suffer ? Why, I never yet 
lyft a ])oor dog in the fttnula liard l)eset, 
Or ass o'erladeu ! Hunt 1 rate uiau less 
Than dog or aaa, in holy selfishness I 
Hethinks (Lord, pardon, if the thought 
ho sin I) 

The wui ill of ^Miin were better, if therein 
One*B heart might still be hnniaii» and 

desires 

Of natural pity drop upon its fiiet 
Some cooling tears. * 

Thereat th^psle monk crossed 
His brow, and, muttering^ *< Madman! 

thou art lost I " 
Took up his pyx and fled ; and, left alone, 
The sick man closed his eyes with a 

great groan 
That suik into a pram, " Thy will be 

done!" 

Then was he mads aware, by soul or 
ear. 

Of somewhat pure and holy beading o'er 
him. 

And of a voice like that of her who bore 

him, 

Tender and most compassionate : "Kever 
fear ! 

For keaven Is love, as God himself is 

love ; 

.Thy work below shall be thy work 
above.** 

And when he looked, lo 1 in the stem 

monk's ])lafe 
He saw the shining of an angel's lace 1 



The Traveller broke the pause. *' I Ve 



sern 



The Brothers down the long street 
steal, 

Black, silent, masked, the crowd be- 

twiM'TI, 

And fi'lt to doflf my hat and kneel 
With heart, if not with knee, in prayer, 
For blessings on their pious csie.^ 



The Reader \dped his glasses : "Friends 
of mine, 

Well try our home-brewed nez^ in.* 
steid of foreign wine.'* 



THB CHANGEUKO. 

For the fairest maid in Hampton 

They needed not to Rtai cli, 
Who saw young Anna Favor 

Come walking into chund^ — 

Or briugine from the meadowy 

At set m hsrrest^ky. 
The frolic of the blackbirds, 

The sweetness of the hay. 

Kow tke weariest of all mothers, 
The saddest two-years bride. 

She scowls in the fac e of her husbsBd^ 
And spurns her child aside. 

" Hake out the red coals, goodmaUy — 

For there the child shall lie, 
Till the black witch comes to fetch hei| 
And both up chimney fly. 

** It's never my own little danp^hter. 
It 's never my own," she said ; 

"The witches have stolen my Ann% 
And left me an imp instead. 

*' 0, fair find sweet was my haby, 

Blue eyes, and hair of gold ; 
But this is ugly and wrinkled, 

CntM, and cunninft and old. 

' ' I hate the touch of her fingers, 

I hate the feel of her skin ; 
It's not the milk from my bosom, 

But my blood, that she sucks in. 

" My face grows sharp with the torment s 

Look I my arms are skin and bone ! 

Kake ojK?n the red coals, goodman. 
And the witch shall have her own. 

** She *11 come when she hears it crying^ 
In the shape of an owl or hat, 

And she '11 bring us our darling Anna 
In place of her screeching bmt.*' 

Then the goodman, E/ra Dalton, 
Laid his hand iijxjn her head: 

" Thy sorrow is great, 0 woman! 
I sonow with thee^'* he ssid* 
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*^The paths to trooUe sn maiij. 

And never but one sure way- 
Leads out to the light beyoud it ; 
My poor wile, let us pray.'* 

Then he said to the great All- Father, 
*' Thy daughter is weak and blind ; 

Let her sight come back, aud clothe her 
Onoe more in her right mind. 

** Lead her out of this evil shadow^ 

Out of these fancies wild ; 
Let the hol^ love of the mother 

Tun again to her child. 

Make her lips like the lips of Mary 
Kissing her blessed Son ; 
Let her hands, like the hands of Jenii^ 
Best on her little one. 

" Comfort the sonl of thy handimiid, 

Oi>en her prison-door, 
And thine shall be all the gloiy 
And praise foreveimore. 

Then into the face of its mother 

The baby looked up and smiled ; 
And tlie cloud of her sonl was lifted. 
And she knew her little cliild. 

A heam of the slant west sunshine 
Made the wan face almost fair, 

lAt the blue eyes' patient wonder. 
And the rings of pale gold hair. 

She kissed it on lip and forehead. 
She kissed it on cheek and chin, 

And she hared her snoir-white bomn 
To the lipa so pale and thin. 

0, fair on her bridal morning 

Was the maid who Unshed and smiled. 
But fairer to Ezra Dal ton 

Looked the mother of his child. 

With more than a lorer^s fondness 
lie stooped to her worn yonng face, 

And the nursing child andthemotiier 
Ue folded iu one embrace. 

" Blessed be Ood ! " he Tnurmnred. 

" Blessed be God ! " .she said ; 
"For I see, who once was blinded, — 

I live, who once was dead. 

•* Now mount and ride, my goodman, 
As thou loyest thy own soul 1 
20 



Woe *s me, if my wicked fancies 
Be the death of Goody Cole 1" 

His horse he saddled and bridled, 

And into the night rode he, — 
Now through the great black woodlandf 
Now by ike white- beached sea. 

He rode through the silent cleaiii^ 

He came to the ferry wide, 
And thrice he called to the boatman 
Asleep on the other side. 

He set his horse to the river, 
He swam to Nc\v])ury town. 

And he called up Justice Sewall 
In his ni^toap and his gown. 

And the grave and worsbipful jnstioe 
(Upon whose soul be {>eace 1) 

Set his name to the jailei's wanant 
For Goodwife Cole's release. 

Then tlurough the night the hoof- beats 
Went sounding like a flail ; 

And Goody Cole at cockciow 
Game forth from Ipewich jail. 



''Here is a rhyme : — I hardly dare 

To venture on its theme worn out ; 
What seems so sweet by Doon an<l 
Ayr 

Sonnds simply silly hereabout ; 

And pipes by lips Aroadiati blown 
Are only tin horns at our own. 
Yet still the muse of pastoral walks 
with ms* 

While Hoeea Biglow aingSi onr new 
Theocritus." 



THE HAn>S OF ATTITASH. 

In sky and wave the white clouds swam, 
And me blue hills of Nottingham 

Through gaps of leafy green 

Across the lake were seen, 

When, in the shadow of the ash 
That dreams its dream in Attitashy 

In the wann summer weather^ 
Two maidens sat together. 

They sat and watched in idle mood 
The gleam and shade of lake and 
wood, — 
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The hmeh. the Veen light naota^ 
The white aul oC a bcMt» — 

Swan flocks of lilies shoit^ward lyings 
In sweetness, not in music, dyings — > 
Hardback, and virgin's-bower. 
And wlute-spiked clethra-fiower. 

With caivleiB een they heeid the pfauih 

And breezy wash of Attitash, 
The wocHi-bird's plaintive cry. 
The locust's sharp reply. 

And teeaed the while, with playful hand. 
The shagcry doi: of Newfoundland, 

Whose uncouth frolic spilled 
* Their baskets berry.filled. 

Then one, the beauty of whose tytt 
"Wns evi-niion- a great suq>ri«', 
Tossed back her uucculy head, 
Andy lightly latigbing, said, — 

*' No hridofrrooni'shand liemine to hold 
That is uot lined witii yellow gold ; 

I tread no cottage floor ; 

I own no lover poor. 

" My love must come on silken wings, 
"With bridal lights of diamond rings, — 

Not foul wiu kitchen smirch. 

With taUow-dip for torch." 

The other, on whose modest head 
Was leaser dower of hennty shed. 

With look for home-hearths meet* 

And Toice exceeding sweety 

Answered, — "We will not rivals be ; 
Take thou the gold, leave love to me ; 

Mine be the cottafje small, 
And thine the rich man's hall. 

** I know, Indeed, that wealth Is good ; 

But lowly roof and simple food, 
With love that hath no doubt, 
Are more than gold without." 

IBbrd by a farmer hale and young 
His cradle in the rye-ficld swuqg^ 
Tracking the j'ellow plain ^ 
With windrows of ripe grain. 

And still, whene'er he pan?:ed to whet 
His fuiythe, the sidelong glance he met 
■ Of huge dark eyes, where strove 
False pride and aecret love. 



Be strong, young mower of the ^jnbi i ' 
That love shall overmatch nimtiu^t\^ 

Its instincts soon or late 

The heart ahali vindicate. 

In blouse of gray, with fishing-rod, 
Half screened, by leaves, a stianger trod 
The maiigin of the pond. 
Watching the group beyond. 

The supreme hours unnoted come % 
Uufelt the tumiug tides of doom ; 
And 80 the maids laughed on. 
Nor dreamed what Fate had doncv ■ — 

Nor knew the step was Destiny's 
That rustled in the birchen trees^ 

As, with their Uvea forecast^ 

Fisher and mower passed. 

Erelong by lake and rivulet side 
The summer roses paled and died. 

And Autumn's fingers shed 

The maple's leaves of red. 

Through the long gold-hazed afternoon. 

Alone, but for the diving locm. 

The partridge in the bnike, 
The black duck on the lake. 

Beneath the shadow of the ash 

Sat man and maid by Attitash ; 
And earth and air made room 
For human hearts to bloom. 

Soft spread the carpets of the sod. 

And scarlot-oak and golden-rod 
With blushes and with smiles 
Lit up the foret>t aisles. 

The mellow light the lake aslant, 

The pebbled margin's ripple-chant 

Attempered and low-toned. 
The tender mystery owned. 

And through the dream the lovers 
dreamed 

Sweet sounds stole in and soft lights 
streamed ; 
The sunshine seemed to blem, 
The air was a caress. 

Not she who lightly laufthed is there. 
With scornful toss of midnight hair, 

Her dark, disdainful eyes. 

And pnmd lip worldly-wise. 
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Her lianghty tow is still vnaald. 

But all she dream cd and coveted 
Wears, half to her sur])ri.se, 
The youthl'ul iarmer's guise ! 

"With more than all her old-time pride 
She walks the rye-field at his aide. 

Careless of cot or hall, 

Since love ^ransfigaree alL 

Rich beyond dreams, the Tanta^e- 

;pround 

Of life IS gained ; her hands have found 

The talisman of old 
That changes all to gold« 

While she who could for love dispoue 
With all its flittering accideuts^ 
And trust her lieart alone. 
Finds lore and gold her own« 

What wealth can buy or art can build 
Awaits her ; but her cup is filled 

Even now unto the brim ; 

Her world is love and him ! 



The while he heard, the Book-man 

drc!\v 

A len;L^th of make-beliovinf]; face, 
With smothered mischiet laughing 
throngh : 
"Why, yon shall sit in Bpmisay's 

place, 

And, with his Gentle Shepherd, keep 
On Yankee hills immortal sheep. 
While lovelorn swains and maicte the 

seas hoyond 
Hold dreamy tryst around your huckle 
berry- pond." 



• The Traveller laughed: "Sir Gala- 
had 

Singing of love the Troavere's lay ! 
How should he know the blindfold 

lad 

i From one of Vulcan's forge-boys ? " 

— "Nay. 
He better sees who stands outside 
Than thoy who in procession ride," 
The Header answered : " selectmen and 
sijnire 

Miss, while they make, the show that 
wayside folks admire. 



Here is a wild talc of the North, 
Our travelled friend will own as 
one 



Fit for a Norland Christmas hearth 

And lips of Christian Andersen. 
They tell it in the valleys green 
Of the fair island he has seen. 
Low lying off the pleasant Swedish 
shore, 

Washed by the Baltic Sea, and watched 
by Elsiuore." 



KALLUNDBORG CHURCH. 

•*Tie stillc, bam min ! 
Iraor^D kommer Fin, 
Fa'er din, 

Og gi'er dig EBbem Snares VIm eg l^|erle al lege 

med!" 



" BrrrLD at Eallnndboffg by the sea 

A church as stately as church may be. 
And there shalt thou wed my daughter 
fair," 

Said the Lord of Nesvek to Esbem 
Snare. 

And the Baron laughed. But Eabern 
said, 

"Though I lose my soul, I will Hdvn 

wed ! " 

And oft he strode, in his pride of will. 
To the Troll who dwelt in Ulshoi hilL 

" Build, 0 Troll, a church for me 
At Kalluudborg by the mighty sea ; 
Build it stately, and build it niir, 
Build it quickly," said Esbem Snare. 

But the sly Dwarf said, **2^o work is 
wrought 

By Trolls of the Hills, 0 man, for 

naught. 

What wilt thou give for thy church so 
fair?" 

"Set thy own price," qnoth Esbem 
Snare. 

"When Kallundboig church is builded 
well, 

Tliou must the name of its builder tell, 
Or thy heart and thy eyes must be my 
boon." 

« Build," said Zsbem, «'and build it 



soon. 



By night and by day the Troll wrought 
on ; 

He hewed the timbena^ he piled the 
stone; 
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But dftj bj dAT, fhs mStt voae fidr, 
Dukor sad auder gnur Mem SiiMe. 

He listened by night, h«' watrhed by day. 
He eoQ^t and thought, bat he dared 

uot prav ; 

In vain he calltHi on the Klle-maiMs shy, 
And th«* Neck and the JNis ^ave uo, 
n'[»ly. I 

Of his evil barj3;nin far and >»nde 
A raoior ran through the t ountry-side ; 
Aiid Uelva of Ne8vek,>ouug and lair, 
Fk»yed for the eoul of Eebera Snare. ■ 

And now the church was wellnigh done ; 
One pillar it lacked, and one atone ; 
And the grim Troll nmttered, '*Fool 

thou art ! 

To-morruw gives me thy eyas and 
heart r 

r>y Kallundlwrg in black despair, 
Through woo(i and meadow, walked 

Ksberu 6imre, 
Till, worn and weary, the ftroog man 

sank 

Under the birches on Ulahoi bank. 

« 

At his last day's work he heard the 

Troll 

Haminor and dt-lve in the qnarn''.s hole ; 
Before hiiu the church stood lai^ and 
fair: 

" I have builded my tomb^" said Esbern 
Snare. 

And he closed bis eyes the sight to hide, 
When he heard a light step at his 8i<tc : 
"0 Kslx-ni Snare ! ' a sweet voice said, 
" Would 1 might die now in thy stead ! " 

With a grasp 1^ love and by fear made 

strong. 

He held lier fast, and lie held her long ; 
With the beating heiirt of a bird ateanl, 
She bid her &oe in his flame-red beard. 

•*0 love ! " be cried, "let me look to- 
day 

Tn thine eyes ere mine are plncked away ; 
Let me hold thee closer let me feel thy 

heart 

En mine by the Troll is torn apart ! 

" I sinned, O ITelva, for love of thee \ 
Fray that the Lord Christ j^don me 1 " 



THE BEACH. 

Bat last as she prayed, «iid teter sUl, 
Hammered the Trul in Ulahoi TiHl. 

He knew, as he \%Tought, that a loving 
heart 

Was somehow baffling his evil art ; 

For more than spell of E!f or Troll 

Is a maiden b prayer for her lover's souL 

And Esbern listened, and cani^t tint 

sound 

Of a Troll-wife singing undereround : 

comes Fme, father thine : 
Lie still and hnsh thee^ baby mine I 

** Lie still, my darling ! next sunrise 
Thou 'It play with Esbern Snare's heart 

and eves I " 
"Ho! ho!^' quoth Esbem, "is that 

your game ? 
Thaakii to the Troll-wife, 1 know his 

name I** 

Tlie Troll he heard him, and hurried on 
To Kalluudborg church with the lack- 
iilg Stone. 

"Too late, Gafftr Unel*' cried Esbetn 

Snare • 

And Trull and pillar vanished iu air 1 

That night the harvesten heaid the 

sound 

Of a woman sobbing underground. 
And the voice of the Hul-Troll load 

with blame 
Of the careless singer who told hia 

name. 

Of the Troll of the Chnich they sing the 

rune 

By the Northern Sea in the harvest 
moon ; 

And the fishers of Zealand bear him 

still 

Scolding lus wife in Ulshoi hilL 

And seaward over its groves of Inrch 
Still looks the tower of Kallundboig 

church, 

^Vllere, first at its altar, a wedded pair. 
Stood Helva of Nesvek and Esbern 
Snarel ' 



" What,** asked the Traveller, " would 

our sires, 

The old Iforse stoty-teUen^ say 
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Of sun-gravfHl pictures, ocean wires, 

And smoking steamboats of to^lay f 

And this, O lady, \<y your leave, 

Recalls your aoiifj ot' yester eve : 

Pray, let us Lave that Cable-hynm once 
- »• 

cried. 



inofe. 

Hear, hear ! " the Book-man 
*' the lady baa the floor. 



" These noisy waves below perhaps 

To such a strain will lend their ear, 
"With softer voice and li*^lit«'r la]ts(! 

Conic stealing up the sands to hear, 
And what thev once refused to do 
For old fiUng Knat accord to yon. 
Kay, even the fishes shall your fisteners 

be, 

As once, the legend runs, they heard 
St. Anthony.'* 



0 lonely bay of Trinity, 
0 dreaiy shores, give ear f 

Jjean down unto the white-lipped 
The Tcioe of God to hear I 



Prom world to world his couriers fly, 
ThoQght-win^ed and shod with fire ; 

^The angel of His stormy sky 
Bides down the sunken wire. 

What saith the herald of the Lord f 

" The world's long strife is done ; 
dose wedded by that mystio Cord^ 
Its continents are one. 

"And one in heart, as one in hlood^ 

Sliall all her peoples !><• ; 
The hands of human brotherhood 
Are clasped beneath the sea. 

"Through Orient seas, o'er Afric's plain 
And Asian TnountAins bonic, 

The vigor of the Northern brain 
Shall nenre the world outworn. 

"From clime to dime^ £rom 'shore to 
shore, 

Shan thrill the magic thread ; 
The new Prometheus steals once more 
The fire that wakes the dead." 

Throb on, strong pulse of thunder I 
heat 

From answerinf^ beach to beach ; 
Fuse nations in thy kindly heat, 
And melt the chains of each 1 



Wild terror of the sky aljove. 
Glide tamed and dumb below t 

Bear gently, Ocean's carriernioyf^ 
Thy emuds to and fro. 

Weave on, swift shuttle of the Lord, 

Beneath the deep so far, 
The bridal rnlw' of earth's accord^ 
The funeral shroud of war 1 

For lo ! the fall of Ocean's wall 

Sjiaee inockrd and time onti'un ; 
An(l round the world the thought of all 
Is as the thought of one ! 

The poles unite, the zones agree. 
The ton;;ues of striving cease; 

As on the JSca of Galilee 
The CSiiist is whisx)ering. Peace! 



" Glad prophecy ! to this at last," 
The Reader said, " shall all things 
come. 

Forgotten be the bufjle's blast, 

And battle-music of the drum. 
A little while the world may run 
Its old mad way, with needlc-gun 
And iron -clad, but troth* at laat* shall 
reign : 

The cradle-song of Christ was never sung 
in vain!" 

Shifting his scattered papers, "Here," 
He said, as died the faint applause, 
" Is something that I found last year 
Down on the island known asCAT^t. 
I had it from a fair-haired girl 
Who, oddly, bore the name of Pearl, 
(As if by some droll freak of circum- 
stanoe,) 

Classic, or wellnigh so, hi Httlift 
Stowe's romance." 



THE BEAD SHIP OF HABFS- 
W£LL. 

What flecks the outer gray beyond 

The suiulown's golden trail ? 
The white flash of a sea-bird's wing^ 

Or gleam of slanting sail ? 
Let young eyes watcu from Neck and 
Point, 

And sea-worn elders pray, — 
The ghost of what was once a ship 
Is sailing up the bay 1 
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Yrom gnj sea-fog, tnm isf difft^ 

Fniru [HTil and from pain. 
The honie->>ound fisher f^rcots thy lights, 

0 hundred-harbored Maine ! 
Bat many a keel shall seaward tarn, 

And many a sail outstand. 
When, tall and whitc^ the Dead Ship 
looms 

Agaiiuit the dusk of land. 
Sho itmndt the headhmd's liriitling 

])in»'s ; 

She threaiis the isle-act bav ; 
Ko Mpur of breete can speed her on. 

Nor ebb of tide delay. 
CM JiK H still walk the Isle of Orr 

Who tell her date and uame. 
Old shipwi ighta sit in Import yaida 

Who Ihewed her otJken. frame. 

Wlirtt weary doom of balUfd qiiestj 

Thuu i>ad uca-^hotit, is thine ? 
What makes thee in the hannts cf 
home 

A wonder and a sign ? 
No foot is on thy silent deck. 

Upon thy helm no hand ; 
No ripple hath the soundless wind 

That smites thee from the land 1 

For never comes the ship to port, 
HoweVr the hteese may be ; 

Just wlirii .sh<- ii'-;trs the waiting shoio 

She drifts again to sea. 
No tuck of sail, nor turn of helm, 

Nor sheer of Teering side ; 
8tem-fore she drives to sea and 

Against the wind and tide. 

In Tain o'er Barpswell ITeck the star 

Of evening guides her in ; 
In vain for her the lamps are lit 

Within tliy tower, Seguin ! 
In vain the harbor-boat shall hail. 

In vain the pilot call ; 
Ko hand shall reef her Rpectnl sail, 

Or let her anchor falL 

Shake, brown old wives, with dzeaiy 

Yonr gray-head hints of ill ; 
And, over sick-beds whispering low, 

Tonr prophecies fulfil. 
Some home andd yon birchen trees 

Shall drape its door with woe ; 
And slowly where the Dead Ship sails. 

The boxial boat Shan row t 



From Wolf Veek and tnm Flying Point, 

From island and horn main, 
From sheltered cove and tided cree^ 

Shall glide the funeral train. 
The dead-boat with the bearers four. 

The moamers at her stem, — 
And one shall go the .^iL nt way 

Who shall no more return 1 

And men shall sigh, and women weep^ 

Whose dear ones pale and pine^ 
And sadly over sunset seas « 

Await the ghostly sign. 
They know not that its sails aie filled 

By pity's tender breath. 
Nor see the An^^cl at the lielm 
Who steers the Ship of Death 1 



" Chill as a down-east bieese shonld 

he," 

The Book-man said. "A ghostly 
touch 

The legend has. I *m glad to see 

Your flying Yankee beat the Dutch." 
"W^ell, here is something of the 
sort 

Which one midsummer day I canght 
In Narragansett Bay, for lack offish." 
*' We wait," the Traveller saidj "serve 
hot or cold your dish." 

THE PALATINK 

Lbaoves north, as fly the gull and 

auk, 

Point Judith watches vnih eye of hawk ; 
Leagues south, thy beacon liames, Mon- 
tankl 

Lonely and wind-shorn, wood-forsaken. 
With never a tree for Sprioff to waken. 
For tr3r8t of lorers or fareweUs taken. 

Circled by waters that never freeze, 
Beaten by billow and swept by hteeMidp* 
Lieth the island of Mauisees, 

Set at the mouth of the Sound to hold 
The coast lit^'hts np on its turret old, 
Yellow with moss and sea-fog mould. 

Dreary the land when gast and sleet 
At its doors and widows howl and 

beat, 

lad Winter hnighs at its JBres of peat t 
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But in summer time, when pool and 
pond, 

Held in the laps of vaUeys fond» 

Aie bine as the glimpww of sea beyond ; 

When the hiUa are sweet with the brier- 
rose. 

And, hid in the warm, soft dells, unclose 
Flowers the mainland rarely knows ; 

When boats to th<4r morning fishing go. 

And, held to tlu; wind and slanting low, 
Whitening and darkeniug the small sails 
show, — 

Then is that lonely island fair ; 

And the pale h'-alth-sfrkcr fiiidfth there 
The wine of lU'e in its pleasant air. 

• 

No greener Talleys the son invite, 

On smoother beaches no sea-birds light, 
No blue waves shatter to foam more 
white ! 

There, circling ever their narrow itaige, 

Quaint tradition and legend strange 
Live on unchallenged, and know no 
change. 

Old wives spinning their webs of tOW, 

Or rocking weirdly to and fro 

In and out of the peat's dull glow, 

And old men mending their nets of 

twine, 

Talk together of dream and sign. 
Talk of the lost ship Palatine, — 

The ship that, a hundred years before, 
. Freighted deep with ita goodly store, 
In the gales of ihe equinox went ashore. 

The eager islanders one by one 
Counted the shots of her signal gun. 
And heard the crash when she drove 
right on I 

Into the teeth of death she sped : 
(May God forgive the hands that fed 
The fidse lights over the rocky Head I) 

0 men and brothers 1 what sights were 

there ! 

White upturned faces, hands stretdied 

in prayer ! 
Where waves had pity» could ye not 

spare! 



Down swooped the wreckers, like birds 
of prey 

Tearing tlu- hf art of the ship away, 
And the dead had nerer a word to say. 

And then, with ghastly shimmer and 
Hhine 

Over the rocks and the seething brine, 
They bHrned the wreck of the Palatine. 

In theur omel hearts, as they homeward 

sped, 

"The sea and the rocks are dmnb," 

they said : 
** There '11 be no reckoning with the 

dead." 

But the year went round, and when 

once more 
Along their foam-white curves of shore 
They heard the line-stoim raye and roar. 

Behold ! again, with shimmer and shine. 
Over the locks and the seething brhie. 
The flaming wreck of the Palatine 1 

So, haply in fitter words than these, 
Mending their nets on their patient 

knees 

They tell the le^d of Manisees. 

Nor looks nor tones a doubt betray ; 
" It is known to us all,*' they quietly 

say ; 

" We too have seen it in our day.*' 

Is there, then, no death for a word once 

spoken ? 

Was never a deed but left its token 
Written on tables never broken ? 

Do the elements subtle reflections give t 
Do pictures of all the ages live 
On Nature's hifinite negative, 

"Wliich, half in sjiort, in nialiee half, 
■She shows at times, with shudder or 
laugh. 

Phantom and shadow in photograph f 

For still, on numv a moonless night. 
From Kingston Head and ftom Montauk 

light 

The spectre kindles and bums in sight 

Now low and dim, now clear and higher, 
Leaps np the terrible Ohost of Fire, 
Then, slowly sinking, the fiames expire* 
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And the wise Sound skippers, though 
skies be fine, 

Keef their sails when thev see the sign 
Of the hiaang wKck of tne ftdatine i 



A fitter tale to scream than sing/' 
The Book -man said. '*WeU, £ui- 

cy, then," 
The licaUur answered, **on the wing 
The sea*biidB shriek it, not wr 

men, 

But in tlio oar of wave and bm'zo ! " 
The Tniveilcr mused : Your Mani- 



la faiiy-land : off Narragansett shoie 
Who ever ^^^v the isle or heard its name 

beibre ? 

^ *T is some strange land of Flyaway, 
Whose dreamy dioie the dup lie- 

piiilcs, 

St. Branilun's in its sea-mist gray. 
Or snnset loom of Fortunate lues ! ** 

*' No ghost, luit solid tnrf and rock 
Is thi' f^iMul i.slaiui known as Block," 
The lieader said. *' for beauty and lor 



I chose its Indian name, soft-flowing 
Maniseest 

" But let it pass ; here is a bit 

Of unrh3nued story, with a hint 
Of the ohl prfMcliin;^ mood in it, 

The sort of sidoloiif^ tiionil squint 
Our friend objecta to, which has 

grown, 
I fear, a habit of my own. 
'Twas written when the Asian plague 

drew near, 
And the land held its breath and paled 
with sudden lisar." 



ABRAHAM DAVENPORT. 

In the old days (a custom laid aside 
With breeches and cocked hats) the peo- 
ple sent 

Their wisest men to make the paUie 
laws. 

And so, from a brown homestead, where 

the Sound 
Brinks the small tribute of the Mianas, 
Waved oT«rby the woods of Rinpowams, 
And hallowed by pure lives ana tranquil 

deaths, 



Stamford sent up to the councils of the 
State 

Wisdom and giaoe in Abrsham Daven* 
port. • 

'Twas on a May-day of the far old 
year 

Seventeen hundred eighty, that there 

fell 

Over the bloom and sweet life of the 
Spring, 

Over the fresh earth and the heaven of 

noon, 

A horror of great darkness, like the 
night 

In day of which the Norland aanft 

tell. — 

The Twili<;ht of the Gods. The low- 
hung sky 

Was bUck with ominous clouds, save 

where its rim 

Was Cringed with a dull glow, like that 
which climbs 

The crater^s sides from the red hell be- 
low. 

Birds ceased to sing, and all the barn- 
yard fowls 

Boosted; the cattle at the pasture 
bars 

Lowed, and looked homeward ; bats on 

leathern wings 
Flitted abroad ; the sounds of labor 
died ; 

Men prayed, and women wept; all ean 

p<'W sliiirp 
To hear the doom -blast of the trumpet 
shatter * 

The black sky, that the dreadful &oe of 

Christ 

Might look from the rent clouds, not as 

he looked 
A loving guest at Bethany, hut stem 
As Justice and inezorabie Law. 

Meanwhile in the old State House, 
dim as ghosts, 
Sat the lawgivers of Connecticnt, 
Trembling beneath their legislative 

"It is the Lord's Great Day t Let nt 

adjourn," 

Some said ; and then, as if with one 

accord. 

All eyes were turned to Abraham Daven* 

port. 

He rose, slow deaviog with his steadj 
voice 
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The Intolenble hush. '* This well may 
he ' 
The Day of Judgment which the world 

awaits ; 

Bat be it so or not, I ouly know 
If y present duty, and my Lord's com- 
ma nd 

To occupy till he come. So at the post 
Where he hath set me in his providence, 
I chooee, for one, to meet him fiuse to 
face, — 

No faithless servant fijghtened ham my 

task, 

Bnt ready when the Lord of the hanreet 

calls ; 

And therefore, with all rerennoe^ I 

would say, 
Let God do his work, we will see to 
ours. 

Bring in the candles." And they 
brought them in. 

Then by the flaring lights the Speaker 
read. 

Albeit with husky voice and ahaking 

hands, 

An act to amend an act to regulate 
The ahad andalewiye fisheriee. Where- 
upon 

Wisely aud well spake Abraham Dayen- 
port, 

Stiaight to the queation, with no figores 

of speech 

Save the ten Arab siprns, yet not. without 
The shrewd dry humor natural to the 
man ; 

His awo-struck colleagues listening all 

the while, 
Between the pauses of his aigument. 
To hear the thunder of the wrath of 

God 

Break from the hollow trumpet of the 
cloud. 

And there he atanda In menuny to 

this day, 

Erect, self-poised, a rugged face, half 

seei) 

Against the backgnnind of unnatural 

dark, 

A witness to the apes as they pass, 
That simple duty hath no place for fear. 



He eeaaed : just then the ocean 
seemed 

To lift a half-laced moon in sight ; 



And, ahore-wardy o*er the watenb 
gleamed. 

From crest to crest, a line of lights 
Such as of old, with solcnui awe, 
The fishers bv Geunesaret saw. 
When dry-shod o'er it walked the Son 
of God, 

Tracking the waves with li^t where'er 
his ban dais trod. 

Silently for a space each eye 

Upon that sudden glory turned : 
Cool from the land the breeze blew 

The tent-ro[ies flapped, the long 

beach churned 
Its waves to foam ; on eitlier hand 
Stretched, far as sight, the hills of 

sand ; 

With buys of marsh, and capes of bush 

and ti-ee. 

The wood s black shore-line loomed be- 
yond the meadowy sea. 

The lady rose to lenve. "One song. 
Or hymn," they urged, *' before we 
part" 

* And she, with lips to wlii( h belong 
Sweet intuitions of all art, 
Gave to the winds of night a strain 
Which they who heard would hear 
again ; 

And to her voice the solemn ocean lent, 
Touching its harp of sand, a deep ao- 
compouiment. 



The harp at Nature's advent strung 

Has never ceased to play ; 
The song the stars of morning sung 

Has neyer died away. 

And praj^er is made, and praise is given^ 

By all thiugs near and far ; 
The ocean looketh up to heaven, 

And minora every star. 

Its waves are kneeling on the strand. 

As kneels the human knee, 
Tlieir white locks bowing to the sand* 

The priesthood of the sea ! 

They pour their glittering treasnxsi 
forth, 

Their gifts of pearl they bring, 
And all the listening hills of e^rth 
Take up the song they sing. 
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TIm green fluth lendi Imt inoaiaB vp 

From many a inountaiu thlilio; 
From fokh'd h-,ii' ami ihwy cup 
6he pouni iier &acit;d wine. 

Tlu; miats above the morning rilb 

Ki.se Ns hite as wings of jirayer j 
Th'' altar-curtams of tlu- Uilli 
Asm buuict s purple air. 

The winds with hymns of praiM ire load. 

Or low with Kol>8 of jmin, — 
The thundcT-orgau uf the cloud. 
The dropping te«s of run. 

With (hoo]nn<^hcad and In mil hill muni ill 

The twilij^ht forest grieves, 
Or bjieakft with tongues uf Peatecofit 

From all its aonbt kaves. 

The Mucsky is tlie temple's arch, 

1 lA transept earth and air. 
The music oi its stany march 

The choms of a prayer. 

80 Nature keeps the reverent frame 
"With which Aer years began. 



And aHler dgna and Toiflsa ahana 
The prayer&s heart of man. 



The singer ceased. The moon's white 

rays 

Fell on the rapt, still face of her. 
** Allah il Allah I He huth j)raise 

From all things," said the Traveller. 
**Oft from the deaert'a silent xu^hts. 
And mountain hymns of sunset lights. 
My heart has felt rebuke, as in his tent 
The iloslem's prayer has shamed my 
Christian knee nnbent.** 

He paused, and lo ! far, faint, and slow 
The bells in NewbuQ's steeples 
tolled 

Tlie twelve dead hours; the Ump 

burned low ; 
Tlie singer sought her canvas fold. 
One sadly said, " At break of day 
We strike our tent and go our way." 
But one made answer cheoily, .**Kever 
fear, 

We'll pitch this tent of ours in type 
■another year.** 



NATIONAL LYRICS. 



THB MAITTI.t: of ?T. JOHN DE 
MATHA. 

A LEGEND OF "THE BED, WHITE, AND 
BLVB," A. D. 1154-1864. 

A STRONG and mirjhty Anfjel, 

Calm, terrible, and bright, 
The cross inUended red and hfaw 

Upon his mantle white I 

Two captives by him kneeling 

Each on his Drolrni chain. 
Bans praise to Ood who raiwth 

The dead to life again 1 

Dropping his cross-wrought mantle, 

*• Wear this," the Angel said ; 
^Take thou, 0 Freedom's priest, its 

She w&te, the blue, and red." 



Then rose up John de ^fatha 

In the strength the Lord Christ gave, 
And begged through all the laud of 
Fraaoe 

The ransom of the dam 

The gates of tower and castle 

Before him open flew. 
The drawbridge at his coming (SbI^ 

The door^holt hackwuni dnfir. 

For all men owned his errand. 
And paid his H|diteonlh tax ; 

And the hearts ofiord and 
Were in his hsnds as wax. 

^t last, outbound from Tunis, 

His bark her anchor weij^ed. 
Freighted with seren-aoore Ghrirtiaa 

souls 

Whose ransom he had paid. 
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But, torn by Payuim hatred. 

Her sails in tattere himg ; 
And on the wild waves, rudderUs^^ 

A shattered hoik she awoiig. 

" God save vs !*' cried the captain, 

** For naught can man avail ; 
O, woe bftide the ship that laclcB 
Her rudder and her sail I 

" Behind ns are the Moormen ; 

At sea we sink or strand : 
There's death upon the water* 
There's death upon the land I" 

Then up spake John de Mathai 

*' God's errands never fail ! 
Take thou the mantle which I wear. 

And inake of it a sail," 

They raised the cross- wrought mantle, 
The blue, the white, the red ; 

And straight before the wind off-shoie 
The ship of Freedom aped. 

**God help us ! " cried the seamen, 

** For vain is mortal skill : 
The good ship on a stormy sea 
Is drifting at its will." 

Then up spake John de Haiha ; 

** My mariners, never fear ! 
The T^ord whose breath has filled her sail 
May well our vessel steer ! " 

80 on through storm and darknen 

They drove for weary hours ; 
And lo ! the third gray morning shone 
On Ostia's fcienmy towers. 

And on the walls the watchers 

The ship of mercy knew, — 
Thev knew br off its holy croes^ 

The red, the white, and Uue. 

And the bells in all the steeples 

Bang out in glad accord, 
To welcome home to Christian sdl 

The lansomed of the Lord. 

So nins the ancient legend 

By banl and painter told ; 
And lo ! the ryelo rounds agailly 

The new is as the old 1 

With rudder foaIly1»okeB» 
And aaib by tnat<Hn toisb 



Our country on a midnight sea 
Is waiting for the mom. 

Before her, nameless terror ; 

Behind, the pirate foe ; 
The douds are black aboVe her. 

The sea is white below. 

The hope of all who suffer. 
The dread of all who wrong. 

She drifts in darkness and in storm. 
How long, O Lord 1 how long t 

Bat eoorage, O my mariners ! 

Ye shall not suffer wreck. 
While up to God the frtH^duian's pn^yiW 
Are rising from your deck. 

Is not your sail the banner 
AVhich God hath blest anew. 

The mantle that De Mutha wore,- 
The red, the white, the blue ? 

Its hues are all of heaven, — 

The red of sunset's dye, 
The whiteu&^ of the moon-lit cloud« 

The bine of morning's sky. 

Wait cheerily, then, 0 mariners. 

For daylight and for land ; 
The breath of God Is in your sail. 

Your radderis His hand. 

Sail on, sail on, deep-freighted 
With blessings and with hopes ; 

The saints of old with shadowy hand* 
Are pulling at your ropes. 

Behind ye holy martyrs 

Uplift the palm and crown; 

Before ye unborn ages send 
Their benedictions down. 

Take heart from John de Matha 1 — 

God*8 errands nerer fiiil! 
Sweep on through stoi-m and daricnMB^ 

The thunder and the hail 1 

Sail on I The morning cometii, 

The port ye yet shall win ; 
And all the bells of God shall ring 
The good ship bravely in 1 



WHAT TH£ BIBDS SAID. 

Thb birds against the April wind 
Flew noruiwaid, sugging as ibcy flew; 
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T1^' sang, TIm land we leave lidiiiid 
UMa swonU for oom-Uade^ blood for 
dew." 

'*0 wfld-birda, fhing tnm the South, 

Wliat haw and bearaye,gaxingdownf " 

** We saw the mortar's iiptvuiifii month, 
The sickened camp, the blazing town ! 

B<;neath the bivonac'e etany lamp. 
We saw your maieh-wom childien 

die ; 

In uhruudii of moas^ in cypress swamps. 
We taw your dead imcoffined lie. 

"We heanl the starving priaoner'a 

sighs. 

And aaw, from line and trench, your 
aons 

Follow our flight with home-sick eyes 
iieyond the battery's smoking guns." 

** And heard and fyiw ye only wrong 
And pain, " I cried. **0 wing-worn 

ffoclcs?" 

•*We heard," they sang, **the freed- 
man's song. 
The craah of Sjaveiy's broken locks I 

** We saw from new, uprising States 
The treason^nnrsing mischief spumed, 

As, crowding Freedom's ample giites, 
The long^estranged and lost returned. 

'* O'er dusky faces, seamed and old, 
And hands hom-hard with unpaid 

toil, 

With hope in even,^ nistlintj fold, 
We saw your star-dropt liu^ uncoil. 

"And stmg^ng up tiuoogh sonnds 

accursod, 
A grateful murmur clomb the air ; 
A whisper scarcely heard at first. 
It fiUed the listening heavens with 

prayev. 

" And sweet and far, as from a star, 
lieplied a voice which shall not cease, 

Till, drowning all the noise of wnr, 
It sings the blessed song oi' peace 1" 

80 to roe, in a doubtftil day 

Of chill and slowly preeninp spring. 
Low stooping from the cloudy pay, 
The wild-birds sang or seemed to 
sing. 



Tluj vanished in the misty air. 
The song went with them in thdr 

flight ; 

But lo ! they left the sunset fair. 
And in tlie evening thsro was light 

LAUS D£01 

OH BEABINO THS BKLL8 BINO ON THS 

PASSAGE OF THE CONSTITUTIONAL 
▲MKKDM£MT ABOLISBIKO 8LAY£BT. 

It is done! 
Clang of bell and roar of gnn 

Send the tidings up mid down. 

How the belfries rock and reel ! 

How the great guns, peal on peal. 
Fling the joy from town to town t 

Ring, O bells ! 
Every stroke exulting tells 
Of the burial hour of enme. 

Loud and long, that all may hear, 

}^ing for every listening ear 
Of Eternity and Time i 

Let us kneel : 
God's own voice is in that peal. 

And this spot is holy cround. 
Lord, foigive us t What are we^ 
That our ^es this glory see. 

That oor ean have heard the sound t 

For the Lord 

On the whirlwind is abroad ; 
In the earthquake he lias spoken ; 

He has smitten with his thunder 

The iron walls asunder. 
And the gates of brass are hiroikeni 

Loud and long 
Lift the old exultinesong ; 
Sing with Miriam by the sea 
He has cast the mighty down ; 
Horse and rider sink and drown ; 
Uo hath triumphed gloriously ! ** 

Bid wedare^ 

In our agony of prnyer, 
.Ask for more than He has done ? 

When was ever his right hand 

Oyer any time or land 
Stretched as now beneath the sun f 

How they pale, 
Aaoient Biyth and song and tak^ 
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In this wonder of our days, 
Wheu the cruel rod of war 
Bloesoms white with rigfateou Uw, 

And the wrath of man is praiae t . 

Blotted out 1 

All within and all ahont 
fiOiall a fresher life b«gin ; 

Freer breathe the universe 

As it rolls its heavy curse 
Ou the dead and buried sin I 

It is done ! 
In the circuit of the sun 

Shall the sound thereof go forth. 
It shall bid the sad rejoice, 
It shall give the dumb a voice, 

It shall belt with joy the earth 1 

Bin^ and swing, 
Bells of joy 1 On morning's wing 

Send the song of praise oad ! 
"With a sound of broken chains 
Tell the nations that He rei|;us, 

Who alone is Lord and God 1 



THE PEACE AUTUMN. 

WBTTTEN FOR THE B8BBZ COUNTY 
▲OaiOITLTUBAL FESTIVAL^ 1865. 

Thank Ood for rest, where none molest, 

And none can make afraid, — 
For Peace tliat sits as Plenty's guest 
Beneath the homestead shade t 

Bring pike and gun, the sword's red 

scourge, 
The negro's l)rokcn chains, 
And beat them at the blacksmith's 
foige 

To plonghsharea for oar plains. 

Alike henceforth our hills of snow, 
And vales where cotton flowers ; 
All streams that flow, all winds that 

blow. 

Are Freedom's motive-powers. 

Henceforth to Labor's chivalry 

Ik knightly hoiioi-s paid ; 
For nobler than the sword's shall be 
The sickle'ii accolade. 

Build up an altar to the Lord, 
0 grateful hearts of oujs 1 



And shajM! it of the greenest sward 
That ever drank the showers. 

Lay all the bloom of gardens there^ 
And there the orchard fruits ; 

Bring goldeu grain from buu and air, . 
From earth ner goodly roots. 

There let our banners droop and flow. 

The stars uprise and fall ; 
Our roll of martyrs, sad and slow. 

Let sighing hreeies calL 

Their names let hands of horn and tan 
And rough-shod feet aijplaud. 

Who died to make the slave a man, 
And link with toil reward. 

There let the common heart keep time 

To sueh an anthem snng 
As never swelled on poet's rhyme^ 

Or thrilliMi ou sLogBr's tongiie. 

Song of our burden and relief, 

Of peace and long annoy ; 
The passion of our mighty grief 
And our exceeding joy 1 

A song of praise to Him who filled 

The harvests sown in tears, 
And gave'each field a double yield 
To feed our battle-years ! 

A song of faith that tnists the end 

To match the good begun, 
Nor doubts the jmwcr of Love to blend 
The hearts of men as one I 



TO THE THIHTY-NINTH 
COKGliEisS. 

0 PEOPLE-CHOSEN ! are ye not 
Like\nse the chosen of the liOrd, 
To do his will aud speak his word ! 

From the loud thunder-storm of war 
Not man alone hath called ye forth. 
But he, the God of all the earth I 

The toreh of vengeance in your hands- 

He quenches ; unto Him belongs 
The solemn recompense of wrongs. 

Enough of blood the land has seen. 

And not by cell or gallows-stair 
Shall ye the way of God prepare^ 



Digitized by Google 



318 



OOGASIOVAL poms. 



Say to the panlon-scekere, — Keep 
Your manhood, bend no suppliant 
kneMb 

"Sot palter with nmroithy pkM, 

Above your voices sounds the wail 
Of starving men ; we shut in vain 
Our 9y%i to Pillow*! ^laskly stain. 

What words eaa diown that bittv 

cry ? 

Wbat tean wash out that ttain of 

death t 

What oaths confirm your broken faith ? 

From you alone the guaranty 
Of muon, fimdom, peaoe^ we claim ; 
Wa uige no eonqnenn^s temia of 



Alas ! no victor's pride is ours ; 
We bend above onr triunipha won 
like David o'er bis rebel 



Be men, not bopj^rs. Cancel all 
by one brave, generous action ; trust 
Your better xnatincts, and be just I 



Make all men peers before the law, 
Take hands from off the negro's throat. 
Give blaek and white an equal tote. 

Keep all your forfeit lives and lands, 
But give the couimuu law's redress 
To luor'a utter nakedness. 

Revive the old heroic will ; 

Be in the right as brave and strong 
As ye have proved yourselvas in WMbg. 

Defeat shall then be victory, 
Your loss the wealth of full amends, 
And hate be lore, and foes be fiiend& 

Then buried be the dreadful past, 

Its common slain be mourned, and let 
All memories soften to regret. 

Then shall the Union's mother-heart 
Her lost and wandering ones recall. 
Forgiving and restoring all, — 

And Freedom break her marble tnmOe 
Above the CapitoHan dome. 
Stretch hands, and bid ye welcome 
lioinet 



OCCASIONAL POEMS. 



THE ETERNAL GOODNESS. 

0 FRIENDS 1 with whom my feet have 

trod 

The guiet aisles of prayer, 
Glad witness to your zeal for God 
And love of man 1 bear. 

1 trace your lines of ar^mcnt ; 
Your lofjic linke<l and stronjr 

I weigh as OQe who dreads dissent, 
And fean a donbt as wrong. 

But still my hnman hands are weak 

To liold your iron creeds : 
Aninst the worda ye bid me apeak 

liy heart within me pteuto. 

Wlio fathoms the Eternal Thought t 
Who talks of sehMDO and plan f 



The Lord is God ! He needeth not 
The poor device of man. 

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground 

Ye tread with boldness shod ; 
I dare not fix with mete and bound 
The love and power of God. 

Ye praise His justice ; even sueh 

ills pitying love I deem : 
Ye seek a king i I fain would touch 

The robe that hath no seam. 

Ye see the curse which overbroods 

A world of pain and loss ; 
I bear onr Lord's beatitades 

And prayer npon the cross. 

More than your schoolmen teach, within 
Ifyself, alas 1 1 know ; 
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Too dttk ye cuuiot ^nt the sin. 
Too smiiill the ment show; 

I bow my forehead to the dust, 

I yeil mine eyes for shame, 
And vaegtt in trembling self-distnuiy 

A pmjer without a claim. 

I see the wrong that round me lies, 

1 feel the gnilt within ; 
I hear, with groan and travail-criei^ 

The world confess its sin. 

Ye^ in the maddening mazo of things, 

And tossi'd by storm and flood, 
To one rix;'<l stAke my spirit clin^ ; 
I know that God is good ! 

Kot mine to look where ehenibim 

And sfraphs may not see, 
But nothing can be good in Him 
Which evil is in me. 

Tlie wTonpj tbat pains my soul bdow 

I dan? not throne above : 
1 know not of His hate, — 1 know 

His goodness and His lote. 

I dimly guess from blessings known 

Of gi"eater out of sight. 
And, with the chastened Psafamsfe, own 

HU judgments toot nn ri^t 

I long for household voices gon^ 
For vanished smiles I long^ 

But Go<l hatli led my dear ones on. 
And He can do no wrong. 

I know not what the future hath 

Of marvel or surprise, 
AssiirtMl alone that life and death 

His uusrcy nndcrlies. . 

And if my heart and flesh are weak - 

To bear an untried pain. 
The lirniscd rood lie will not hres^ 
But strengthen and sustain. 

No offering of my own I hsve^ 

Nor worlcs my faith to prove ; 
I can but give the gifts He gave, 
And plead His love for love. 

And so beside the Silent Sea 

I wait the muffled oar ; 
No harm from 11 im can come to me 

On ooeaa or on ihoie* 



I know not where His idaada lift 

Their fronded palms in air ; 
I only know I cannot drift 
Beyond His love and care. 

O brothers ! if ray faith is Tiin, 

If hoj>es like thes(; l)etray, 
Piay for me that my feet may gain 

Tne sure and safer way. 

And Thou, O Lord ! by whom aieseea 

Thy creatim\s as they be, 
Forgive me if too clotic 1 U au 
My humaa hmxt on Thee I 



OUR MASTER. 

Immortal Love, forever fhlly 

Forever flowing free. 
Forever shared, forever whole, 
A ne?er<^bhig sea 1 

Our outwnnl lips confess the name . 

All other names above ; 
Love only knoweth whence it came. 

And compndieBdetitL love. 

Blow, winds of CJoil, awake and bkMr 

The niiiits of < -arth away ! 
Shine fmt^ O Light Divine, and aihow 

How wide and far we etrty 1 

Hush every lip, close every liook. 
The strife of tongues forbear ; 

Why forward reach, or backward lool^ 
For love thai claspa lUte air! 

We may not climb the heavenly steeps 
To hiring the Lord Christ down : 

In vain we search the lowest dceps^ 
For him no depths can drown. 

Nor holy bread, nor blood of grape, 

The lineaments reston^ 
Of him we know in outward shape 

And in the flesh no more. 

He cometb not a king to reign ; 

Tho world's long hofx' is dim ; 
The weary centuries watx-h in vain 

The clouds of heaven for him. 

Death comes, life goes ; the asklog ef9 

And ear are answerless ; 
The grave is dumb, the hollow sky 
Is sad witii silentness. 
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The lett«rbfl% and lyilens iSdl, 

And every 83nnbo1 wanes ; 
The Spirit o^er-brooding all 
Etenud Lore ranuiia. 

And not for signs in heaven alMUfia 

Or ^rth below they loctk, 
Who know with Juhu hi5 tuuile ot 
love. 

With P«ter hit nbnkt. 

In joy of inward pt^e, or sense 

Of aorrow oTer an. 
He is his own iMsk cridonoi^ 

Uis witoMs IS wiUun. 

Ko ftiUe old, nor mythic lore. 
Nor dn-am of banis and seers. 

No dead fact stranded on the ahoVi 
Of the obliviooa yean ; — 

But wumi, sweet, trader, Cf?CD jvl 

A present help is he ; 
And faith has still its OUyet^ 
And love its Galilee. 

The healincr of his seamlcw dnsi 

Is l»y our IkhIb of pain ; 
"We touch him in life's throng and 
press. 

And we are whole sgam. 

Through him the first fond prayers we 

said 

Our lips of childhood tnme. 

The last low whispers of our dead 
Are boidened with his Bame. 

O Lord and KMtar of ns all ! 

Whate'er oar name or sign. 
We own thy sway, we hear thy caD^ 
We test our lives by thine. 

Thou judgest ns ; thy pnrity 

Doth all our lusts condemn ; 
The love that draws ns nnirer thee 
Is hot with wrath to them. 

Onr thoughts lie open to thy sight; 

And, naked to thy glance. 
Our secret sins are in the light 

Of thy pure counteoanoe. 

Thy healing pains, a keen distresa 

Thy tender light shines in ; 
ThTaweetBessiathehitteniaM^ . 

Ihj giaoa the faqg of ain. 



Tet, weak and hHnded tfaomi^ m Im^ 

Thou dost our service own ; 
We bring our varying gifts to thec^ 

And thon njeetest none. 

To thee our full humanity, 

Its joys and i)ains, belong; 
The wrong of man to man on thee 

Inllieta a deeper wraqg. 

Who hates, hates thoe^ who loyea be- 
comes 

Tberda to thee allied ; 
All sweet accords of hearts and homea 

In thee are multiplied. 




Most human and yet most divine^ 
The flower of man and God I 

O lovel O Ufel Onr faltii and' 

sight 

Thy prcsfnoe maketh one ; 
As through ti*aniihgured cli>uds of 
white 

We trace the noon-day noL 

So, to our mortal eyes subdued, 
Flesh-Teiled, hot not eonceale^ 

We know in thee the fatherhood 
And heart of God reTealed. 

We faintly hear, we dimly see, 
In differing phrase we pray ; 

But, dim or clear, we own in thee 
The Ught, the Truth, the Way 1 

The homage that we render thee 

Is still our Father's own ; 
Nor jealous claim or rivalry 
Divideii the Cross and Throne. 

To do thy will is more than praise^ 
As words are less than deeds. 

And sin)j>le trust can iind thy ways 
We miss with chart of creeds. 

No pride of self thy service hath. 

No place for me and mine ; 
Our human strength is weakness, death 

Our life, apart fram fhine. 

Apart from thee all gain is hie% 

All labor vainly done ; 
The solemn shadow of thy Croaa 

Is better than the son. 
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Alone, 0 Love ineffable ! 

Thy saving name in given ; 
To tttm aside from thee is bell. 

To walk with thee is heaven t 

How vain, secure in all thou art. 
Our noisy championship ! — 

The sighing of the contrite heart 
la more than flattering lip. 

Kot thine the bigot's partial plea. 
Nor thine the xealot's ban ; 

Thou well canst snare a love of thee 
Which ends in hate of man, 

* 

0nr Friend, our Brother, and our Lord, 

^ What may thy service be ? — 
Nor namo, nor form, nor ritual WOld| 
But simply foiiowiug thee. 

We hrinff no ghastly holocaust, 

We pile no graven stone ; 
He serves thee best who loveth most 
His brothers and thy own. 

' Thy litanies, swoet offioes 
Of love and gratitiuie ; 
Thy sacramental liturgies. 
The joy of doing good. 

In vain shall waves of incense drift 

The vaulted nave around. 
In vain the minster turret lift 

Its hrasen weights of sound. 

The heart must ring thy Christmas 

bells, 

Thy inward altars raise ; 
Its faith and hope thy canticles, 
And its obedience pnise 1 

THE VANISHERS. 

SwRRTEST of all childlike dieams 

In the simple Indian lore 
Still to me the legend seems 

Of the shapes who flit before. 

Flitting, passing, seen and gon^, • 
Never reached nor found at rest, 

Bammg search, bnt beckottinir on 
To the Sunset of the Blest 

Fnmi the clefts of mountain rocks. 
Through the dark of lowland fire. 

Flash the eyes and flow the locks 
Of the mystic Vanisheis I 
91 



And the fisher in his skiff, 
And the hunter on the moss. 

Hear their call from cape and cliff, 
See their hands the birch-leaves toss. 

Wistful, lon^ng, through the green 
Twilight of the clustered pines. 

In their faces rarely seen 
Beauty more than mortal shines. 

Fringed with gold their mantles flow 

On the slopes of westering knoUs ; 
In the wind tlu-y whisper low 
Of the Sunset Lund of Souis. 

Doubt who may, O friend of mine I 
Thou and 1 have seen them too ; 
On before with beck and sign 
Still they glide, and we pursue. 

More than clouds of purple trail 

In the gold of settmg day ; 
More than gleams of wing or sail 
Beckon uom the sea^mist gray. 

Glimpses of immortal 3routh, 

Gleams and glories seen and flown, 
Far-heard voiees sweet with truth, 
Airs from viewless Eden blown, — 

Beauty that eludes our grasp. 

Sweetness that transeends our taste^ 
Loving hands we may not clasp, 
Shining feet that mock our haste, — 

Gentle eyes we closed below. 
Tender voices heard once mor^ 

Smile and call us, as they go 
On and onward, still lisfoie. 

Guided thus. 0 friend of mine I 

Let us walk our little way. 
Knowing by each beckoning sign 

That we are not quite aatray. 

Chase we still* with baffled feet, 

Smilin^r eye and waving hand, 

Son^^'lit and sieeker soon shall meet. 
Lost and found, in Sunset Land I 



BEVISITED. 

BKAD AT THB ** LATOBUI,** OV THB 
MBBEIHACK, 6TK MONTH, 1866. 

The Toll of drums and the bugle's wail- 

infj 

Yez the airof our vales no mora; 
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Th<» apenr if? beaten to hooks of pnining, 
Tile share is the fiwoni the soldier 
wore 1 

Sin<5 soft, sing low, our lowland river, 
rnder thy Imiiks of laurel Mooin ; 

Softly and sweet, as the liour beseemeth. 
Sing uB the lOQgi of peace and hone. 

Let all the tenderer Toiees of nature 
Temper the triumph and chasten 

Full of the infinite love and pity 
for fallen martyr andL darkened 
hearth. 

Bat to Him who glYta na* heaatj fur 

ashes, 

And the oil of joy f ir Tiioiiniin^ long, 
Let thy hills give thunics, and uU thy 
wmtera 

Bieak Into jobHant WATea of aimg t 

Brilig us the airs of hills and forests, 
The aweet aroma of larch and pine, 

Give us a waft ot the north-wind laden 
Witli sweetbrier odors and breath of 
kine 1 

Bring us the purple of mountain sunsets, 
Shadows of rlouds that rake the hills, 
The green repose of thy Plymouth 
meadows, 

The i^eam andripple of Campton liUa. 

Lead us away in shadow and sunshine, 
Slaves of fancy, through all thy miles. 

The winding ways of Femigewaflaet, 
And W innipeaaokee'a hundred Idea. 

Shatter in sunshine over thy ledges. 
Laugh in thy plunges from fall to 
fall ; 

Play wit h thy fringes of elms, and darken 
Under the shade of the mountain walL 

The eradle-song of thy hillside foontaina 
Here in thy glor>' and strength repeat; 

Give us a taste of thy upland music, 
Show us the dance of thy silver feet. 

Into thy dutiful life of uses 

Pour the music and weave the flowers ; 
With the song of birds and bloom of 
meadows 

lighten and gladden thy heart and 
oars. 



Sing on ! bring down, 0 lowland river. 
The joy of the hills to the waiting 
sea ; 

The wealth of the Tales, the pomp of 

mountains, 
The breath of the woodUndf^ bear 
with thee. 

Here, in the calm of thy seaward yal- 

If'y. 

Hirth and labor shall hold their truce ; 
Dance of water and mill of grinding, 
Both are heanty and hoth are nae. 

Type of the Northlknd's strength and 

Pride and hope of our home and 

race, — 

Freedom lending to nigged labor 
Tints of beauty and Imes of grace. 

Once again, O beautiful river, 
Hear our gieetiugB and take out 
thanks; 

Hither we come, aa Eastern pilgrima 
ThioQg to the Jordan's aacred bsEnht. 

For though by the Master's feet un- 
troadm. 

Though never hia wmd has atiUed 

thy waves, 
Well for us may thy shores be holy, 
With Christian altars and saintly 
grates. 

And well may We own thy hint and 
token 

Of fairer valleys and streams thaa 

these, 

Where the rivers of God are full of water, 
And full of sap are his healing trees i 

TH£ COMMON QUESTION. 

Behind us at our evening meal 

The gray bird ate his fill. 
Swung downward by a single claw^ 

And wiped hia hodL^ hilL 

He shook his wings and erimaoii tail. 

And set his head aslant. 
And, in his sharp, impatient way. 
Asked, What does Charlie want I " 

" Fie, silly bird ! " I answeied, <«tnck 
Your head beneath your wing; 
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And go to sleep " ; but o'er and o'er 
He aaked the self-same thiiig. 

Then, ainiUng^ to myself I said : — 
How like are men and birds I 

We all are saying what he say% 
In action or in words. 

The boy with whip and top and dnui^ 
The girl with hoop and doll. 

And mm lands and houses, ask 
The qnestion of Poor PoU. 

However full, with something more 
W« fain the bag would cram ; 

We sigh above our crowded nets 
For fish that never swim. 

2ffb honnty of indulgent Heaven 

The vague d(»,siro can stay; 
Self-love is still ,l T u tarraill 

For grinding prayers alwaj. 

The dear God hears and pHies all; 

lie knowcth all our wants ; 
And what wc blindly ask of him 
His love withholds or grants. 

And so I sometimes think ourpnqpen 

Might well be merged in one ; 
And nest and perch and hearth and 
dntrch 

fiepeat, ''Thy wiUbe dane." 



BRYANT ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

"We praise not now the poet's art. 
The rounded beauty of his song ; 

Who weighs him fnm his life apart 
Must <u> his nobler nature wroqg, 

Kot for the eye, familiar grown 
Wifli chsnns to common sight de- 
nied, — 

The marvellous gift ho. shares alono 
With hiin who walked on Kydal-side ; 

Kot for rapt hymn nor woodland lay. 
Too grave for smiles, too sweet for 
tears ; 

Ve speak his jpraLse who wears to-day 
The gloiy ot his seventy years. 

When Peace brings Freedom in her 
train. 

Let happy lips his aaagi refaeaxae ; 



HLs life is now his noblest strain. 
His manhood better than his vem i 

Thank God! his hand on Nature's 
keys 

cunning keeps «t life's full 

span ; 

But, dimmed and dwarfed, in times like 
these, 

The poet seems beside the man I 



So be it 1 let the garlands die, 
The singer's wreath, the painter's 
meed, 

Let our names perish, if thereby 
Our country may be saved and freed ( 



HYMN 

VOE TBB OrSNIKO OF THOltA0 ffTABB 
KIKO*8 HOUSB OF WOBSHIP,' 1864. 

Amidst these glorious works of thine. 
The solemn minarets of the pine, 
And awful Shasta's icy ^hrine^ — 

Where swell thy hymns from wave and 

And orgao-tkmiden never foil. 
Behind the catarsct's sQver vdl* 

Our puny walls to Thee we raise, 

Our poor reed-music sounds thy praise-: 

Foigive^ O Lord, our childish ways 1 

For, kneeling on these altar-stairs. 
We urge Thee not with stilish prayen^ 
Nor murmur at our daily cures. 

Before Thee, in an evil day. 

Our country's bleeding lu'iirt we lay. 

And dare not ask thy hand to stay ; 

But, through the war-cloud, pray to 

thee 

For union, but, a union free, 
With peace that conies of purity I 

That Thou wilt bare thy arm to 

save 

And, smiting throng^ this Red Sea 

■wave, 

Hake broad a pathway for the slave I 
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For us, confessing all our need. 

We trust nor rite nor word nor deed, 

Nor yet the broken staff of creed. 

Assnred alontf that Thou art good 

To each, as to the multitude. 
Eternal Love and i* atherhood^ — 

Weak, sinful, blind, to Thee we kneel. 
Stretch dunblT forth our hands^ and fed 
Our weakneea la our straqg iq^poiL 

So, by these Western giites of Even 
We wait to see with thy fonpven 
The opedng Ooldfin €me ofHeftVOi I 

SuflRee it now. In time to be 
Sluill liolier altars rise to thee, — 
Thy Church our broad humanity 1 

White floTOi of lofe ito wiUi diall 

climh^ 

Soft bells of peace shall rin^ its ehime^ 
Its days shall all be holy time. 

A sweeter Mmff ahaD tiien he h«aid, — 

The music of tne world's accord 
Confflssiqg Chiist^ the InwanL Word 1 

That song shall swell from shore to 
shore, 

One hope, one faith, one lofe^ leetme 
The sesmless rohe that Jesui wctt. 



THOMAS STABB JUNO. 

The great work kid upon his t w o seow 

years 

la done, and well dome. If we drop our 

tears. 

Who loved him as few men were ever 
hnred. 

We mourn no blighted hope 

ken plan 

With him whose life stands rounded 

and approved 
In the full growth and stature of a man. 
Mingle, O beUs» aloQg the Western 

slope, 

With your deep toll a sound ef ftifh and 

liojX' ! 

Wave cheerily still, 0 haoner, half-waj 

down, 

Frc«n thonnnd-Biasted hay and stee- 

pled town 1 
Let the strong atgui with its loftiest 

swell 

Lift the proud sorrow of the land, and 
tell 

That the brave sower saw his ripened 

grain. 

0 East and West ! O mom and sunset 
twain 

Ko more forsverl — has he liTsd In 

vain 

Wlio, piiest of Freedom, made ye one^ 
and told 

Tour bridal serfiee from his Ims <if 
t 
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. AMONG THE HILLS, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 
1868. 



TO ANNIS FIELDS 

THIS LITTLE VOLUME, 

M Kaumvji or eosns with whuh bbb n yiwiJAii, 

18 OEATEFULLT OFFEKED. 



PRELUDE. 

Alono the roadnde, like the flowen of 

gold 

That tawny Incas for their gardens 

wrought, 

Heavy with flanahine droope the golden- 
rod, 

And the red pennons of the cardinal- 

llowera 

Hang motionlen npon their upright 

staves. 

The sky is hot and hazy, and the wind. 
Wing-weary with its long flight from 

fheaontht 
Unfelt ; yet» doeelyacanncd, yon maple 

leaf 

With faintest motion, as one stirs in 
dreams, 

Confesses it. The locust by the wall 
Stabs the noon-ailnice with hia sharp 
alarm. 

A single hay-cart down the dusty road 
Creaks slowly, with its driver fast asleep 
On the load's top. AgBinat the nei^- 

boring liilf. 
Huddled along the stone wall s shady 
side. 

The sheep show white^ as if n snowdrift 

still 

Defied the dog-star. Through the open 
door 

A drowsy smell of flowers — gray helio- 
trope, 

And white sweet clover, and shy migno- 
nette- 



Comes faintly in, and silent chorus lends 
To the pervading s3rmphony of peace. 

No time is this lor hands long ovtr> 

worn 

To task their strength : and (unto Him 
be praise 

Who giveth quietness 1) the stress and 

strain 

Of years that did the work of centuries 
Have ceased, and we can draw our 

breath once more 
Freely and full. So, as yon harvesters 
Make glad their nooning underneath the 

elms 

With tale and riddle and old snatoih of 

song, 

1 lay aside grave themes, and idlv turn 
The leavea of memory's sketch-book, 
dreaming o'er 

Old summer ]»ietiires of the quiet hills, 
And human Ufe, as quiet, at their feet. 

And yet not idly all. A farmer's son, 
Proud of field-lore and harvest craft, and 

feeling 

All their fine possibilities, how rich 
And restful even poverty and toil 

Become when l)oauty, hannony, and love 
Sit at iheir humble hearth as angels sat 
At evening in the patriarch's tent, when 
man 

Mskes labor noUe^ and his Cumer^a 

frock 

The symbol of a Christian chivalry 
Tender and jnst and generous to her 
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Who clothes with grace all duty ; still, 
I know 

Too wdl the picture ha.s another aide^ — 

How wearily the grind of toil go«*K on 
Where love is wautiug, how the eye and 
ear 

And heart are starred amidat the plen- 

itufle 

Of nature, and how hani and colorless 
Is life without au atmosphere. 1 look 
Across the lajise of half a CMltury, 
And call to mind old homeateadi^ wheie 

no flower 

Told that the spiing had come, but evil 
weeds. 

Nightshade and rough-kanred burdock 

in the place 
Of the sweet doorway gruetiBg of the 
rose 

And honeysacUe, where the houae 

walls s«M>med 
Blistering in sua, without a tree or vine 
To cast the tremulous shadow of its 

lesTes 

Across the curtainlesB windows from 

wlios** panes 

Fluttered the signal ra^ of shiftlessness ; 

Within, the cluttered Kitchen-floor, un- 
washed 

(Broom -clean I think they called it) ; 

the best room 
Stifling with cellar damp, shut from the 

air 

In hot midsummer, hoolcless, pictureless 
Save the inevitable sampler hung 
Over the iireplace, or a mourning piece, 
A green-haiNd woman, peony-caedted, 
beneath 

Impossible willows ; the wide-throated 

hearth 

Bristling with faded pine-bou|^ half 

concealing 
The piled-up rubbiBh at the chimney's 

hack ; 

And, in sad keeping witll all things 

about them. 
Shrill, querulous women, sour and sullen 

men, 

Untidy, loveless, old before their time, 
With suaroe a human interest save their 

o\vn 

Monotonous round of small economies, 
Or the poor stmndal of the neighborhood ; 
Blind to the beauty everywhere re- 
vealed. 

Treading the May.flowers with regard- 
less feet ; 



For them the song-snarrow and the 
bobolink 

Sang not, nor winds made music in the 

leaves ; 

For them in vain October s holocaust 
Burned, gold and eiinison, over all the 
hills. 

The sacramental mystery of the woods. 
Church-goers, fearful of the unseen 
Powers, 

Bnt grumbling over pulpit-taz and pew- 
rent. 

Saving, as shrewd economists, their souls 
And winter pork with the least posbiblts 
outlay 

Of salt and sanctity ; in di^y life 
Showing as little actual comprehension 
Of Christian chaiity and love and duty. 
As if the Sermon on the Mount had .been 
Outdated like a last year's almanac : 
liich in bioad woodlands and in half- 
tilled fields, 
And yet so pinched and bare and com- 
fortless. 

The veriest straggler limping on his 

rounds, 

The sun and air his sole inheritance. 
Laughed at a T)oyerty that paid its tmSf 
And hugged nis rags in self-eomplft* 
cency I 

Not such should be the homesteads of 

a land 

Where whoso wisely wills and sets nuty 

dwell 

As king and lawgiver, in broad-acred 

state, 

With Ix^auty, art, taste^ culture^ books^ 

to make 

His hour of leisure richer than a life 
Of fouraeore to the barons of old time, 

Our j'eoman should he equal to his home 
Set in the fair, green valleys, pur^de 
walled, 

A man to match his monntsins, not to 

creep 

Dwarfed and abased below them. I 

wonld fain 
In this light way (of wMch I needs must 

own 

With the knife-grinder of whom Csa- 

ning sings, 
" Story, God bless you ! I hare none to 

tell you ! ") 
Invite the eye to see and heart to feel 
The bi'auty and the joy within their 

reach, — 
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Home, and home loves, and the beati- 
tudes 

Of nature free to alL Haply in yean 
Thai wait to take the plaoea of our 

own, 

Heard where some breezy balcony looks 
down 

On happy homes, or where the lake in 

tne moon 

Sleeps dreaming of the mountainay fair 
as Rath, 

In the old Hebrew jrastoral, at the feet 
Of Boaz, even this simple lay of mine 
May seem the burden of a prophecy. 
Finding its late fuitilment in a change 
8bw as the oak's growth, lifting man- 
hood up 

Through broader caltare» finer manners, 

love, 

And reverence, to the level of the hills. 

O Golden Age, whose is of the 

dawn, 

And not of sunset, forward, not behind. 
Flood the new heavens and earth, and 

with thee bring 
All the old virtues, whatsoever tliitifijs 
Are pure and honest and of good repute, 
Bnt add thowto whatever bud has sung 
Or seer has told of when in trance and 

dream 

They saw the Happy Isles of prophecy I 
Let Justice hold ner scale, ana Truth 

divide 

Between the right and wrong; but give 

the heart 
The freedom of its finr inheiitaiioe ; 
liet the poor prisoner, crsmped and 

starved so long, 
At Nature's table feast his ear and eye 
With joy and wonder ; let all harmonies 
Of sonnd, fimn, oolor, motkm, wait 

upon 

The priucely guest, whether in soft attire 
Of leisure clad, or the coarse frock of 
toil. 

And, lending life to the dead form of 

fiiith, 

Give human nature reverence for the 
sake 

Of One who bore it, making It divine 

"With the ineffable tenderness of God ; 
Let common need, the brotherhood of 
prayer. 

The heirship of an unknown destiny. 
The unsolved mjrteiy Knind about i]% 
make 



A man more precions than the gold of 

Ophir. 

Sacred, invlohte, nntowhom all things 
Should minister, as outward types and 

sicms 

Of the eternal beauty which fulfils 
The one great purpose of creation. Love, 
The sole necessity of Earth and Heaven ! 

• AMONG THE HILLS. 

For weeks the clouds had raked the 

hills 

And vexed the vales with raining. 
And fill the woods were sad with mtsl^ 
And all the brooks complaining. 

At last, a sudden night-stoim tore 
Tlie mountain vein asunder. 

And swept the valleys clean before 
The bttom of the thunder. 

Through Sandwich notch the west-wind 
sang 

Good morrow to the cotter; 
And nnce ap^ain Chocorua's horn 
Of sliadow pierced the water. 

Above his broad lake Ossipee, 

Once more the sunsliinc wearin^^. 
Stooped, tracing on that silver shield 
His glim aimdrial bearing. 

Clear drawn against the hard blue sky 
The peaks had winter's keenness ; 

And, dose on antumn's frost, the vales 
Had more than June's fresh green- 
ness. 

AmxD. the sodden forest floors 

With golden lights were checkered. 

Once more rfjoicin^^ leaves in wind 
And sunshine danced and flickered. 

It was as if the summer*s late 

Atoning for its sadness 

Had borrowed every st^ason's charm 
To end its days in gladness. 

I call to mind those banded vales 

Of shadow and of shinin;^, 
Through which, my hostess at my side^ 

I drove in day's declining. 

"Wc held our sidplin<:j wa\' above 
The river's whitening shaUowia^ 
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By homesteads old, with wide-fluog 
barns 

Swept through and tfaiough by swal- 
UKwa, — 

By maple orchards, belts of pine 
And larches climhing darkly 

The motmtain slopes, and, over all. 
The great peaks nsing starkly. 

Yon should haTe seen that long hill- 

rangti 

"NV^itli gaps of brightness riven, — 
liow through each pass and hollow 
streamed 
The purpling li^ta of heaven, — 

Kivcrs of gold-mi.st llowing down 
' From fur celestial fountains, — 
The great son flaming through the 

rifts 

Beyond the wall of mountains 1 

We pansed st last where home-hoond 

cows 

Brought down the ])asture's treasure, 
Aiid in the Imrut the rhythmic Hails 
Beat ont a hanrest measure. 

We heard the ni^t*hawk's sullen 

plunge. 

The crow nis tree'roates calling : 
The ahadows lengtheaing down the 

slopes 

About our feet were falling. 

And through thera smote tlielevel sun 

111 1>rok( n lines of splendor, 
Touched the gray roocs and made the 
green 

Of the shorn grass more tender. 

The maples bending o'er the gate, 
Their arch of leaves just tinted 

With yellow warmth, the golden glow 
Of coming autumn hinted. 

Keen white between the fiarm-house 
showed. 

And smiled on porch and tieUiSi 
The fair democracy of llowers 
That ei^uals cot aud palace. 

And weaving gailands for her do^ 

'Twixt rhidings and earosses, 
A human tiower of cliildhood shook 
The sunshine frmn her tnases. 



The sun-brown fanner in his frock 
Shook hands, and called to Mary : 

Rare-armed, as J uno might, she cama^ 
White-aproned from her dairy. 

Her air, hat smile, her nMitifflii% told 
Of womanly oomplcteneas ; 

A music as of houstdiold songs 
Was in her voice of sweetness. 

Not beautiful in curve and line. 

But something more and bettw. 
The secret charm eluding art. 
Its spirit, not its letter; — 

An inhnm gi-ace that nothing lacked 

( )f culture or ajtjtliance, — 
The warmth of genial courtesy. 

The calm of self-relianoe. 

Before her queenly womanhood 
How dared our hostess utter 

The paltry errand of her need 
To hay. her firesh-chnmed butter? 

She led the way with housewife prid^ 

Her goodly store discloedne-. 
Full tenderly the golden balls 

With practised hands disposing. 

Then, while along the western hills 
We watched the changeful gloiy 

Of sunset, on our homeward way, 
1 heard her simple story. 

The early crickets sang ; the stream 
Flashed tIirou|^ my iriend'a nana* 

tion : 

Her rustic patois of the hills 
Lost in my free translation. 

"More wise," she said, *'than those 
who swarm 

Our hills in middle summer, 
She came, when June's first roses Uow, 

To greet the esrly oomer. 

" From school and haU and voot she 

came, 

The city's fair, pale daughter, 
To drink the wine of mountain air 
Bedds the Beazcamp Water. 
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*'Her step grew tnner on tlie liilk 

That watch our homesteads over ; 
On cheek and lip, from summer fields, 
She caught the bloom ot° clover. 

' *'For health comes sparkling In tiie 

streams 

From cool Chocorua stealing : 
There 's iron in our Northern winds ; 
Oar pines are trees of healing. 

"She sat beneath the broad -armed 
elms 

That skirt the mowing-meadow. 
And watched the gentle west-wind 

weave 

The grass with shine and shadow. 

** Rr'sifle her, from the summer heat 
To sliare lier grateful screeninf*, 

'With lorehead bared, the farmer stood, 
0pon his pitchfoik leaning. 

Framed in its damp^ daik looks, his 

face 

Had nothing mean or common, — 
Strong, manly, true, the tendwneas 
And pride beloved of woman. 

"She looked up, glowing with the 
health 

The country air had brou|;ht her, 
And, laughing said : * You lack a 
wife, 

Yoar mother lacks a danghter. 

" ' To mend you^ frock and bake your 
bread 

Yon do not need a lady : 

Be sure among these brown old homea 
Is some one waiting leady, — 

** ' Some fair, sweet girl with skilfiil 

hand 

And cheerful heart for treasure, 
Who never played with ivory keys, 
Or danced the polka's measore.' 

** He bent his black brows to a frown, 

He set his white teeth tightly^. 
' *T is well,' he said, ' for one like you 
. To choose for me so lightly. 

'* * You think, because my life is rude 
I take no note of sweetness : 

I tell yon love has naught to do 
Witii meetness or nnmeetnesa. 



" 'Itself its best exense^ it asks 
Ko leaYO of pride or fashion 

When silken zone or homespun frock 
It stirs with throbs of passion. 

'"Yon think me deaf and Uind : jua 

bring 

Your winning graces hither 
As free as if from cradle-time 
We two had played together. 

" * You tempt me with your laughing 

eyes. 

Your cheek of sundown's hlnshes, 

A motion as of waving,' grain, 
A music as of thrushes. 

" ' The plaything of yonr summer sport, 

The sj>ells you weave around me 

You cannot at your will undo, 
Nor leave me as you found me. 

" ' You go as lightly as you came^ 

Your life is well without me ; 
Wliat care you that these hills will close 
Like prison-walls about me ? 

" * No moml is mine to seek a wife^ 
Or daughter for my mother : 

Who loves you loses in that love 
All power to lore another 1 

'* *T dare your pity or your scorn, 
With i)ride your own excecdiug ; 

I fling my heart into your lap 
Without a word of pleading/ 

** She looked up in his face of pain 

So archly, yet so tender : 
* And if I lend you mine,* she said, 

* Will you forgiTc the lender I 

"'Kor ikodc nor tan ean hide flie 
man ; 

And see you not, my farmer, 
How weak and fond a woman waits 
Behind this silken armor ? 

*' ' I love you : on that love alone. 
And not my worth, presuming, 

Will you not trust for summer fruit 
The tree in Hay-day blooming f ' 

** Alone the hangbird overhead, 
His hair-swung cradle straining. 

Looked down to see lore's miracle " 
The giving that Is gaining; 
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And M Hm ftmer fonnA a wife» 

His mother found a daughter : 
There looks no happier home than hen 
On pleasant B«arcamp Water. 

Flowem ipriiig to UoMom when ahe 

walks 

The careful ways of duty ; 
Our hard, stiff lines of life with her 
Are flowing eorvM of beanty. 

**Our homes are cliooritT for lier sjike, 
Our door-yurds brighter bluomiug, 

And all abont the aodal air 
la sweeter for her coming: 

** Unspoken homilies of peace 

Her dailv life is preachhig ; 
The still ratndiniant of the dew 

Is her nnoonaciona teachingi 

*' And never tenderer hand than hers 
Unknita the brow of ailing ; 

HtT piniients to the sick man's eST 
Have music in their trailing. 

And when, in pleasant harvest moons, 

The yonthfnl huskers gather. 
Or sleigh-drives on the mountain ways 
Defy the winter weather, — 

*'In sngar-esmps, when aonth and 

warm 

The winds of Marcli are blowing. 
And sweetly from its thawing veins 
The maple's blood is flowing^ — 

*' In summer, where some lilied pond 

Its virgin zone is bearing, 
Or where the mddy autumn fin 

lA^ts np the applo^paring^ — 

** The coarseness of a ruder time 

Her finer mirth displaces, 
A subtler sense of pleasure fills 

£ach rustio ^rt she graces. 

''Her presence lends its wsimth and 

health 

To all who como ■bofnn' it. 
If woman l^st us Eden, such 
As she alone restore it. 

*• For larger life and wiser aims 

Tho fanner is Iht debtor ; 
Who holds to his another's heart 

Must needs be worae or better. 



Through her his dvle service aSmm 
^ A purer- tonad ambition ; ' 

No double consciousness divides 
The man and politician. 

•* In party's doubtful ways he tmsfa 

Her instincts to determine ; 
At the loud polls^ the thought of 
her 

BecaUa Christ* s Mountain SennoiL 

*' He owns her lop^ic of the hearty 

And wLsdora of unreason, 
Sumdying, while be donbts and weighs, 

Tne needed word in aeaaon. 

" He sees with pride her richer thon^^^ 

Her fimcy's freer ranges ; 
And love thOB deepened to respeot 

Is proof against all changes. 

" And if she walks at ease in ways 

His r»'et are slow to travel. 
And if she reads with cultured eyei 

What ius may scarce unravel. 

Still elearer, for her keener sight 

Of Ix'auty and of wonder. 
He learns the meaning of the hills 
He dwelt from childhood under. 

'*And hi^'her, warmed with sommer 

li^'hts, 

Or winter-crowned and hoarj', 
The ridged horison lifts for him 
Its inner veOs of ^oiy. 

** He has his own free, lx>okle8s lore. 

The lessons nature taught him, 
.The wisdom which tmi woods and 

hills 

. And toiling men have brought him : 

" The steady foioe of will whereby 

Her flexile grace seems sweeter ; 
The sturdy counterpoise which makes 
Her woman's lil'e completer : 

V 

*' A latent fire of soul which ladca 

No breath of love to fan it ; 
And wit, that, like his native brook% 

Plays over solid granite. 

" How dwarfed against his manlinesa 
She sees the poor pretension, 

The wants, the aims, the follies, bom 
Of Cushion and convention I 
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** How life behind its accidents 
Stands strong and self-sustaining^ 

The human fact transcending all 
The loang and the gaining. 

•'And go, in grateful interchange 

or teacher and of hearer. 
Their lives their true distinctnen keep 

While daily drawing nearer. 

** And if the hnshand or the wife 

In home's strong light discovers 
Such sliglit defaults as failed to meet 
The blinded eyes of lovers, 

"Why need we oare to aakl^who 

dreams 

"Witliout their thorns of roses, 
Or wonders that the truest steel 
The readiest spark disdosesf 

"For stQl in mutual sufferance lies 

The secret of true living : 
Love scarce is love that never knows 
The sweetness of foigiving. 

** "We send the Squire to General Oonr^ 
He takes his yonncf wife thither ; 

!No prouder man election day 
Kdes through the sweet June weather. 

** He sees with eyes of manly tmst 

All hearts to her inclining ; 
Kot less for him his household light 

That others share its shining." 



Thus, while my hostess spake, there 
grew 

Before me, warmer tinted 
And outlined with a tenderer gracs^ 
The picture that she hinted. 

The sunset smouldered as we drm 

Beneath the deep hill-shadows. 
Below us wreaths of white fog walked 
Like ghosts the haunted meadows. 

Sounding the summer night, the stars 
Dro})ped down their golden plum- 
mets ; 

The pale arc of the Korthem lights 
Bose o'er the mountain ffiwi'niil rT, — 

Until, at last, beneath its bridge, 
We heard the Besrcamp flowing; 

And saw across the mapled lawn 
The welcome home-lights glowing 

And, musing on the tale I heard, 
*T were well, thought I, if often 

To rugged farm-life came the gift 
To luiimouize and soften ; — 

If more and more we found the troth 

Of fact and fancy plighted, 
And culture's chami ami labor's strength 
In rural homes united, — 

The simDle life, the homely hearth. 

With beauty's sphere surrounding. 
And blessing toil where toil abounds 
With graces more abounding. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE CLEAR VISIOJT. 

I DID but dream. I ne?er knew 
What charms our sternest 

wore. 

Was never yet the sky so blue^ 
Was never earth so white before* 

Till now I never snw the glow 
Of sunset on you hills of snow. 
And never learned the bough's designs 
Of beauty in its leafless lines. 

Did ever such a morning break 
As that my eastern windows see I 



Did ever such a moonlight take 
Weird photographs of shrub and 

tree? 

Rang ever bells so wild and fleet 
The music of the winter street ? 
Was ever yet a sound by half 
So merry as yon school-ooy's hmgh f 

0 Earth ! with gladness overfraught. 

No added charm thy face hath found ; 
Within ray heart the change is wrought. 

My footsteps make enchanted ground. 
From couch of pain and curtained room 
Forth to thy light and air 1 come. 
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To find in all that meets my eym 
The freaimew of » gjtad nupriae. 

IWr Beem these winter days, and soon 
ShtXL blow the warm i^eet-winds of 

s])ring 

To set the unbound rills in tune, 

And hither urge the bluebird's wing. 
The Tales shall kugh in flowers, vie 

woods 

Grow misty rrrvcn with leafing huds, 
And violets and wind-llowers sway 
Against the throbbing heart of May, 

Break forth, my Upe^ in pniie, and 

own 

The wiser love eeverely kind ; 
Since, richer for its ehasteninff grown, 

I see, whereas 1 once was blind. 
The world, O Father ! hath not wronged 
.With loss the life by thee prolonged ; 
But still, with every added year, 
More beautiful thy works appear 1 

As thou hast uiade thy world without, 
Make thou more fair my world with- 
in ; 

Shine through its lipgering clouds of 

doubt ; 

Rebuke its haunting shapes of sin ; 
Fill, brief or long, my granted span 
Of life with love to thee and man ; 
Strike when thou wilt the hour of rest. 
But let my lost days be my best ! 

8d me, 1808. 



THE DOLE OF JARL THORKELL. 

The land was pale with famine 
An<i racked with fever-pain ; 

The frozen fiords were Ashless, 
The earth withheld her grain. 

Men saw the boding Fylgja 
Before them come and ^^o, 
And, through their di-eams, the Urdar- 
moon 

From west to east sailed alow t 

■ • 

Jarl Thorkell of Thevera 
At Yule-time made hia row ; 

On Rykdal's holy Doom-stone 
He slew to Frey hia cow. 

ToboanteouaFrByhealewher; i 
To SkuU, the younger Noni, | 



Who watchea om Urth and death. 
He gave her calf unborn. 

And his little gold-haired daughter 

Took up the sprinkUng-rod, 
And smeared with blood the temple 
And the wide lipa of the god. 

Hoarse below, tlie winter water 

Ground its ice-bloeks o*er and o*er % 
Jets of foam, like ghosts of dead waveiL 
iCose and iell along the shore. 

The red toreh of the Jokul, 

Aloft in icy space, 
Shone down on the bloody Hoig-atoilie* 
And the statue's canreii face. 

And closer round and grimmer 

Beneath its baleful light 
The Jotun shnjics of mountains 
Came crowding through the night. 

The gray-haired Hersir trembled 
As a flame by wind is })Iown ; 
A weird power moved his w}iit(! lips. 
And their voice was not his own I 

"The iEsir thirst ! " he muttered ; 

' ' The gods must have more blood 
Before the tun shall blossom 
Or fish ahall fill the flood. 

** The ^r thirst and hunger, 

And hence our blight and ban ; 
The mouths of the strong gods water 
For the flesh and blood of man I 

" Wliom shall we give the strong oneal 

Kot warriora, sword on thigh j 
But let the nui'slinf^ infant 
And bedrid old man die." 

"So be it ! " cried the young mm, 
" Tliere neetls nor doubt nor pade ** } 

But, knitting hard his red browa^ 
In ailenoe stood the Jarl. 

A sound of woman's weeping 

At the temple door was heard, 
But the old men bowed their whha 

heads. 

And answered not a word. 

Then the Dream-wife of Thingvalla, 

A Vala young and fair, 
Sang softly, stirring with her breath 
The veil of her loose hair. 
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She sang: "The winds from Alflieim 

Bring never sound of stiite ; 
The gifts for Frey the meetest 
Are not of death, but life. 

" He loves the grass-green meadows, 

The grazing kiiie's sweet breath ; 
He loathes your bloody Uoi^g-stones, 
Your gifts that smell of death. 

Ko wrong by wronf^ is righted. 
No pain is cured l)y ])ain ; 
The blood that smokes from Doom-rings 
Falls htxk in redder rain. 

" The go<ls are what you make them. 
As earth shall Asgard prove ; 

And hate will come of hating^ 
And love will come of love. 

** Make dole of skyr and black bread 
That old and young may live ; 

And look to Frey for fkvor 
When first Uke Frey you give. 

" Even now o'er Njord's sea-meadows 

The summer dawn begins : 
The tun shall have its harvest. 
The fiord its glancing fins." 

Then up and swore Jarl Thorkell : 

'*ByGimH and by Hel. 

O Vala of Thingvalla, 

Thou singest wise and well I 

** Too dear the ^Esir's favors 
Bought with our chiltlren's lives; 

Better die than shame in living 
Our mothers and oar wives. 

** The full shall give his portion 
To him who hath most need ; 

Of curdled skyr and black bread, 
Be daily dole decreed.*' 

He broke from off his neck-chain 

Three links of beaten gold ; 
And each man, at his blading, 

Brought gifts fc^ yonng and old. 

Then mothers nursed their children. 
And daughters fed their sires. 

And Health sat down with Plenty 
Before the next Yule fires. 

The Hoig-stones stand in Rvkdal ; 
The Doom-ring still remains ; 



But the snows of a thousand winters 
Have washed away the stains. 

Christ ruleth now ; the ^sir 
Have found their twilight dim ; 

And, wiser than she ditiamed, of old 
The Yak sang of Him t 



THE TWO BABBIS. 

The Rabbi Nathan, twoscore years and 
ten, 

Walked blameless through the evil 

world, and then, 
Just as the almond blossomed in his 
hair, 

Met a temptation all too strong to bear, 

And miserably sinned. So, adding not 
Falsehood to gi^lt, he left his sea^ and 
taught 

Ko more among the elders, but went out 

From the great congregation girt about 
With sackcloth, and with ashes on his 

head, 

Making his gray locks grayer. Long he 

prayed, 

Smiting his breast; then, as the Book 

he laid 

Open befoi-e him for the Bath -Col's 
choice, 

Pansing to hear that Dai^ter of a 

voice, 

Behold the royal preacher's words : "A 
fUend 

Ijoveth at all times, yea, unto the end ; 
And for the evil day thy brother lives." 
Marvelling, he said: "It is the Lord 

who gives 
Counsel in need. At Ecbatana dveUs 
Rabbi Be u Isaac, who all men excels 
In righteousness and wisdom, as the 

trees 

Of Lebanon the small weeds that the 

bees 

Bow with their weight. I will arise, 

and lay 
My sins before him." 

And he went his way 
Barefooted, fasting long, with many 
prayers ; 

Bat even as one who^ followed una- 
wares, 

Suddenly in the darkness feels a hand 
Thrill with its touch his own, and his 
cheek ftoned 
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By odors subtly sweet, and whispers near 
Of words he loathes, yet cannot choose 
but hear, 

So^ while tlM BaVbi jomneyed, chintiitg 

low 

The wail of David's penitential woe. 
Before hiiu still the old it^m^itation came. 
And mocked him with the motion and 

the sliame 
Of such desii-es that» ahnddering^ he ab- 
horred 

Himself ; and, crying mightily to the 
Lord 

T » frtc his soul and cast tlie demon ont, 
£>mot<2 with his statf the biaukness round 
about. 

At length, in the low Ught of a spent 

day, 

The tuvverii uf Ecbatana far away 
Boee on the desert's rim ; and Nathan, 
faint 

And footsore, pausing where for aome 

dead saiut 
The faith of Islam reared a domdd tomb, 
Saw aome one kneeling in the shadow, 

whom 

He greeted kindly: "May the Holy 
One 

Answer thy inajen^ 0 stranger I" 

AVlu'reii]K)n 
The shaite stood up with a loud cry, and 
then, 

Clasped in each other's anns, the two 

gray men 

Wept, |>raising Him whosegradoos prov- 
idence 

Made their paths one* Bnt straightway, 

as the sense 
Of his transgraesion smote him, Nathan 

tore 

Himself away : "0 friend beloved, no 
more 

Worthy am I to touch thee, for T came. 
Foul from my sins, to tell thee all my 

shame. ' 
Haply thy prayers, since naught availeth 

mine. 

May pura^e my soul, and make it white 

like thine. 
Pity me, 0 Ben Isaac, I have sinned 1 " 

Awestnick Ben Isaac stood. The des- 
ert wind 

Hew his long mantle backward, laying 
bare 

The mournful secret of his shirt of hair. 



" I too, 0 friend, if not in act," he said, 
*' In thought have verily sinned. Hast 

thou not i-ead, 
' Better the eye shoidd see llian that de- 

sire 

Should wander ' I Bumiiig with a hid^ 

den hre 

That tears and prayers quench no^ I 

come to thee 
For pity and for help, as thou to me. 
Pray for me, O my liiend I *' But Na^ 

than cried, 
" Ptey thoQ for me^ Ben Isaac I " 

Side "by side 

In the low sunshine by the turban stone 
They knelt ; each made his brother^s woe 
his own. 

Forgetting, in the agony and stress 
Of pitying love, his claim of selfishness ; 
Peace, for his fHend besought, his own 
became; 

His prayers were snswoed in snotiier^s 

name ; 

And, when at last they r(»e up to em- 
brace. 

Each s^iw God's pardon in his brothel's 

face 1 

Long after, when his headstone gathered 

moss, 

Traced on the targum-marge of Onkeloa 
In Kabbi Nathan's hand these words 

were read : • 
"Hope not the am of tii^ Hll 8t^ i» 

dead; 

Forget U in loves servicCf and the debt 
Thou canst not pay the angels shall for* 

mi : 

Eeonens gate is shut to km toho comet 

aUme; 

Saw thou a soul, and it shall save thai 



THE MEETING. 

The elder folks shook hands at last, 
Down seat by seat the signal passed. 
To simple ways like ours unused. 
Half solemnized end half amused. 
With long-drawn breath and shrog^ 
guest 

His sense of clad relief expressed. 
Outside the hills lay warm in sun : 
The cattle in the meadow-run 
Stood half -li^ deep } a single bird 
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The green repoee aboTe us stirred. l 

What part or lot have you," he said, 
"In these dull rites of drowsy-head? 
Is silence worship ? Seek it where 
It soothes with, dreams the summer 
air, 

Not in this dose and rude-benched hall, 
But where aoft lights and shadows 
fall, 

And all the slow, sleep-walking hours 
Glide soundless over grass and flowers ! 
From time and place ami form apart, 
Its holy gi-ound the human heart, 
Kor rltual-boQud nor templewaid 
Walks the free spirit of the Lord I 
Our common Muster did not pen 
His followera up from other men ; 
His service liberty indeed, 
He built no church, he framed no deed ; 
But while the saintly Pharisee 
Made broader his phylactery. 
As from the synagjgue was seen 
The dusty-SiindaUed Nazarene 
Througli ri pening cornfields lead the way 
Upon the awful Sabbath day, 
His sermons were the healthful talk 
That shorter made the mountain-walk, 
His wayside texts were flowers and birds, 
Where ininj^led with His gracious words 
The rustle of the tamarisk-tree 
And ripple-wash of Galilee." 

*' Thy words are well, O friend," I said ; 
*' Unmeasured and unlimited. 
With noiseless slide of stone to stone, 
Th(^ mystic Church of God has grown. 
Invisible and silent stands 
The temple never made with hands, 
Unheard the roices still and small 
Of its unseen confessional. 
He needs no si)ecial place of prayer 
Whose hearing ear is everywliere ; 
He brings not back the cliildish days 
That ringed the earth with atones of 
praise, 

Hoofi'd Karnak's hall of gods, and laid 
The plinths of Philaj's colonnade. 
Still less He owns the selfish good 
And sickly growth of solitude, — 
The worthless grace that, out of sight, 
Flowers in the desert anchorite ; 
Dissevered from the suffering whole, 
Love hath no power to save a SOUL 
Not out of Self, the origin 
And native air and soil of sin. 
The living waters spring and itow. 
The trees with leaves of healing ^w. 



" Dream not, 0 friend, because I seek 
This quiet shelter twice a week, 

I better dee in its pine-laid floor 
Than breezy hill or seA-sung shore ; 
But nature is not solitude : 
She erowds us with her thronging woods 
Her many hands reach out to us, 
Her manyjongues are garrulous; 
Perpetual riddles of surprise 
She offers to our ears and eyes; 
She will not leave our senses still. 
But drags them captive at her will : 
And, making earth too great for heaven, 
She hides the Giver in the given. 

•* And so, I find it well to come 
For deeper rest to this still room. 
For here the habit of the sonl 
Feels less the outer world's control ; 
Tlie stren^^th of mutual purpose pleada 
More earnestly our common needs j 
And from the silence multiplied 
By these still forms on either side, 
Tne world that tipie and sense haw 
known 

Falk oil and leaves as God alone. 

** Yet rarely through the charmed repose 
Unmixed the stream of motive iiowSy 
A iiavor of its many springs. 
The tints of earth and sky it brings ; 
In the still waters needs must be 
Some shade of human sympathy ; 
And here, in its accustomed place, 
I look on memorys dearest face ; 
Tlie blind by sitter guesseth not 
What shadow haunts that va(*ant Spot; 
•No eyes save mine alone can see 
The love wherewith it weloomes me t 
And still, with those alone my kin,^ 
In doubt and weakness, want and sin, 
I bow my head, my heart I bare 
As when that face was living there, 
And strive (too oft, alas ! in vain) 
The peace of simple trust to ffiin, 
Fold fancy's restless wings, and lay 
The idols of my heart away. 

■ 

" Welcome the silence all unbroken. 
Nor less the words of fitness spoken, — 
Such golden words as here for whom 
Our autumn flowers have just made 

room ; 

Whose ho]ieful utterance through and 
through 

The freshness of this morning blew ; 
Who loved not less the earth that lig^t 
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Fell on ft from the liettveM in si^ht. 

But saw ill all fair forms more fair 
Tln' Kt» rtial Ih anty mirrored thrre. 
Whose righty ypars but added grace 
And saintlier meaning to her face, — 
The look of one who Xrorv away 
fllad tidiness from tlic hills of day, 
^Vhil(; all our lu arts w» nt forth to meet 
The coming of her Iwaiitiful feet I 
Or haply hers, whose pilgrim trend 
le in the |>aths whcn> Ji>.siui led ; 
Who dn uins her childhood's sabbath 
dream 

By Jordan** iviUoir-tliadecl stream. 

And, of the hymns of hoiK> and fidth^ 
Snnf,' by the monks of Nazan th, 
Hears pious echoes, in the call 
To j»niyer, from Moslem minarets fall. 
It' jM ating where His works were wrought 
The lesson tliat li- r Master taugh^ 
Of whom an eldi r Sil«yl gave, 
The prophecies of Cuma^'s cave ! 

'* I ask no orfxan's soulless breath 

To drone the themes of life and death, 

l^o altar candle-lit bv day, 

Ko ornate wordnnan s rhetoiie>play, 

No cool philosophy to teach 

Its bland andacitir's f>f .s])eech 

To double-tasked idolators 

Themselves their gods and worshippers, 

Ko pulpit hammered by the fist 

Of loud-assertiii;? donriiatist, 

Who borrows from the hand of love 

The smoking thunderbolts of Jove. 

I know how well the fathers taught. 

What work the later seEodmen 

wrought ; 
I reverence old-time faith and men. 
But God is near ns now ss then ; 
His force of lore is s ill nnspenK 
His hate of .sin as imninent; 
And still the measure of our needs 
Outgrows the cramping bounds of 

ereeds; 

Tlie manna gathered yesterday 
Already savors of decay ; 
Doubts to the world's child<heart un- 
known 

Question us now from star and stone; 
Too little or too much we know, 
And sight is swift and faith is slow ; 
The power is lost to edf-deceive 
With shallow forms of make-believe. 
We walk at high noon, and the bells 
Call to a thousan<l oracles, 
Bat the soond deafens, and the lif^t 



Is st r on ger than oor daaded sight ; 
The letters of the saored Book 

GlinMner and swim lieneath our look; 
Still struggles in the Age's breast 
With deepening ogony of quest 
The old entreaty : ' Art thou He, 
Or look we for tiw Christ to be r 

"God should be most where man is 
least: 

So, "where is neither chnrch nor priest^ 
And never rag of form or creed 
To clothe the nakedness of need, — 
Where ISumer-folk in stlenoe meet, — 

1 turn my bell-unsmnmoned feet ; 

I lay the critic's glass aside, 
I tread u[)on my lettered pride. 
And, lowest-seated, testily 
To the oneness of humanity ; 
t'onfe.ss the universal "uaiit, 
And share whatever Heaven may ^«nt. 
He findeth not who seeks his own. 
The sonl is lost that 's saved alone. 
ysot on one favored forehead fell 
Of old the fire-tongned miracle, 
But flamed o'er all the thronging host 
The baptism of the Holy Ghost ; 
Heart answers heart : in one desire 
The blending lines of prayer aspire ; 
*^Vliere, in my name, meet two or 
threes' 

Onr Lord hath said, * I there will he!' 

**So sometimes comes to soul and 

sense 

The feeling whidi is evidence 

That very near about ns lies 
The realm of spiritual mysteries. 
The sphere of the supernal j_>owera 
Impinges on this world of oors. 
The low and dark horizon Hft^ 
To light the scenic terror shifts ; 
The breath of a diviner air 
Blows down the answer of a prayer : 
That all our sorrow, pain, nnd doubt 
A great compassion clasps about, 
And law and goodness, love and force. 
Are wedded fast beyond divorce. 
Then duty leaves to love its task. 
The beggar Self forgets to ask ; 
AYith smile of trust and folded hands^ 
The ^msivo soul in waiting stands 
To fm, as flowers the sun and dew. 
The One true Life its own renew. 

"So, to the calmly gathered thought 
The innermost of truth is taught, 
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The mystery dimly understood. 
That love of God is love of good. 
And, rhit'lly, its diviuest trace 
in Hiui of xHazareth's holy face; 
That to be saved is only thi% — • 
Solvatioii from our selfishneu^ 
From more than elementjil fire. 
The soul's uiisauctiiied desire, 
From flin itself, and not the pain 
That warns us of its chafing chain; 
That worship's deeper meaning lies 
In mercy, and not sacrifice, 
Not proud humilities of sense 
And posturing of penitence. 
But love's unforct'd oIxmHchco ; 
^hat Book and Church and Day are 
given 

For man, not Ckid^-^for eartii, not 

heaven, — 
The blesst'd means to holiest ends, 
Not masters, but benignant friends ; 
That the dear Christ dwells not afar. 
The king of some remoter star, 
Listening, at times, with flattered ear 
To homage wrung &om selhsh fear. 
Bat here, amidst the poor and blind. 
The bonnd and suffenng of onr kind. 
In works we do, in prayers we pray^ 
life of our life, he lives to-day. 



THE ANSW£B. 

Spare me, dread au^el of reproof, 
And let the sunshme weave to-day 

Its gold-threads in Wn'. warp and WOOf 
Of life SO poor and gray. 

Spare me awhile; the flesh is wesk. 
These lingeciiig feet^ that fidn woold 

strary 

Among the flowers, shall some day seek 
The strslt and nanow way. 

Take off thy ever-watchful eye, 
The awe of tliy rebuking frown ; 

The dullest slave at times must sigh 
To fling his hardens down ; 

To drop liis galley's straining oar, 
And pi-ess, in summer warmth and 
calm, 

The lap of some enchanted diors 
Of blossom and of balm. 

Oradge not my life its hoar of bloom. 
My heart its taste of long desira; 
. 32 



This day be mine : be tboae to oonw 
As daty shall require. 

The deep voice answered to my own. 
Smiting my selfish prayers away; 

** To-morrow is with God alone^ 
And man hath but to-day. 

Say not, thv fond, vain heart within. 

The Father 8 arm shall still be wids^ 
When from these j)l*'asant waysof SUt 
Thou tum'st at eventide. 

" 'Cast thyself down,' the tempter saith, 
* And angels shall thy fi'et upbear.' 

He bids thee make a lie of faith. 
And blasphemy of prayer. ^ 

Though God be good and fn» bt 

He 



eaven. 



No force divine can love compel ; 
And, though the song of sins fomTsn 
Iby soimd throng lowest heUt 

** The sweet persuasion of His voice 
Respects thy sanctity of wilL 

He giveth day : thou hast thy ehoioe 
To walk in darkness still; 

** As one who, turning from the light, 
Watches his own gray shadow fall. 

Doubting, upon his path of nigh^ 
If there be day at ail I 

*'No word of doom may shut thee 

out, 

No wind of wiath may downward 
whirl, 

Ko swords of fire keep watch about 
The open gates of pearl; 

" A tenderer light than moon or sun, 
Than song of earth a sweeter hymn. 

May shine and sound forever on. 
And thou be deaf and dim. 

"Forever round the Afercy-seat 
The guiding lights of Love shall 

burn ; 

But what if, habit-bound, thy feet 
Shall lack the will to turn } 

** What if thine eye refuse to see. 
Thine ear of Heaven's firee weloomft 
fail. 

And thon a inUing captive be^ 
Thjadf thy own dack Jailt 
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And put to the Lord's work tho rinnflr 
AVoen tunts iailed to do it. 

Never rode to the wrong's redressing 

A worthier paladin. 
Shall he not hear the ltl(?.ssinp. 
Good luid ikitMuly enter in 1 " 



FBEEDOM IN BRAZIL. 

With clearer light, Cross of the South, 

shine forth 
In blue Brazilian skies ; 
And thou, 0 liTer, cleaving half the 

earth 

From sunset to sunrise, 
Fiom the great moontains to ihB At- 

laiiti<' waves 
Tliy joy s li^ng anthem ]>onr. 
Yet a f(!W days (God maike them less !) 
and slaves 
Slifill shame thy pride no more. 

No fettered feet thj shaded mar^rina 

press ; 

Bnt all men ahaU walk free 
Where thoa, the high-prieit of tbe vil- 

deniess, 
Hast wedded sea to soa. 



" O doom hejond the saddest giit ss. 
As the Umg years of (Jod uuruU 

To make thy drear)' seltishncss 
The prison of a soul ! 

'*To doubt the loTO that fun would 

bre;dc 

The fellers from thy self- bound limb; 
And dram that God can thee fonake 
As thou ibnakeat him 1 ** 



O. L. B. 

Hk hxs done llie work of a trno man, — 

Crown him, honor him, love him. 
* Weep over him* tears of woman. 
Stoop manliest brows above him 1 

O dnsky mothi rs and dau<;hters, 

Vigils of mouniiug keep for him ! 
Up in the mountainsi and down by the 

watei-s, 

Lift ap your voices and weep for him 1 

For the wannest of hearts is frown* 
The freest of bands is still ; 

And the gap in our picked and chosen 
The long years may not fill. 

No dnty could overtask bim, 

No need his will outrun ; 
Or ever our lips euuld ai»k him, 
lliii hands the work had done. 

He for<::ot liis own soul for others, 
Himself to liis neighbor lending; 

He found the Lord in his suSTering 
brothers, 
And not in tbe clouds descendii^. 

So the bed was sweet to die on. 

Whence he saw tbe doors widesmmg 
A^inst wIjoso Ixilted iron 
TThe strength of Ids life was flung. 

And he saw ere his eye was daikcncd 
The sheaves of the harvest- brinj^ing, 

And knew while his ear yet hearkened 
Tlie vdcd of tbe reapers singing. 

Ah, well ! — The world is discreet ; 

There are plenty to pause and wait ; 
Bnt here was a man who set his feet 

Sometimes in advance of fate, — 

Fbieked off the old bark when ibs imiflr 
Waa dow to renew it^ 



Andtbon, great-hearted ruler, ^bxmfjk 

wliose mouth 
The word of God is said, 
Once more, "Let there be light 1** — 
Son of the South, 
Lift up thy hoiiond liead, 
Wear unashamed a crown by thy desert 

More than by birth thy own. 
Careless of wi^Ush and ward ; thoa arl 
be^rt 

By grateful hearts alone. 
The moated wall and battle-ship may 
fafl, 

Bnt safe shall jnstice prove ; 
Stronger than greaves of brass oir iron 

mail 

The panoply of love. 



Crowned doubly by man's blessing and 
God's grace. 
Thy future is secure ; 
Who frees a people makes bis statue's 

place 

In Time's Valhalla sure. 
Lo 1 from his ^Neva's banks the Scythian 
Czar 

Strstobes to tbee bis ImA, 
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Who^ with the pencil of the Korthem 
star, 

"Wrote freedom on his land. 
And he whose grave is holy by our 
calm 

And |>ndried Sangamon* 
From his gaunt hand shall drop the 

martyr's pahn 
To greet thee with ** Well done 1 " 

And fhou, O Earth, with smiles thy 

face make swoot, 
And let thy wail be stilled. 
To hear the Muse of prophecy repeat 

HtT promise half fulfilled. 
The Voice that spake at Nazareth speaks 
still, 

No sound thereof hath died ; 
Alike thy hope and Heaven's eternal 

will 

Shall yet he satisfied. 
The years are slow, the vision tarrieth 
long. 

And far the end may be ; 
Qnt, one by one, the fiends of ancient 
wrong 

Go oat and leave thee free. 



DIVINE COMPASSION. 

Long since, a dream of heaven I had. 
Ami still the vision haunts me oft ; 

I see the saints in white robes clad, 
The martyrs with their palms aloft ; 

Bat heeling still, in middle son^ 
The ceaseless dissonance of wronn: ; 

And shrinking, with hid faces, from the 
strain 

Of sad, beseeching eyes, fiill of remoiM 
and pain. 

The glad song falters to a wail, 
The harping sinks to low lament; 

Before the still iqdifted veil 

1 see the eiowite l foreheads bent, 

Making more swc-et the heavenly air. 
With breathings of onselfiBh prater ; 

And a Voice saith : " 0 Pity which b 
pain, 

0 Love that weeps, fill up my sufferings 
which remain t 

** Sliall souls redeemed by me refuse 
To share my sorrow in their turn 1 

Or, (dn-forgiven, my gift abuse 
Ofpeaee withfltmw imecnu»nLl 



I Has saintly ease no pitying care ? 
I Has faith no work, and love no prayer f 
While sin remains, and souls in dark' 

ness dwell, 
Can heaven itself be heaven, and look 
unmoved on hell ? " 

Then through the Cates of Pain, 1 dream, 
A wind of lieavcu blows coolly in ; 

Fainter tiie awful disoords seem, 
The smoke of torment grows more thin. 

Tears quench the burning soil, and 
thence 

Spring sweet, pale flowers of penitence ; 
And through the dreary realm of man's 

despair. 

Star-crowned an angel walks, and lo I 
God's hope \a there I 

Is it a dream ? Is heaven so high 
That pity cannot breathe its air I 

Its happy eyes forever dry, 
Its holy lips without a prayer I 

Viy Orul : my God ! if thither led 
By thy free grace unmerited, 

No crown nor palm be mine, but let me 
keep 

A heart that still can fed, and eyes that 
still can weep. 



LIKES ON A FLY-LEAF. 

I N££D not ask thee, for my sake. 
To read a hook which well may make 
Its way by native force of wit 
Without my manual sign to it. 
Its piquant writer needs from me 
No gravely masculine guaranty. 
And well might laugh her merriest lauj^ 
At broken sjiears in her behalf ; 
Yet, spite of all the critics tell, 
I frankly own I like her well. 
It may be that she wields a pen 
Too sharply nibbed for tliin-skinned 
men, 

That her keen arrows search and try 
The armor joints of dignity, 
And, though alone for error mean^ 
Sing through the air irreverent. 
1 blame her not, the youn^ athlete 
Who plants her woman's tiny feet. 
And dares the diaaoes of debate 
Where bearded men might hesitate^ 
Who, deeply earnest, seeing well 
The Indieroiis and ]fn)ghab&. 
Mingling in,eloqnent ezoest 
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Her anger and her tendern^. 
And, chiding with a half>caress. 
Strives, less for lior own spx than OQISy 
"With prim ijuilities and powers. 
And points us upward to the clear 
Smuied heights of h«r new atmoephere. 

Heeven mend her fiuiltel — 1 will not 
pause 

To weigh and doubt and peck at flaws. 

Or waste my pi^ when aome fool 

Trovokes her measureless riilicule. 
iStrong-miuded is she ? Better so 
Than dnlnesa set for sale or show, 
A houst'hohl folly, cujined and Ix-Ued 
III fashion's (hinci^ <^f |m}»iH'ts held. 
Or poor pretence of womanhood, 
Whose formal, flavorless platitude 
Is warranted from all oflTenoe 
Of robust meaning's violence. 
Give mc the wine of thought whose 
head 

SpaiUes along the nags I read. 

laectrio words in which I find 
The tonic of the nortliwcst wind, — 
The wisdom which itself allies 
To sweet and pure humanities, 
Wheie aoom of meannflBH» hate of 
wrong, 

Are underlaid by love as strong ; 
The genial play of mirth thai fights 
Grave themes of thoo^^, as, when on 

nights 

Of summer-time, the hannless blaze 
Of tliunderless heat-lightning plays, 
And tree and hill-top resting aim 
And doubtful on the sky's v.v^wv rim, 
Touched by that soft aTul lambent gleam, 
Start sharply outlined from their dream. 

Talk not to me of woman's sphere, 

Nor ]>oint with Scrij)ture texts a sneer, 
Kor wrong the manliest saint of all 
By doubt, if he were here, that Paul 
Would own the heroines who have lent 

Grace to tnitli's stern arbitmment, 
Foregone the praise to woman sweet. 
And cast their crowns at Duty's feet ; 
Like her, who by her strong Appeal 
Made Fashion weep and Mammon feel, 
Who, earliest summoned to withstand 
The color-madness of the land, 
Counted her life-long losses gain, 
And made lier own her sisters* pain ; 
Or her who, in her gre<inwood shade, 
-Heard the sharp call that I'reedom 



' And, answering, struck from Sappho's 

lyre 

Of love the Tyrtiean carmen's fire : 

Or that young girl, — Domremy's maid 

Kevived a nobler cause to aid, — 

Shaking frcmi warning linger- tips 

The doom of her apocalypse ; 

Or her, who world-wide entrance gSTO 

To the log-cabin of the slave, 

Made all nis want and sorrow known. 

And all earth's langn^geB his own. 



HTHN 

FOB THE HOUSE OF WORSHIP AT 
OBOBOXTOWN. 

XBSCTED LN MtMORT 07 A MOTBE&. 

Thou dwellest not, 0 Lord of all ! 

In temples which thy children raise ; 
Onr work to thine is mean and smalls 

And brief to thy etemsl days. 

Forgive the weakness and the pride. 
It marred thereb y onr gift may 

For love, at least, has sanctified 
The altar that we rear to thee* 

The heart and not the hand has wrought 
From sunken base to tower aboTe 

The image of a tender thought, 
The memory of a deathless love I 

And though shonld never aonnd of 
speech 

Or organ echo from its wall, 
Its stones would pious lessons teach. 
Its shade in benedictions fall. 

Here should the doveof peaeebefoond. 

And blessings and not ctirscs given ; 
Nor strife profane, nor hatred wouiul, 
The mingled loves of earth and heaven. 

Thou, who didst soothe with dying 

breath 

The dear one watching by thy crosSy 
Forgetful of the pains of death 
In soRow for her mighty loss. 

In memory of that tender claim, 
O Mother-born, the offering take. 

And make it worthy of thy name, 
And Ueas it for a malhei's sales I 
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TO I'BEDEBICK A. P. BABNAIU). 

Thb yeaTB are many since, in yonth and 

hope, 

Under the Charter Oak, our horoscope 
We drew thick-studded with aUiavor« 
ins stars. 

Kow, with gray beards, and feces seamed 

with scars 

Prom life's hard battle, meeting once 
a^ain, 

We smiH luUf sadly, over dreams so 
Tain ; 

Knowinp:, at last, that it is not in man 
Who walketh to direct his steps, or plan 
His permanent lionse of life. Alike we 
loved 

The muses' haunts, and all our fancies 

moved 

To measures of old song. How since 
that day 

Our feet have parted from the path tb^t 

lay 

So fair before us ! Rich, from lifelong 
search 

Of truth, within thy Academic porch 
Thou sit test now, lord of a realm of £us^ 
Thy servitors the sciences exact ; 
Still listening with thy hand on Ka- 

ture's keys, 
To hear the Saniian's spheral harmonies 
And rhythm of law. I called from 

dream and song. 
Thank God ! so early to a strife so long, 
That, ere it dosed, the black, abundant 

hair 

Of boyhood rested silver-sown and spare 
On manhood's temples, now at sunset- 
chime 

Tread with fond feet the path of morn- 
ing time. 

And if perchanee too late I linger where 
The flowers hare ceased to blow, and 

trees arc hare, 
Thou, wiser in thy choice, wilt scarcely 
blame 

The Mend who shields his foUj with 

thy name. 

Amsksbx, 10t4 ma., 1870. 



HIBIAIL 

Onb Sabbath day my friend and I 
After the meetingt quietly 

Passed from the crowded ■village lanes, 
White with dry dust for lack of rains. 
And climbed the neighboring slope, 
with feet 

Slarkent'd and heavy from the heat, 
Although the day was wellnigh done^ 
And the low angle of the sun 
Along the naked hillside east 
Our shadows as of giants vast. 
We reached, at length, the topmost 
swell. 

Whence, either way, the green tmf 
feU 

In terraces of nature down 
To fruit-hung orchards, and the town 
With white, j)retenceless houses, tall 
Church-steeples, and, o'ershadowing all. 
Huge mills whose windows had the 
look 

Of e^er eyes that ill could brook 

The Sibbath rest. We traced.the track 

Of the sea-seeking river back 
Glistening for miles ahove its mouth. 
Through the long valley to the south. 
And, looking eastward, eool to view. 
Stretched the illimitable blue 
Of ocean, from its curved eoa.st-h*ne ; 
Sombred and still, the warm sunsldue 
Filled with pale gold-dust all the reach 
Of slumberous woods finom hill to 

beach, — 
Slanted on walls of thronged reti-eats 
From city toil and dusty streets. 
On grassy blnff, and dnne of sand. 
And rocky islands miles fh>m land ; 
Touched the iar-glaneing sails, and 

showed 

White lines of foam where long waves 

flowed 

Dumb in the distance. In the north, 
Dim through their uiisl^ hair, looked 
forth 

The space-dwarfed moimtsiiis to ths 

sea, 

Piom mystery to mystery 1 
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So, sitting on thnt preen liill-slop^ 
We talked of human lite, its hoiw 
And fear, and unsolved douoti^ and 

what 

It mi;.Oit liuve hotni, nml yet was not. 
Anil, when at luit the evening air 
Grew sweeter for the tells of prayer 
Ringing in steeples far below, 
"VVe watclied the people churchward fp>. 
Each to his nlaee, as if thereon 
The true diekinsh only shone ; 
And my friend queried how it came 
To pass that they who ownctl the same 
Great Master still could not agree 
To worship liim in company. 
Then, broadening in his tfaoaghty he 
ran 

(K rr llic whole vast fu lil of man, — 
The varying forms of faith and .creed 
That somehow served the holdeis' 

need ; 

"•n Avhirh, unquestioned, undeniod, 
Uncounted millions lived and died ; 
The bibles of the anoiHit folk, 
Through which the heart of nations 

spoke ; 

The old moralities which lent 

To home its sweetness and content, 

And rendered possible to bear 

The life of peoples every whore : 

And asked if we, who boast of lights 

Claim not a too exclusive right 

To truths which must for all be meant. 

Like rain and sunshine freely sent. 

In boiidaf»e to the letter still, 

IVe give it power to cramp and kill, — 

To tax God 8 fulness with a scheme 

Narrower than Pt lei's house-top dream, 

His wisdom and his love with plana ' 

Poor and niacUnpiate as man'R. 

It must be that He witnesses 

Somehow to all men that He ia : 

That something of His saving grace 

Reaches the lowest of the nice, 

Who, through strange creed and rite, 

may draw 
Tlie hints of a diviner law. 
"\Ve walk in clearer light ; — but then. 
Is He not God t — are they not men ? 
Are His responsibilities 
For us alone and not for these t 

And T made answer : "Truth is one ; 
And, in all lands beneath the sun, 
Whoso hath eyes to see may see 
The tokens of its unity. 
No scroll of creed its fulness wrap^ 



We trace it not by school -boy mapa^ 

Free as the sun and air it is 

Of latitudea and boandaiies. 

In Vedic verse, in dull Koran, 

Are messages of good to man ; 

The angels to our Aryan sires 

Talked l>y the earliest household fires ; 

The proj diets of the cider day. 

The slant-eyed sages of Cathay, 

Head not tlie riddle all amiss 

Of higher life evolved from this. 

*' Nor doth it lesson what He tanghl^ 
Or make the gospel Jesus brought 
Less precious, that His Hits retold 
Some portion of that truth of old ; 
Denying not the proven seers. 
The tested wisdom of the years ; 
Confirming with his own impress 
The common law of righteousness. 
AVe search the world for truth ; we cnU 
The good, the pure, the beautiful, 
From gi-aven stone and written scroll. 
From all old flower-fields of the soul ; 
And, weary seekei-s of the best^ 
We come back laden lVr)in our qncst, 
To find that all the sages sjiid 
Is in the Book our mothers i-ead, 
And all our treasure of old thought 
In His liarmoninus fulness wrought 
Who gathei-s in one sheaf complete 
The scattered blades of God's sown 
wheat, 

The common growth that makctii good 
His all-embracing Fatherhood. 

"Wherever tiirough the ages rise 
The altai-s of self-sacrifice, 

Where love its arms has opened wide^ 
Or man for man has calmly died, 
I see the same white wings outspi-ead 
That hovered o'er the Master's head I 
Up from undated time tliey come^ 
The martyr souls of hcftthendoin. 
And to His cross and passion bring 
Their fellowship of suffering. 
I trace His presence in the blind 
Pathetic gropings of my kind, ■ — • 
In prayers from sin and sorro^v wrung^ 
In cradle-hymns of life they sun^. 
Each, in its measui-e, but a part 
Of the unmeasured Over-Heart ; 
And with a stronger faith confess 
The greater that it owns the less. 
Good cause it is for thankfulness 
That tlio world-blessing of His life 
With the long past is not at strife ; 



Digitized by Google 



343 



That the great marvt-l of His death 

To the one order witnciiseth, 

Ko doubt of changeless goodness irake8» 

No link of caust*. and seq^uetice breakfl^ 

But, one w'itli nature, rooted is 

In the eternal verities ; 

Whereby, while differing in degree 

As finite from inliiiity, 

The pain and loss for others home. 

Love's crown of sulleriuc meekly worn, 

The life man giveth for his friend 

Become vicarious in the end ; 

Their healinj; place in nature take. 

And make life sweeter for tlieir sake. 

"So welcome I from every soUTOe 
The tokens of that priiiial Force, 
Older than heaven itself, yet new 
As the young heart it reaches to, 
Beneath whose steady impulse rolls 
The tidal wave of human souls ; 
GniJe, comforter, and inward word. 
The eternal spirit of the Lord ! 
ITor fear I aoght that science brings 
From searching through material 
thinpfs ; 

Content to let its glasses prove. 

Not by the letter^s oldness mo^e, 

The myriad worlds on worlds that 

course 

The spaces of the universe ; *. 
SittM everywhere the Spirit wsHts 
The gaiden of the lieart, and talks 

With man, as uikIt Kden'a trees, 
In all liis varied lan^juages. 
Why mourn above some hopeless flaw 
In the stone tables of the law. 
When s -ripture every <lay afresh 
Is traced on tablets of the flesh? 
By inward sense, by outward sij^s, 
God's pi'esence still the heart divines ; 
Through deepest joy of Iliin wq leam. 
In sore.st p;rief to Him we turn. 
And reason stoops its ptide. to share 
The child-like instinct of a prayer.*' 

And then, as is my wont, I told • 
A stoiy of the days of old, 
Kot found in printed books^ — in 
sooth, - 

A fancy, with slifrht hint of truth, 
Showing bow dili«rinc faiths agree 
In one sweet law of cnari^. 
Meanwhile the sky had golden grown. 

Our faces in its j^lory shone ; 

But sliaiiows down the valley swept, 

And gray below the ocean slept, 



As time and space I wandered o'er 
To tread the Mogul's marble floor, 
And see a fairer sunset fdl 
On Jumna's wave and Agra's walL 

The good Shah Akbar (peace be his 

alway ! ) 

Came fort h from the Divan at dose of 

day 

Bowed with the burden of his many 

cares. 

Worn with the hesring of unnumbered 

piuyera,— 
WOd cries for justice, the importunate 

Appeals of greed and jealousy and hate. 
And all the strife of sect and creed and 
rite^ 

Santon and Gouioo waging holy fight : 
For the wise monarch, dsiming not ta 

be 

Allah's avenger, left his ]»cop1(^ free. 
With a faint ho[)o, bis Book scarce 
justified. 

That all the paths of ftith, though aer- 

orod wide. 

O'er which the feet of prayerful rever- 
ence psssed, * 

Met at the g^ of Pltradise at lasL 

He sought an alcove of his cool 
hareem. 

Where, far beneath, he heard the 

Jumna's stream 
Lapse soft and low along his palace 
wall. 

And all about the cool sound of the (all 

Of fountains, and of water eirelinf^ free 
Throu<;]i marble ducts along the bal- 
cony ; 

The ▼oioe of women in the distanoe 

sweet, 

And, sweeter still, of one who, at his 
feet,' 

Soothed his tired ear with songs of a 

far land 

Whert; Taurus shatters on the salt sea- 
sand 

The mirror of its cork-grown hiOs of 
drouth 

And vales of yine^ at Lisbon's harbor- 
mouth. 

The date-palms rustled not; the 

peepul laid 
Its topmost boughs sgainst the balua- 
trade, 
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vines 

That, light and gmoiAil as the ahawl- 

or Delhi or Umritrir. twined in atone ; 
And the tiled nionMph, who aade had 

thrown 

The day's hard burden, aat from care 
apart, 

And let the quiet ifceal into his heart 
From the stul hour. Below him Aga^ 

slept. 

By the long li^ht of aaneet overewe pt : 
The liver flowmg tiirough a level kuid. 
By mitTigo-grorea and oanlu of jellow 

saud. 

Skirted with lime and orange, gay 
kioaki^ 

Fonntains at pli^, tail ndnants of 

mosques. 

Fair pleasure-gardens, wiUi their flow- 

etioig trees 
Rrlioved agaiust tlic moamfnl cypresses ; 
And, air-jioised ligh^y as the hlown 

Bca-foam, 

Hie marUe wonder of some holy dome 
Hnng n white moonriae over the still 

wood, 

Glassii^ its beauty in a stiller flood. 

Silent the monarch gaaed, nntfl the 

Swift-falling hid the city from his 
sight. 

Then to the woman athia feet he said : 
"Tell me, O Miriam, somethiqg thon 

hrtst Tfad 

In childliood of the Master of tli v fait )i, 
Whom Islam alao owna. Onr Prophet 

saith : 

* Ho wfts a tnie a[K)stle, yea, — a Word 
And Spirit sent before me frtun the 
Lord.* 

Thna the Book witneaaeth ;'«Dd weQ I 

know 

By what thou art, O dearest, it is sa 
Aa the Kite's tone the makev^s hand be- 
trays. 

The sweet disciple speaka her Master'a 
praise.*' 

Then Miriam, |^ of heart, (for in 

some sort 

She cherished in the Moslem's liberal 
court 

The sweet tiadltiima of • fBirf««Mi 
ehildi 



And, lliroogh her life of sbbsb^ Aa 

defiled 

And chastt' ideal of the sinless One 
Gazed on her with an eye she might not 
shun, — 

The sad, reproachful look of pity, bom 
Of love that hath no part in wiath or 

scorn,) 

Began, with low Yoioe and moist eyes, 
to tell 

Of the all-loving Christ, and what befell 
When the fierce zealots^ thirsting for 
her blood. 

Dragged to hie feet n ahame of woman- 
hood. 

How, when his ap<iwKii^ answer pierced 
within 

Each heart, and tonehed the secret of 

its sin. 

And her accusers fled his face before, 
He bade the poor one go and sin no 
more. 

And Akbar said* alter a moment*a 

thought, 

"Wise is the lesson by thy praphet 
taught; 

woe nnto him who judges and forgets 
Wliat hidden evil his own heail besets 1 
Something of this large charity 1 find 
In an the sects that sever human kind ; 
I would to Allnh that their lives agn>ed 
More nearly with the leason of their 
cifed ! 

Those yellow Lamas who at Meemt pray 
By wind and water power, and love to 

say : 

' He wlio foi]giveth not shall, nufor- 



given. 

Fail of the rest of Baddha,* and who 

even 

Spare the Mack gnat that stings them» 

vex my ears 
With the poor hatea and jealonaiea and 

fears 

Nursed in their human hivea. Tluit 

lean, fierce priest 
Of thy own people, (be his heart in* 

creased 

By Allah's love!) hit black rohea 

smciliug yet 
Of Goa's roasted Jews^ have I not met 
Meek-faced, boidboted, crying in Ihe 

street 

The saying of his prophet true and 

sweet, — 
'He who is meioiM shall 
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Bat, next day, so it eluiHsed, as night 
began 

To fall, a nraimtir through the hareem 

mu 

That one, recalling in her dusky face 
The full-lipped, mild-eyed beauty of a 

race 

Known as the blauleless Ethiops of 

Greek song, 
Plotting to do her royal master wron^, 
Watching, reproachful of the lingering 

light, 

The evening shadows deepen for her 
flight, 

Love-guiclinl, to her home in a far land, 
KoW waited death at the great Shah's 
command. 

Shapely as that dark princess for 

whose smile 
A world was bartered, daughter of the 
NUe 

Henelf, and veiling in her laige^ soft 

eyes 

The pas-siou and the languor of her skies, 
The Abyssinian knelt low at the feet 
Of her stem lord: king, if it be 

meet, 

And for thy honor's sake," she said, 

*' that i. 

Who am the humblest of thy daves, 

should die, 
I will not tax thy mercy to forgive. 
Easier it is to die than to outlive 
All that life gave me, — him whose 

wrong of thee 
Was but the outcome of his love for 

me. 

Cherished from childhood, when, be- 
neath the shade 
Of templed Axum, side by side we 

played. 

Stolen from Ids arms, my lover followed 
me 

Through weaiy seasons om land and 

sea ; 

And two days since, sitting disconso- 
late 

Within the shadow of the hareem gate, 
Suddt-nly, as if dropping from the sky, 
Down from the lattice of the balcony 
Fell the sweet song by Tigie's cow- 
herds sung 
In the old nuisic of lii.s native tongne. 
He knew my voice, for love is ^uick of 
ear. 

Answering in song- 



This night he waited neal 
To fly with me. The fault was mine 

alone: 

He knew thee not, he did but seek hi« 
own ; 

Who, in the very shadow of thy throne, 
Sharing thy bounty, knowing all thou 

art. 

Greatest and best of men, and in her 
heart 

Grateful to tears for favor undeserved. 
Turned ever homeward, nor one mo- 
ment swerved 
From her young love. He looked into 
my eyes, 

He heard my Toic^ and could not 
other>vise 

Than he hath done ; yet, save one wild 
embrace 

When first we stood together face to 

face, 

And all that fate had done since last we 
met 

Seemed but a dream that left us chil- 
dren yet, 

He hath not wronged thee nor thy royal 
bed; 

Spare him, 0 king I and slay me in his 
steadl" 

But over Akbar^s brows the frown 

hung black, 
And, turning to the eunuch at his baek, 
"Take them," he said, "and let the 

Jumna's waves 
Hide both my shame and these aceuned 

slaves !" 

His loatlily length the imsexed bond- 
man bowed : 

"On my head be it!" 

Straightway from a cloud 

Of dainty shawls and veils of woven 
mist 

The Christian Miriam rose, and, stoop- 
ing, kissed 
The ninn arch's hand. Looee down her 

shoulders bare 
Swept all the rippled darkness of her 

hair, 

Veiling the bosom that, with high,quidc 

swell 

Of fear and pity, through it rose and fell. 

"Alas!" she cried, "hast thou for- 
gotten (|\iite 
The words of Him we spake of yester* 
n%htt 
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Or thy own prophet's, — *Who«o doth 

endure 

And panlnn, of ftornal life is sim* ' ? 
O great and good I be thy revenge 
alone 

Felt in thy mercy to the ening shown ; 
Let thwarted love and youth their par- 
don plead, 

Wbo nnnea hat In intsnt* and iiofc- in 
deed I" 

One moment the strong frame of Akbar 
shook 

With the groat stoim of passion, ^en 

Ids look 

Softened to her uplifted face, that still 
Pleaded more strongly than all words, 
untU 

Its pride and anger seemed like over- 
blown, 

Spent clouds of thunder left to tell 
alone 

Of strife and orercoiiiing. With bowed 

head, 

And smiting on his bosom : " God," he 
said, 

" Alone is great, and let His holy name 
Be honored, even to His aenraat's 

shame ! 

Well spake thy prophet, Miriam, — he 
alone 

Who hath not fanned is meet to cast a 

stone 

At such as these, who here their doom 

await, 

Held like myself in the strong grasp of 

fate. 

They sinned through love, as 1 through 

love forgive; 
Take them beyond my realm, hut let 

them live 1 " 

And, like a choms to the words of 

grace, 

The ancient Fakir, sitting in his place, 
Motionless as an idol and as grim. 
In the pavilion Akhar bnilt for him 
Under the oonrt-yard trees, (for he was 

wise, 

Kjicw Menu's laws, and through his 

close-shnt eyes 
Saw things far off, and as an open book 
Into the tlioughts of other men could 

look,) 

Began, half chant, half howling, to re- 
hearse 

The ingment of a holy Yedie 



And thus it nn : "Ha who all things 
forgives 

Conquers himself and all things else^ 

and lives 

Above the ^reach of wrong or hate or 

fear. 

Calm as the gods, to whom he is most 

dear." 

Two leagnes from Agra still the trav- 
eller sees 

The tomb of Akhar through its cypress- 
trees ; 

And, near at hand, the maible walls 

that hide 

The Christian B€^;um sleeping at his 
side. 

And o*er her vault of burial (who shall 

tell 

If it be eliance alone or miracle ?) 
The Mission iress with tiicless hand 
unroUo 

The words of Jesus on its lettered 

scrolls, — 

Tells, in all tongues, the tale of mercy 
o*er, 

And bids the guilty, ** Go and sin no 
morel" 



It now was dew>fa]l ; vpvy still 
Tlie night lay on the lonely hill, 
Down which our homeward steps we 
bent, 

And, sflent, through great silence 

went, 

Save that the tireless crickets ]>layed 
Their long, monotonous serenade. 
A young moon, at its narrowest, 
Cvved sharp against the daikening 

west ; 

And, momently, the beacon's star, 
Slow wheeling o'er its rock afar. 
From out the level darkness shot 
One instant and again was not. 
And then my friend sjjake quietly 
The thought of both : " Ton crescent 

see ! 

T-ikr- TsL'um's symbol-moon it gives 
Hints of the light whereby it lives ; 
Somewhat of goodness, something true 
From Sim and spirit shining through 
All faiths, all worlds, as through the 
dark 

Of ocean shines the lighthouse spailt^ 
Attests the presence evcrj'where 
Of love and proiridential care. 
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The faith the old None heart confessed 
In one dear name, — the hopefulcst 
And tenderest heard from mortal lips 
In pangs of birtii or death, from ships 



Ice-bitten fai the winter aea» 

Or Lisped heslde a mother's knee, — 

The; wiser world hath not outgrown, 
Aud the All-^'ather is our own 1 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



KOREHBEOA. 

(Norembcga, or Norlmbflgaef to flieiuuDMKiTmi 

by early French fiahennen and exploren to a 
flibulous country itouth of Cape Breton, flnt dis- 
covered by V»>rr!U/.iini in U^^M. It was auppost'd 
to have a magniticeiit city of the same naaiie on 
a great river, probably the Penobscot. The Bite 
of this iMurtMuric city to laid down on a map pub- 
ItolMd at Antwerp in 1570. Tn KIM Champtain 
(tailini in s«vin>h »)f th« Northern Kldorado, twen- 
ty-two Ica'^iii'S lip tho Penobscot from the Isle 
Haute. Ht! .supposi'il the river fo ho that of 
Korembega. but wisely came to the coadusioa 
that thoM timTelten who told of the gnat city 
had never Ken it. He saw no evidences of any- 
thing like civUisatioa, but mentions the finding 
ef aeiois, veiy old aliiil niDi^y, in the woods.] 

The winding way the serpent takes 

The mystic water took, 
From where, to count its beaded lakea. 

The forest sped its brook. 

A narrow space *twixt shore and shove^ 

For sun or stars to fall. 
While evermore, bchiud, before. 

Closed in the forest wall. 

The dim wood hidinp^ underneath 
Wan Howeis without a name ; 

Life tangled with decay aud death. 
League after league the same. 

Unbroken over swamp and hill 

The rounding shadow lay. 
Save where the river cut at will 

A pathway to the day. , 

Beside that track of air and light, 

Weak as a child unweaned, 
At shut of day a fMiristi;ni ktiiglit 
Upou his lu nohman leaued. 

The embers of the sunset's fires 
Along the clouds burned down ; 

** 1 see, he said, " the domes and spires 
Of Korembega town." 

" Alack ! the domes, 0 master mine, 
Axe golden ehmds on high ; 



Yon spire is but the branchless pine 
That cuts the evening sky." 

O hush and hark I What rounds am 

tliese 

But chants and holy hjinns?'* 
** Thou hear'iit the breeze that stirs tho 

Thrauigh all their leafy limhs." 

Is it a chapel bell that fills 
The air with its low tone f " 
' ' Thou hear'st the tinkle of the riUs, . 
The insect's Yesper drone.** 

' * The Christ be praised ! — He sets for me 

A blessed cross iu sight ! ** 
** Now% nay, *t is but yon bla.stcd tree 

With two gaunt arms outright 1 " 

" Be it wind so sad or tree so stalky 

It mattereth not, my knave ; 
Methinks to funenil hymns 1 hark. 
The cross is for my grave ! 

** My life is sped ; I shall not 866 

My home-set sails ai;ain ; 
The sweetest eyes of Kormandie 

Shall watch for me in vain. 

m 

'* Yet onward still to ear and eye 

The baffling marvel calls ; 
I fain would look befoi-e I die 

On Norembega's walls. 

" So, haply, it shall be thy part 

At Christian fed ii^ ]ny 
The mysteiy of the desert's heart 

My dead nand plucked away. 

" Leave me an hour of rest ; go thon 
And look from yonder heights ; 

Perchance the volley even now 
Is starred with city lights." 

The henchman climbed the nearest hill, 
' He saw nor tower nor town, 
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Bui, throimh the drnr wooda^ lone and 
still. 

The river ToQuig down. 

He heard the stealthy feet of things 
Whose shapes he.could not aee^ 

A flatter as of evil wing^ 
Theiiillof Adetdtrae. 

The pines stood black against the moon, 

A tword of fire beyond ; 
He heard the wolf howl, and the loan 

LMgh from hia leedy pond. 



dear, 



He turned him heok : ** O 

We are but men mi^ed ; 
And thou hast sought a city here 
To find a israve instead. 



** As Ckid shall wiU 1 what matters whare 
A true man's CfOes may stand. 

So Heaven he o*er it hi'vv. as there 
In pleasant Is urman land I 

"These wood% perdiance^ no aeci^t 

hide 

Of lordly tower and hall ; 
Ton river m its wanderines wide 
Has washed no city wall ; 

"Yet mirroretl in the sullen stream 

The holy stars are piven : 
Is Noremliein, then^ a dream 

Whose wwEing is in Heaven f 

** No builded wonder of these lands 

My weary eyes shall see ; 
A city never made with hands 

Alone awaiteth me — 

** * Vrb» Syfon mystioa* \ I see 

Its mansions jmssing fair, . 
• Gondii ft rcelo ' ; let ine bo. 
Dear Lord, a dweller there > " 

Above the dying exile hung 

Tlie vision of the bard, 
As falten'd on liis la ilii';^' tongue 

The song ol good Bernard. 

The henchman du^jj at dawn a grave 
Reneatli the hen. lock;; bmwn, 

And to the desert's keeping gave 
The lord of fief and town. 

Years nftor, when tln^ Sionr Hiamplain 
Sailed up the unknown streuui. 



And Koremhega proved agsin 
A ahadow and a dream, 

He found the Norman's nameless 

"Within tlio In'iidcH'k's shade, 
And, stretching wide its aims to sav^ 

The sign that God had made. 

The eroes-hoQ^bed tree that maiked the 

S])Ot 

And made it holy ground : 
He needs the earthly city not 
Who hath the heavenly foond. 



lif AUHAUGHT, TH£ DKACOK. 

Kavhavoht, the Indian deacon, who 

of old 

Dwelt, poor but blameless, where ids 

narrowing Cape 
Stretches its shrank ann oat to all the 

winds 

And the relentless smiting of the waves. 
Awoke one morning from a pleasant 
dream 

Of a good angel dro])ping in his hand 
A lair, broad gold-niece, in the name of 
God. 

He rose and went forth with the eariy 

day 

Far inland, where the voices of the 

waves 

Mellowed and mingled with the whis- 
pering leaves, 
As^ through the tai^g^Le of the low, thick 

woods, 

He searched his traps. Therein nor 

beast nor Urd 
He found; though mesnwhile in the 

reedy pools 
The otter placed, and underneath the 
pines 

The partridflie drummed : and aa hia 

though ta went back 
To the sick wife and little child at 
home, 

What marvel fhat the poor man felt hia 

faith 

Too weak to bear its burden, — like a 
rope 

That, strand by strand nneoilhij^ bveaka 

aliovo 

The hand that grasps it. ** £ven now, 
OLoidt 
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Send me," he pmyed, *' the angel of my 

dream ! 

Nanhaught i» veiy poor; he cannot 
wait." 

Even as he spake he heard at his hare 

feet 

A low, metallic cliok» and, lookup 
down. 

He saw a dainty pone witik disks of 

gold 

Crowding its silken net. Awhile he 

held 

The treasure up before his eyes, alone 
With his great need, feeling the won- 

drous coins 
Slide through his eager fingers, one by 
one. 

So then the dream was true. The angel 

brought 

One broad piece only; should he take 
all theset 

Who would be wiser, in the blind, drnnh 

woods ? 

The loser, doubtless rich, would scarcely 

miss 

This dropped emmb from a taUe always 

full. 

Still, wliili; he mused, he seemed to hear 

tlie cry 

Of a starved child ; the sick fsce of his 

wife 

Tempted )iim. Heart and flesh in fierce 

revolt 

Urged the wild license ot his savage 

youth 

Against his later scruples. Bitter toil, 
Prayer, fasting, dread of blame, and pit- 
iless eyes 

To watch his halting, — had he lost for 

these 

The freedom of the woods ; — the hunt- 
ing-grounds 
Of lia})py s|nrits for a walled-in heaven 
Of everlasting psahns f One healed the 

sick 

Vety far off thousands of moons ago : 
Had he not prayed him night and day to 

come 

And cure his bed-bound wifef Was 

there a hell ? 
Were all his fothers* people writhing 

there — 

Like tlie poor shell-fish set to Iwil alive — 
iorever, dying never? If he kept 

OS gold, so needed^ would the dnad- 
fblGod 



Torment him like a Mohawk's captive 
stadk 

With slow-consuming splinters f Would 

the saints 

And the white angels dunce uud luugh 

to see him 
Burn like a pitch-pine torch t Hit 

Cliristiaii j^arb 
Seemed lulling iruui him ; with the fear 

and shame 
Of Adam naked at the cool of day, 
He gszed around. A black snake lay in 

ooil 

On the hot sand, a crow with sidelong 

eye 

Watched from a dead bough. All his 

Indian lore 
Of evil blending with a convert's fidth 
In the supernal terrors of the Book, 
He saw the Tempter in the co^ng 

snake 

And ominous, black-winged bird ; and 

all the while 
The low relnikiiip; of the distant wares 
Stole in upon him like the voice of 

God 

Among the trees of Eden. Ourding 

up 

His soul s loins with a resolute hand, he 
thrust 

The base thonght from him: "Nan- 

haught, he a man I 

Starve, if ni * d be ; but, while yon live, 
look out ' 

From honest eyes on all men, un- 
ashamed. 

God help me ! I am deacon of the 

church, 

A baptized, praying Indian 1 Should I 
do 

This secret meanness, even the barken 

knots 

Of the old trees would turn to eyes to 

see it, 

The birds would tell of it, and all the 

leaves 

Whisper al>ove me : 'Nauhaught is a 
thief!' 

The sun would know it^ and the stam 

that hide 

Behind his light would watch me, and 
at night 

Follow me with thdr sihaip^ accusing 

eye^. 

Yea, thou, God, seest me 1 " Then 

Nanhanght drew 
GkMrhiahsilt of Isathsr. dnllinftthna 
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The pain of hunger, and walked bzarely 

hack 

To the brown fishing^hamlet hy the 
sea; 

And, pausing at the iun*dow, cheerily 

asked : 

«• Who hath loet anght to^y !" 

•M," said twice; 
**Ten goldon piocos, in a silken ymrsf^. 
Hy daughter's Uaudiwork. " He looked, 
ami lo ! 

One stood lx'fon> Idm in a coat of fneie, 
And the ghized hat of .1 scafariiij^ man, 
fihrewd-fiiccd, hroad-sliouldered, with 

no trace uf wiugs. 
ICarvelling, he dropped within the 

stranger's hand 
The silkon web^ and turned to go his 

way. 

Bat the n»n said : A tithe at least is 

yours ; 

Take it in God*8 name as an honest 

man." 

And as the deacon's dusky fingers closed 
Over the golden gift, "Yea, in God's 

name 

I take it, \vith a poor man's tlianksy" 
he said. 

So down the street that, like a xiTer of 

sand, 

Ran, wliite in sunshine, to the summer 



He sought his home^ singing and prais- 
ing God ; 

And when his neighbors in their careless 
way 

Spoke of the owner of the silken pnrse — 
A Wellfieet skipper, Icnown in every 

port 

That the Cape opens in its sandy wall — 
He answered, with a wise smile, to him- 
self: >. 
** I saw the angel where they see a man. " 



IK 8CH00IM)ATS. 

Still sits the school-house by the road, 

A ragged beggar sunning ; 
Around it still tne sumax^ graWi 

And blackbeity-vines are nmniog. 

Within, the master's desk is seen, 

Deep scarred by raps official ; 
The warping floor, the battered seati^ 
The jack-knii'e's carved initial; 



Tlio cban'oal fro>;ros on its wall ; 

Its door's worn .sill, bt^ti-aying 
ThB feet that, creeping slow to school. 

Went storming out to playing t 

Long years uc'o a winter sua 

•Shone over it at setting; 
Lit up its western window-panes, 

And low eaves* icy fretting. 

It touolu'd the tangled golden curls. 
And brown eyes lull of giieving, 

Of one who still her steps delayed 
When all the school were learing. 

For near her stood the little boy 

Her childish favor singled : 
His cap pulled low npoo a &ee 

Where pride and shame were mingled. 

Pushing with restless feet the snow 
To right and left, he lingered ; — 

As restlessly her tiny hamu 
The blue-checked apron fingered* 

He saw lirr lift her eyes ; he felt 
The soft hand's light caressing. 

And heaid the tremole <tf her v<aoe^ 
As if a Ikult confessing. 

'* I *m sorry that T s]»elt the word; 

1 hate to go above you, 
Because,** — the brown eyes lower 
fell,— 

Because, yon see^ I love you 1 " 

Still memory to a gray-haired man 
That sweet child-face is showing. 

Dear girl 1 the grasses on her grave 
Have forty yean been growing I 

He lives to leani, in life's hard school. 
How few who jrass above him 

Lament their triumph and his leas, 
like her, — because they love him. 



GARIBALDI. 

Ik tranre and dream of old, Ck)d*s 

prophet saw 
The casting down of thrones. Thon, 

watching lone 
The hot Saidiniftn coast-line, htiy 

hilled. 
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Where, fringing round Caprera's rocky 
zone 

With foam, the daw iraTes gather and 

witliilmw, 
Behold'st the vision of the seer ful- 
' fiUed, 

And hear'at the aea-winda hardened 

with a sound 
Of fulling chains, as, one by one, un- 
bound, 

The nations lift their right hands up 

and swoar 
Their oath of frecflom. From the 
chalk-white wall 
Of England, from the black Carpathian 

range, 

Along the Danube and the Tlieiss, 

through all 
The passes of the Spanish Pyrenees, 
And from the Seine's thronged hanks, 

a nmrmur strange 
And glad lioats to thee o'er thy sum- 
mer seas 

On the salt wind that stirs thy whiten- 
ing hair, — 
The song of freedom's bloodless 
victories ! 

B^ice, O Garibaldi! Thongh thy 

sword 

failed at Rome's gates, and blood 

seemed vainly poured 
Where, in Christ's name, the crownM 

infidel 

Of France wrought murder with the 
arms of hell 
On that sad monntain slope whose 
ghostly dead, 
TTnniindrul of the gray exorcist's Imn, 
Walk, unappeased, the duunbered Vat- 
ican, 

And draw the cnrtains of Napoleon's 

bed ! 

God 's providence is not blind, but, full 

of eyes. 

It searches all the refuges of lies; 

And in His time and way, the aooarsed 

things 

Before whose evil feet thy battle- 
gage 

Has clashed defiance from hot youth 

to age 

Shall perish. All men shall be priests 

and kings, — 
One royal brotherhood, one chorch 

made free 
By love, which is the law of liberty 1 



AFTER ELECTION. 

The day's sharp strife is ended now, 
Our work is done, (lod knowctli h<»\v! 
As on the thronged, unrest! ul tuwu 
The patience of the moon looks down, 
I wsat to hear, beside the w ii-e, 
Tiie YoiGes of its toQgoes of hre. 

Slow, doubtful, faint, they seem at first; 

Be strong, my heart, to- know the worat! 
Hark ! — there the Alleghajii* s spok*^; 
That sound from lake and i>rairic broke. 
That sunset-gun of triumpli rent 
The silence of a continent! 

That signal from Nebraska s]irung. 
This, from Nevada's mountain tongue! 
Is that thy answer, strong and free^ 
O loyal heart of Te nnessee ? 
What strange, glad voice is that which 
calls 

Fkom Wagner's grave and Snmter^s 
wallsl 

From Mississippi's fountain-head 
A sound as of the bison's tread ! 
There rustled tVeedom's Charter Oak f 

In that wild burst the Ozarks spoke ! 
Cheer answers cheer from rise to set 
Of sun. We have a country yet ! 

The praise, O Cod, be thiiu' alonci 
Thou givest not for brmd a stone; 
Thou hast not led us 1 hrough the night 
To blind lis with returning light ; 
Not through the fnmacehave wepassedj 
To pensh at its mouth at last. 

0 night of peace, thy flight restrain ! 
November's moon, he slow to wane! 
Shine on tlie freed man's cal)in floor, 
On brows of pi*ayer a blessing ]K)ur ; 
And give, with full assurance blest. 
The weaiy heart of Freedom restl 
1868. 



ICT TRIUMPH. 

The autunm-time has come; 
On woods that drvam of bloom, 
And over pun)ling vines, 
The low sun lainter shines. 

The aster-flower is failing, 
The hazel's gold k paling; 
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Tet owtsbmd man tmr 
The eternal eUn appear! 

And present gratitude 
Inauies the fiitiue's good. 
And for the thiugs I see 
I trust the things to be; 

That in the patha nntrod. 

Ami the long days of God, 
^ly ft'et .shall still be led, 
My heart be comforted. 

O liTing finanda who lore met 

0 dear on«*s gone above me J 
Careless of other fame, 

1 leare to you my name. 

Hide it from idle pmises. 

Save it from evil i>hrase8 : 

Why, when dear lips that spake it 

Are dumb^ should strangers wake it! 

Ijct the thick curtain fall; 
I better know than all 

How little I have gained. 
How vast the nnattained. 

Kot by the page word-painted 
Let life bemmned or sainted : 
Deeper than written scroll 
The colors of the souL 

Sweeter than any sung 

My songs that found no tooglie; 

JJobler than any fact 

My wish that failed of act. 

Others slmll sing the saag. 
Others shall ri<^'ht the wrongs — 
Finish wliat I Iw^gin, 
And all. 1 fail of win. 

"What matter, T or theyl 
Mine or anctlHT'.s day, 
So the right word be said 
'And life the sweeter madet 

ITail to the coming singers! 
Hail to the brave light-bringers 1 
Forward I reach and share 
All that they sing and dars. 

The airs of heaven blow o'er me; 
A glory shines ^fore me 
Of what mankind shall be, — 
Pure, generous, hiave^ and fiee. 



A dream of man and womaa 

Diviner but still human. 
Solving the riddle old, 
Shaping tlie Age of Gold 1 

The love of God and neighbor; 

An cipuil-handed labor ; 
The ri 'lu r life, where beauty 
Walkii hand in hand with duty. 

Bing, bells in unreared steeplei^ 
The joy of unborn peoples ! 
Sound, trumpets far off blown^ 
Your tiiunipL is my own i 

Parcel and part of all, 

I keep the festival, 
Fore-reach the good to be. 
And share the victory. 

I feel the earth move sunward, 

I join the great march onward. 
And take, Dv faith, while livings 
My freehold of thanksgiving. 

THE HIVE AT GETTY8BU&G. 

Ik the M Hebrew mytli the lioii'a 

frame. 
So terrible alive. 
Bleached by the desert's sun and wind, 
became 

The wandering wild bees* hive ; 
And he who^ lone and naked-handed, 

tore 

Those jawa of death apart, 
lu alter time drew fortii their honeyed 

store 

To strengthen his strong heart. 

Dead seemed tiie legend : but it only 

slept 

To wake beneath our sky ; 
Just on the si)ot whence luvening Trea* 
son crei)t 
Back to its lair to die, 
Bleeding and torn from FreedoiQ*a 
mountain bounds, 
A stsined and shattered dmm 
la now the hiye where, tm their floweiy 
rounds, 
The wild bees go and come. 

Unchallenged by a ghostly sentinel^ 
They wimder wide and hr. 
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Along green 1iiIUdea» atmn wHh shot 

and shell, 
Tlirough vales once choked with war. 
The low reveille of their battle-ilrum 

DistnitM no moiuing prayer ; 
With deeper peace in tmnmer noons 
their hum 
Fills all the drowsy air. 

And Samson'f riddle is oor own to- 
day, 

Of swct?tnoR.s from the stron;:^^ 
Of union, peace, aud freecloni plucked 
away 

From the rent laws of wrong. 
From Treason's death we draw a purer 
life. 

As, from the beast he slew, 

A sweetness sweeter for his hittOT Strife 
The old-time athlete drew 1 



HOWARD AT ATLANTA. 

Right in the track where Sherman 

Ploughed his red furrow, 
Out of the narrow cabin. 

Up from tlie cellar's buirow. 
Gathered the little black ix'ople. 

With freedom newly dowered, 
Where^ beside their Northern teacher, 

Stood the soldier, Howard. 

He listened aud heard the children 
Of the Door and louff-enslaTM 

Reading tne words of Jesus, 
Sinjfing the son<^ of David. 

Behold i — the dumb lips speaking 
The blind eyes seeing ! 

Bones of the Prophet's visioiL 
Wanned into being! 

Tmnsfbrmed he saw them passing 

TlK'ir new hfe's portal I 
Almost it seemed the mortal 

Put on the immortal. 
No more with the beasts of burden, 

No more with stone and clod. 
But crowned with ^hiry and honor 

In the image of God 1 

There was the hnmsn chattel 

Its manhood taking ; 
There, in each dark, brown statOC^ 

A soul was waking ! 
The man of many battles, 

With tean his eyelids pleasing^ 



Stretched orer those dnsky foreheads 
His one.anned blessingi 

And he said : " Who hears can neyer 
Fear for or doubt yoa ; 

Wluit shall I tell the children 

Up North about you ?" 
Then ran round a wliis[>er, a mormar, 

Some answer devising ; 
And a little boy stood up : " Hassay 

Tell 'em we 're rising I 

O black boy of Atlanta I 
Bat half was spoken : 
The slave's chain and ibib mu^beft 

Alike an* broken. 
The one cun>e of the races 

Held both in tether: 
They are rising, — all are rising. 

The black and white together 1 

O braye men and fidr women 1 
III comes of hate and scorning: 

Shall the dark faces only 

Be turned to morning ? — 
Make Time your sole avenger, 

All-healing, all-redressing ; 
Meet Fate h;i!f-\v.ay, andmakeit 

A joy and blessing 1 



TO LTDIA MARIA CHILD, 

ON BEADING HER POEM IN THK 
STAKDABO." 

TfiE sweet spring day is glad with music. 
But through li sounds a sadder strain ; 

The worthiest of our narrowing circle . 
Singi Ixnin^s diiges o'er s^dn. 

0 woman greatly loved ! I join thee 
In tender memories of our friend; 
With thee across the awful spaces 
The greetuig of a soul I send! 

What cheer hath he ? How is it with 
him f 

Wliere lingers he this weary while ? 
Over what pleasant fields of Heaven 
Dawns the sweet sunrise oi' his smile f 

Does he not know our feet are treading 
The earth hard down on Slavery's 
grave? 

That, m tm erowninff 6xnltatknis» 
We niss the channjiis piesenoe gave t 
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"Why on this spring air comes iio wlus' 
per 

Frohi liira to tell us all is well ? 
"Why to our Howcr-time comes HO token 
Oi lily and oi' aspliodel { 

I feel the unutterable longing, 
Thy hunger of the heart is uiino ; 

I reach and gro|)e ior liauds iu durkucss, 
My ear grows sharp for Toice or sign. 

Still on the lips of all we que^stion 
The finger of God's silence lies ; 

Will the lost hands in ours be folded? 
IViU the shut eyelids ever rise I 

O friend ! no proof beyond this yearning, 
Tills outreach of our hearts, we need ; 

God will not mock the hope He giveth, 
2{o love He prompts shall Tainly 
plead. 

Then let us streteh our hands in dark- 
ness, 

Ana call oar loved ones o*er and o'er ; 
Some day their arms shall dose about 

lis, 

And the old voices speak once more. 

-Ko dreary splendors wait our coming 
"Where rapt ghost sits from ghost 
apart ; 

Homeward we go to Heaven's thanks- 
giving, 

The harrest-gatheriog of the heart 



THE PBATSIUSEEKER. 

Along the aisle where prayer was made 
A woman, all in black arrayed, 
Close- veiled, between the kneeling host, 
With gliding motion of a ghost, 
Passed to the desk, and laid thereon 
A scroll which bore these words alone, 
Pray for me/ 

Back from the place of worshipping 
She glided like a guilty thing : 
The rustle of her draperies, stirred 
By hurrying foet, aloiio was licard ; 
Whilo, t'uU of awe, the preacher lead. 
As out into the dark t>he sped : 
"Awy/ormsy" 



Back to the night from whence she 
came. 

To unimagiued grief or shame ! 
Across the tlnvshold of that door 
None knew the burden that slie bore; 
Alone she left the written scroll. 
The legend of a troubled soul, — 
Praif/orme/ 

Glide on, poor ghost of woe or sin 1 
Thou leaVst a eomnion need within ; 
Each bears, like thee, some nameleiM 

weight. 
Some misery inarticulate^ 
Some secret sin, some shrouded dread. 
Some household sorrow all unsaid. 

Fraifftrua/ 

Pass on f The type of all thou art» 

Sad witness to tlic common heart ! 
With face in veil and s^al on lip. 
In mute and strange companionship^ 
Like thee we wander to and fix>, 
DumUy imploring as we go : 
JPtoffJorusf 

Ah, who shall pray, since he who 



Our want perchance hath greater needs? 
Yet tliey who make their loss the gain 
Of others shall not a^ik iu vain. 
And Heaven bends low to hear the 
prayer 

Of love fnun lips of self-despair : 
Fray for us / 

In vain remorse and fear and hate 
Beat with bruised hands agsiinst a fote 
Wliose walls of iron only move 
And open to the touch of love. 
He only feels his burdens fall 
Who^ taught by suffering, pities sU, 
Fray for us I 



He pmyetli best who leaves un( 
The mystery of another's breast. 
Why checks grow pale, why eyes o'er- 
tlow. 

Or heads are whiie^ thou need'st not 
know. 

Enough to note by many a sign 
That every heart hatli needs like thine. 
Fray for uat 
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A SPIRITUAL MANIFESTATION. 

AT THB president's LEVEE, BROWN 
WXTVEBBITY, 29Tii 6Ta MOMTU, 1870. 

To-DAT the plant by Williams set 
Its summer bloom discloses ; 

The wil«lin;rr sweetbrior of his prayers 
Is crowned with, cultured roses. 

Once more the Island State n>peats 

The losson that he taught lier, 
And lauds Ids poarl of ohai ity 
UpoQ her browu-locked daughter. 

Is *t fancy that he watches still 
His Providence plantations ? 

That still the careful Founder takes 
A part on these occasions t 

Methinks I sop tliat reverend f*^rm, 
Which all of us so well know : 

He rises up to speak ; he jogs 
The presidential elbow 

"Good friends," he sayc^ "y«*<i reap a 

held 

I sowed in self-denial, 

For toleration had lis giiefil 
And charity its triaL 

• 

''Great grace, as saith SSr Thomas 

More, 

To him must needs he ffir<»n 
Who heureth heresy and leaves 
The heretic to Heayen 1 

"I hear again the snuffled tonSi^ 

I see iu iln-ary vision 
Dyspeptic drcauiera, spirit ua^ bores. 

And prophets with a mission. 

" Ea(di zealot thrust hefoiv my eyes 
His Scripture-carbled label ; 

All creeds were shouted in my ears 
As with the tongues of BalieL 

** Scourged at one cart- tail, each de- 
. nied 

, The hope of every other ; 
£ach martyr shook his luamltMl fist 
At the conscience of his brother I 



*' How cleft the dreanr drone of man 

The diriller pipe of woman. 
As Gorton led his saints elect. 

Who held all things in common I 

"Their gay robes trailed in ditch and 

swamjs 

And toru by thorn and thicket, 
The daucing-gii'lii of 31erry Mount 
Came dragging to my wicket. 

"Shrill Anabaptists, shorn of ears; 

( itay \vitch-\viv(3s, hobbliiifij slowly ; 
And Autinomiuus, tree of law. 

Whose very sins were holy. 

"Hoarse ranters, crazed Fifth Moo* 

archists. 

Of stripes and bondags bragg-arts. 
Pals Churchiiii n, with singed rubrics 

snati'lifd 

From Pun tunic fagots. 

" And last, not least, the Quakers came^ 

With tongues still sore from burning. 
The Bay State's dust from oil' their 
feet 

Before my threshold spuming ; 

" A motley host, the Lord's drhris. 
Faith's odds and ends together; 
Well might I shrink from guests witli 

lungs 

Tough as their breeches leather : 

"If, when the hangman at their heela 
Came, ro[>e in hand to catoh them, 

I took the huntcil outcasts iii, 
1 never sent to fetch them. 

'* I fed, but spared them not a whit; 

T gave to all who walked in, 
Not clams and succotash alone, 
But stronger meat of doctrine. 

" I proved the prophets fidse, I pricked 

The bubble of pci ffction, 
And cla]iped upon their inner light 

The snuffers of election. 

"And, looking back wnrd <^vt my times. 
One thing, at least, I m prouO lor i 
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I kept mck ■eetaiy's dish aptrt, 
And nude nospiritttal cnowder. 

•'"Wliere now the bk-uding signs of sect 
Would piuEtle their Msorter, 

The diy-sfiod Quaker kept the land, 
Tlui iiaptist held the water. 

" A eommon coat now senres fbr lioth, 

TIu' luit '« no more a llxtuu' ; 
And which waa wet and which was 
dry, 

Who knows in such a mixture ? 

•'Well! ITo who £uhioned Peter's 

dr«';im 

To bless them all is able ; 
i^nd bird and beast and creeping thing 
Hake dean npon His table 1 

•*T walked by my own light ; but when 

The ways of fiuth divided, 
Was I to force unwilling' feet 

To tieadthe path that 1 did? 

I touched the garment-hem of truth, 

Yet saw not all its splendor ; 
I knew enou^^li of <loul)t to feel 
for every conscience tender. 

" QoA left men free of choice^ as whim 

His Eden-trees were planted ; 
Because they chose amiss, should 1 
Deuy the giit He gi-anted ? 

" So, with a common sense of need^ 

Our common weakness feeling 
I lett them with myself to God 
And His all-gracious dealing I 

*'I kept Tlis plan whose rain and sun 
To taif^ an<l wlieat are pvcn ; 

And if the ways to hell were free, 
I left them free to heaven I '* 

Take heart with ns, O man of old, 
Soul-freedom's brave confessor. 

So love of God and man wax stroog, 
Let sect and creed be lessor. 

The jarring discords of thy day 
In ounone hymn ara swelling ; 

The wandering feet, tlic severed paths^ 
All seek onr father's dwelling. 

And slowly learns the world the truth 
That makes ns all thy debtor, — 



That holy life is mors than tite^ 
And spirit mon than letter ; 

That they who differ pole- wide serve 
Peichance tiie common Master, 

And other aheep He hath than they 
Who grsse one nazrow pasture 1 

For truth's worst foe is he who claims 

To act as God's avenger, 
And deems, beyoiul his seiitry-bea^ 
The crystal walls in danger 1 

Who sets for heresy his trans 

Of verbal quirk and quibble. 
And weeds the ganlen of the Lord 
With Satan's boiTOwed dibble. 

To-day our hearts like organ keys 
One Master's touch are feeling ; 

The branches of a common Vine 
Have only leaves <^ heeling. 

ro-workers, yet from varied fields. 
We share this restful nooning ; 

The Quaker with the Baptist here 
Believes in dose communing. 

Forgive, dear saint, the ])layful tone^ 
Too light lur thy deservine ; 

Thanks for thy generous faith in maan^ 
Thy trost in God unswerving. 

Still echo in the hearts of men 
The words that thou hast spoken ; 

No forge of hell can weld agam 
The fetten thou hast broken. 

The pilgrim needs a pass no more 

From Roman or Genevau ; 
Thoiiglit-free, no ghostly tollman keeps 

Henceforth the road to Heaven 1 



«<THE LAUBELS." 

AT THE TWENTIETH AND LAST 'ANNI- 
VERSARY. 

From these wild rocks 1 look to-day 
O'er leagues of dancing waves, and 
see 

The far, low ooast'line stretch away 
To where our river meets the sea. 

The light wind blowing off the land 
Is burdened with old voices ; thnmi^ 
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Shut eyes I see how lip and hand 
The greeting of old days nnew. 

0 friends whose hearts still keep their 

prime, 

Whose bright example warms and 

cheers, 

Ye teach us how to smile at Time, 
And set to music all his years 1 

• 

1 thank you for sweet summer days. 

For pleasant nieniones lingering lon|^ 
For joyful meetings, fond delays. 
And ties of friendship woven strong. 

As for the last time, side by side. 
You tread the patlis familiar grown, 

I reach across the severing tide, 
And blend my finewdls with your 
own* 

Hake lOCHn, 0 river of our home t 
For other feet in place of oars. 

And in the summers yet to come, 
Make glad another'Feast of Flowen ! 

Hold In thy mirror, calm and dee^ 

The pleasant pictures thou liast seen ; 
Forget thy lovers not, but ki-cp 
Our moTiiory like thy laurels green. 

ISLBS or Shoals, 1th mo.^ 1870. 



HYMN 

VOB TEB OBLBBBATION OF BKANOIPA- 
TION AT KBWBUKTPOET. 

KoT nnto ns who did but seek 

The word that bunicd within to tpeak^ 

Not unto us this day belong 
The triumph aud exultant song. 

Upon us fell in early yonth 

Tne burden of unwelcome truth, 
And^left us, weak and frail aud few. 
The censor's painful work to do. 

Thenceforth our life a fight became, 
The air we breathed was hot with 
blame; 



For not with gauged and softened tone 
We made m bondman's cause onr 



own. 

We bore, as Fi-eedom's hoi>e forlorn. 
The private hate, the nublic scorn ; 
Yet held thloa|^ all tne ^mths we trod 
Out Mth in man and trust in God. 

We prayed and hoped ; but atill, with 

awe, 

The coming of the sword we saw ; 
We heard the nearing steps of doom. 
We saw the shade of things to come 

In gi-ief which they alone can f<'<d 
Who from a mother's wrong anneal. 
With blended lines of fear and uope 
We cast our countiy^s horoscope. 

For still within her house of life 
We marked the lurid sign of strife. 
And, poisoning and imbittering all. 
We saw the star of Wormwood lalL 

Deep as our love for her became 
Our hate (tf all that wrou^t her shame, 
And if, thereby, with tongue and pen 
We enred, — we were but mortal men. 

We hoped for peace ; onr eyes snrvey 
The blood-red dawn of Freedom's day \ 
We pniyed for love to loose the chain; 
'T is shorn by battle's axe in twain J 

Nor skill nor strength nor zeal of ours 
Has mine<l aud heaved the hostile 
towers ; 

Not by our hands is turned the key 
That sets the sighing captives free. 

A redder sea than Egypt's wave 
Is piled and parted for the slave ; 
A darker doud moves on in light ; 
A fiercer fire is guide by night I 

The praise, 0 Lord ! is Thine alone, 
In Tny own way Thy woik is done I 
Our i)oor gifts at Thy feet we cas^ 
To whom be gloiy, fiist and last 1 
1865. 
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THE PENNSYLVAMA PILGRIM, 



AND OTHER POEM& 



f BANCIS DANIEL PASTOKIUS. 

The bcffinning of German etnij^ration to Amer- 
ica may be tiucixl to the perrioual intiueiice of 
William Penn, who in 1677 Tl/dted the Continent, 
And made the arquaintanee of an intelligent and 
liifrhly cultivated circle of Pietlstn, or Mystics, 
v.io, n \i\i!i^ in tht; seventeenth tenturv thr 
spiritual ftiith ami wor-liip of Tauter aud tlir 
" Friemte of Qod " in the fourteenth, gftthercd 
•bout tbejputor Spener, and ibe young and 
beantlftil Eleonorm Johanna Ton Merlao. In 
thi-' circle ori,nn:iteil the Franlcfort Land Com- 
pmy, \shich bou;;lit of \niliu» Penn, the GoT- 
ernnr of Pennsylvania, atfaelof Imm DMT Che 
new city of PhiiaUelphia. 

Theeompanj*8affentin the New World visa ria- 
Ing young lawyer, Francis Daniel Pastoriu^, son of 
Judjr«" Pa^toriuf", of VVindshelm, who, at the agi' ol 
ievento II, eufereil the University of Altorf. lie 
s'udietl l;i>v ut Stru.sburg, Ikisle, and Jeoa, and at 
Batisbon , the tH;at of the Inijx'rial Qovernmcut, 
obtained a practical knowledge of international 
poi i ty . SnoceaBftil In all his examlnattons and dlA- 

putatioDfl, he receiveil the di jrrp<' r»f Doctor of I^w 
at NuremlH-rj; in In li)7!J he was ,i luw-le -tnr- 

erat Frankfort, where he Ix-crmie deepl v interc-ifed 
in the teachings of Dr. Spener. In 1080-81 ho 
iraTelled in France, England, Ireland, and Italy 
with his frieud Uerr Von Rodeck. " I was," he 
Bays, " srlad to enjoy asjjiin the company of niy 
r^hristiiin friemls, rather than b« with Von 
Rodeck le^t-sting aud lUincing.'' In 1683. in com- 
pnny with a smull number of German Friends, he 
emigrated to Amerioa, settling npon the Fraiilc- 
Ibrt Company's tract netween tiie Sehtiylkill and 
tlr» Delaware Rivers. The township wx^ di- 
vided into four hamlets, namely, Ciermautown, 
Krisheini, Crefiold, iind Soinmerhauscn. Soon 
after his arrival he united himself with the Soci- 
ety of Friends, and became <»« of tta neat able 
and devoted niMnbers, m well «h the recogniziMi 
head and lawgiver of the fiettlemcn*:. He mar- 
ried, two years after hi.s arrival, .\nneke (Anna), 
daughter of Dr. Klosterman, of Muhlheim. 

In tiic year 1(J88 he drew up a memorial 
against slaveholdtng, which was adopted by the 
German town Friends and sent np to oie Monthly 
RIeeting, and thcnre to the Yearly MetHiug at 
Philadelphia. It is notewortliy lus the first pn>- 
tet<t made by a religious bixly against Negro 
Shivery. The original dociunent waa dipcovered 
in 1844 by the Philadelphia antiquarian, Nathan 
Kite, and published in "The Friend''* (Vril. 
XVIII. No. 16). It is a bold and direct appeal 
to the best instincts of the heart " Have not,'' 
h" &<tkB, these negroes as much rigiit to fight 
for their freedom aa yon have to keep tlMm 
alaves?" 

Under the wise direction of Pastorins, the 

Oermantown Pcttlcni ent irn^w aiiil prospered. 
The inhabitants planted orchards nw\ viiie_\ards, 
and surrounded tiieuiselve.s with souvenirs of 
their old home. A large number of them were 



linen-iaeaTan, as well as small temen. The 
Quakers www the prinelpa] met, bat men of aU 

religions were tolerated. ai:d lived together in 
harmony. In lf)92 Richard Frame published, In 
what he callcii vi-r.-e, a " De.scrii)tion of I'enns}'!* 
vania,'' in which he alludes to the settlement: — 

" The German town of which I >poke before, 
NVhich b at leant in length one mile or more, 
M'herc lives High Ueinian people and Low Ontchf 
Vliose trade in weaving linen cloth it much,— 
There prow* the fax. as bIso vou may know 
'I'liiit friiiii (lie sHii.i lilt V do divide Hie toW» 
Their trade suits wcU their habitation,— 
We find coaTeniraeetHr their oeeapatian.* 

Paatorius Feems to have been on intimate 
terms with William Penn, Thomas Lloyd, Cliief 
Justice Logan, Thomas Stoiy, and other uadfaig 

ir.vu in the Province iKloit^rinp his own re- 
ligious .society, ns also with Kolpius, the learned 
Mystic of the WL«!?ahickon, with the pastor of 
the Swedes* churchi and the leaders of tiw 
Mfineonltfls. He wrote a totcription of Penn- 
Fvlvania, wh5ch was published at Frnnkfort and 
Leipsic in 1700 and 1701. His " Lives of the 
Faints," etc., written in German ami dedicated 
to I'rf.f ."^i huruiberg. his old teacher, was pub- 
lK-.iie(i in 1C90. He left behind btan many nn- 
publislu^ manuscripts covering a Teiy wide range 
of subject.**, most of which are now lost. One 
huge manuscript folio, entitled " Hive reeslock, 
Melliotrophcum Alucar, or Rusca Apiimi,'- still 
remains, contldning one thousand pages wi^h 
about one hundred Unea to a page. 1 1 is a med- 
ley of knowledge and flmcy, history, philoeopliy, 
and poetr\ , written in seven languages. A large 
portion of ills po< try v devoted to the plea.sures 
of gardening, the description of flowers, and the 
care of bees. The following specimen of his 
punning Latbn is addwesed to an orchaid-pOp 
lerer : — 

" Qoii'Quis in h»c fhrtim reptaa Tizidaria nostra 
Tnngere fitllaci poma raveto nana. 
Si non obsequttis Ikxit Ueua onine quod opto* 
Cam malls noctris ut mala eonct* leanas." 

Profas^or Oswald Si idcnsticker, to whopc pa- 
pers In JDer Dmuche Pioneer and tiiat able peri- 
odical the "Penn Monthly," of Philadelphia, I 
am in lel^fed for many of the fore<rning facts in 
H'gard to the Clennan pilgrims of the New \Vorld, 
thus closes his notice of Pcstoriufl : — 

"No tombstone, not even a record of burial. 
Indieatea where his remains have found their lasi 
resting-place, and the pardonable desire to asso- 
ciate the homage due to this distinginshed man 
with sonie visible memento cannot ho pratified. 
There is no reason to suppose that he was in- 
temd In any other place than the Friends' old 
btuyinMnmnd in Germantovn, though the 
Ihet to not attested by any deflnfte somee of In- 
formation. After all, this obliteration of the 
last trace of his earthly existence is but typical 
of what ha." overtaken the times which he repre- 
sents i thai Genaantowu wiuch he ibuaded, wiiich 
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■awUm live and more, \n at present but a q«a?nt 
Idyl of the past, almcMt a myth, barely rcuiim- 
bereJ and little caiedJbrlqr the kMOMrxua tlttl 

has succeeded." 

The Pilgrims of Plynouth have not lacked 
historian and poet. Justioe has been done to 
their Ikith, courage, and ■elf-aarriflce, and to 
the iiii;^htA iiillueuce of their endeavors toc^t^ib- 
lL<b rigiitcou-sness on the earth. The Qual(cr 
pilgrims of i>cnn.sylvania, m;king the Mine ob- 
ject bjr dUbrent means, have not been equaiJiy 
rortnnate. The power of their testimoDy Ibr 
truth anil holiness, peace and fretdoni, cnforted 
only by what Milton calls " theunresi^titile nii^lit 
of meekne-is, ' Ikis been felt through two centu- 
rien in tiie amelioration of penal severities, the 
abolition of slavery, the reform of the erring, the 
relief of the poor and suficriug, — felt, in brief, 
in every step of human progress. But of the 
men thcmselve.'*, with the single exception of 
William Pcnn, scarcely anything Ih known. 
Con troMted, from the outset, with the stern, ag- 
gressive Puritans of New England, they have 
come to be r^rded as ** a feeble folk," with a 
peCBOIULlitr aa doubtful a.s their unrccor>led 
graves. They wi n- not hoMier- , like Miles Stand- 
irtli ; they h;iil no figuit; so i)ieturesiiue as Vane, 
no leader so ra.ihly bravo and haughty as Endi- 
cott. No Cotton Mather wrote their Mafnialia ; 
they had no awful drama of supernatuniiiMn in 
which Sttan and his angels were actors; and the 
only witch mentioned in their nimple annals w jls 
n poor old Swedish woman, who, on comphiint 
of her countrywomen, was tried and iicnuitted of 
everything but imbecility and foUjr. Nothing hut 
commonplace offlces of cfviUtiy earae to pam be- 
tween them and the Tndian.'i ; indeed, their ene- 
mie.s taunted them with the fact that the 8avagc8 
.lid not regard them a.s Chri!*ti.ins, but just such 
men as themselves. Yet it n>u:»c be apparent to 
every careful observer <Kr tiie progress of Ameri- 
can civilisation that its two principal cum^nts 
had their sourres in the entirely oppwite direc- 
tions of the I'urit'tu aii'l Qu iker coloniL'S. To 
use the word* of a late writer : * " The historicjil 
forces, with vrbleh no others may be compared in 
their infloenee on tlw people, have been those of 
the Puritan and the Quaker. The strength of 
the one wns in the confession of an invisible 
Presence, a righteous, eternal W'iil, which would 
establish righteousness on earth ; and thence 
aroM the conviction of a direct personal xespon* 
libtllty, which could be tempted by no external 
splendor and could be shaken by no internal 
agitation, and could not be evaded or tran-ferred. 
The stn'u,'fli (if tlie nthiT w.is tiie witness in the 
human spirit loan eternal Word, an Inner Voice 
which spoke to each alone, while yet It ipoke to 
every man ; a Ught which each was to follow, 
and which yet was the light of the world ; and 
all other voices were silent before this, and the 
solitary jKith whither it led was more sacred than 
thi' worn ways of cathedral-aisles." 

It will be sufficiently wparent to the reader 
that, in the poem which IbllowH, T have attempted 
nothing twyond a study of the life and times of 
the Pennsylvania colonist, — a simple picture of 
a noteworthy man and his locality. The colors 
of u»y sketch are all very mhcr, toned doWn to 
the quiet and dreamy atmo.«phere through which 
its Bul^t is Tleible. Whether, in the glare 
~ tuanilt of the present time, such a picture 

Muiiord's Nation, pp. JW, 936, 



win find favor may well be questioned. I only 
know that it has beguiled for me some hours of 
weariness, and that, whatever may 1k) its meas- 
ure of publio appieaation, it haa been to me U» 
ownzawanL 

j.a.ir. 



Hatl to posterity 1 
Hail, future men of Gennanopolis t 

Let the young generations yet to bo 
Look kindly upon thi.s. 
Think ho\v your fathers left their native 
land, — 

Dear Gennau-land ! 0 sacred 

hearths and homes ! — 
And, where the wild beast roams, 
In patience planned 
New fbrest-nomes fcieyond the mjghly 
sea, 

There undisturbed and free 
To live as brothers of one family. 

What pains and care.s befeu. 
What trials and what fear??, 
Remember, and wherein we have done 
well 

Follow our footsteps, men of coming 

yeai".s ! 

Where we have failed to do 
Aright, or wisely live, 
Be warned by us, the lietter way pur- 
sue, 

And, knowing we were human, even aa 

you. 

Pity us and forgive! 

Farewell, Po.sterity ! 
Farewell, dear Oennany! 
Forevennure farewell 1 

Erom the Latin qfWtuaim Dakib. Pastobim 
ta fA« Ommmtoipit JiMonb. USB. 



P££LUD£. 

I SING the Pilgi-im of a softer clime 
And milder speech than those brave 

men's who brought 
To the iet; and iron of our winter time 
A will as lirm, a weed as stern, and 
wrought 

With one mailed hand, and with the 

other fouglit. 
Simply, as fits my theme, in homely 
rhyme 

I sing the blnoreyed Oennaa Spener 
taught. 
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Thmtgh whose TeOad, mystic faith the 

Inward Li.:^ht, 
Steady aud still, aa easy brightness, 
snoue, 

Tmufiguring all things in its ladiance 

white. 

The garland which his BMsakneas never 

sought 

I bring him ; imat fields of himst 

sown 

With seeds of blessings now to ripe- 
ness grown, 
I bid the sower pass before the lespm' 
sight 



THE PENNSYLVANIA PILGRIM. 

Nbteb in tenderer qniet lapsed the 

day 

Fran Feonsylvania's vales of spring 
away. 

Where, forest-walled, the scaitered ham- 
lets lay 

Along the wedded rivers. One long 
bar 

Of purple cloud, on which the evening 

star 

Shone like a Jewel on a sdmitMr, 

Held the sky's golden g^Kteway. Through 

the deep 

Hash of the woods a murmur seemed to 

creep, 

The Schuylkill whispering in voice of 
sleep. 

AH else was stilL The oxen from their 

])loughs 

Bested ut hust, and from their long day's 

browse 

Came the dun files of Eiisheim's home- 
bound cows* 

And the young city, round whose viigin 
zone 

The rivers like two mighty aims were 

tlirowii, 

Marked by the smoke of evening fixes 
alone, 

Lay in the distance, lovely even then 
With its fair w(»nen and its stately 

men 

Gfadni; the finest ooort of '^nUiam 



Urban yet sylvan; in its roo^-hewn 

frames 

Of oak and pine the dxyads held their 

claims, . 

And lent its streets their plesssnt wood- 
land: 



Anna Pastorius down the leafy lane 
Locked dl^-waid, then stooped to prune 
. agam 

Hervines and aimpliw, with asigh of pain. 

For fivt the streaks of ruddy sunsetpaled 
In the oak clearings and, as dayiigbt 

failed, 

Slow, overhead, the dusky ni^^t-birds 
sailed. 

Agun she looked: between green walls 

of shade. 

With low-bent head as if with sorrow 
weii^hed, 

DtnieL Partorius slowly came and said, 

*' Qod's peace be with thee, Anna ! " 

Then he stood 
Silent before her, wrestlingwith the mood 
Of one who sees the evil and not good. 



enn. 



What is it, my Pastorius t" Aa sho 

spoke, 

A slow, faint smile across his features 
broke. 

Sadder than tears. < 'Dear hearty" hs 
said, "our folk 

" Are even as othen. 'Vea, our good- 
liest Friends 
Are fmil ; our elden have their selfisfar 

ends. 

And few dare trust the Lord to mske 
amends 

" For duty's loss. So even oiir feeble word 
For tiie dumb davesthe startled meet- 
ing heard 
As if a stone its quiet waters stirred; 

" And, as thederk eessed readings there 

began 

A ripple of dissent which downward ran 
In widening circles, as from man to man. 

"Somewhat was said of running before 
sent. 

Of tender fear thstsome their guide oat- 
went, 

Troublere of IsraeL I was aoaree intent 
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OtpSUtj Pticndiv in dumb and pitecmt 

show, 

I mm, methoDght, dark fEicee full of woe. 



** And, in the spirit, I was taken where 
Tbtff toiled and raffeml ; 1 waa nuMie 
aware 

Of shame and wiath iad anguish and 
despair t 

"And while the meeting smothered our 
poor plea 

With cautious phrase, a Yoiee there 

seemed to oe, 
' As ye have done to these ye do to me 1 " 

**9o ft an passed; and the old tithe 

went on 

Of anise, mint, and cumin, till the sun 
Set, leaving still the weightier work 
nndone* 

** Help, for the good man laileth 1 Who 
is strong, 

•If these he weakf Who sliall Tebake 

the wrong. 
If these consent ? How long^ 0 Lord ! 

how long 1 " 

He ceased; and, hound in qiiiitwiiih 

tlie bound, 
With folded anns, and eyes that sought 

the ground. 
Walked mosingly his little garden round. 

About bini, beaded with the falling dew, 
jKare plants of power and herbs of healing 
grew, 

Snch as Van Hehnont and Agrippaknew. 

For, by the lore of Gorlitz' gentle sage, 
Witii uie mild mystacs of his dreamy age 
He read the herMu signs of nature's page^ 

As onee he heard in sweet Yon Merlau's^ 
bowers 

Fair as herself, in boyhood's happy hours, 
The pious Spener read his creed in 
flowers. 

*' The dear Lord give ns patience fsaid 

his wife, 

Touching with finger-tip an aloe, rife 
W^ith leaves sharp-pointed like an Aztec 
knife 



Or Carib spear, a gift to William Fein 
From the rare gardiens of John Evelyn, 
Brought from the Spanish Main hf 

"See this strange plant its steady par- 
pose hold. 

And, year by year, its patient leaves 

unfold. 

Till the young eyes that mftohed it fiitt 
old. 



^'But some time, thou hast told me, 
there shall oome 

A sudden beauty, brightness, and per- 
fume. 

The century-moulded bud shall burst in 
bloom. 

" So may the seed which hath been sown 

to-»lay 

Grow with the years, and, after long 
delay. 

Break into Uoooi, and God'a etemal Yea 

** Answer at last the patient prayers of 
them 

Who now, by fidtk akne^ behold its 

stem 

Crowned with the flowers of Freedom's 
diadem. 

" Meanwhile, to feel and suffer, work 

and wait, 

Remains for us. The wrong indeed is 
great, 

But love and patience oonqner soon or 
late." 

"Wen hast then ssid, my Anna!" 

Tenderer 

Than youth's caress upon the head of 
her 

Pastoriuslaid hishand. "Shall we demnr 

*< Because the vinon tacrieth! In an 
hour 

We dream not of tlis sbw-grown bad 

may flower. 
And what was sown in weakness rise in 

power 1 



Then tbroo^^ the vine-draped door whose 

legend read, 
** Procul este prophani ! " Anna kd 
To where their child upon lii;> little 

bed 
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Looked up and smiled. Dear heart,** 
she flaid, **if we 

Must bearers of a heavy burden be. 
Our boy, God williiii;^ yet the day ahallsee 

When, from the gallery to the farthest 
aeat. 

Slave and alave-owner shall no longer 
meet, 

But all t&t equal at the Master's feet." 

Ou the stone hearth the Uazii^ walnut 

block 

Set the low walls a-glimmer, showed the 

cock 

Kebuking Peter on the Van Wyck elock. 

Shone on old tomes of law and physic, 
side 

By side with Fox and Behmen, played 

at hide 

And seek with Anna, midst her hoose- 
hold pride 

Of flaxen webs, and on the table, bare 
Of costly cloth or silver cup, but where. 
Tasting the fat shads of the Delaware, 

The courtly Penn had pniaed the good- 

wifo's cheer, 
And quoted Horace o*er her home-brewed 

beer» 

Till even giETe Pastorius smiled to hear. 

In such a home, beside the Schuylkill's 

wav(». 

He dwelt in peace with God and man, 

and gave 

Food to the poor and shelter to the slave. 

For all too «;ooTi the New World's scan- 
dal shamed 

The nghtcous code by Penn and Sidney 
framed, 

And men withheld the homan lights 
they claimed. 

And slowly wealth and station sanction 

lent, 

And hanlened ayarice, on its gains in- 
tent. 

Stifled the inward whisper of dissent. 

Yet all the while the burden rested sore 
On tender hearts. At last Pastorius bore 
Their warning messags to the Ghuch's 
door 



In God's name; and the leaven of the 
word 

Wnmght ever after in the tonla who 

heard, 

And a dead conscience in its grave- 
<dothes stirred 

To troubled life, and urged the tsoii. 

excuse 

Of Hebrew eustom, patriarchal ns^ 
Good in itself if evil in abuse. 

Gravely Pastorius listened, not the less 
Discerning through the decent hg-leaf 
dress 

Of the poor plea its shame of selfishm 



One Scripture rule, at least, was unfor- 
got; 

He hid the outcast, and bewrayed him 

not ; 

And, when his prey the human hunter 
sought. 

He scrupled not, while Anna's wise delay 
And proii'ered cheer prolonged the mas- 
ter's stay, 

To qieed the black gnest safdyon hiswaj. 

Yet, who shall guess his bitter grief who 
lends 

His life to some great caose^ and finds 

his friends 
Shame or betray it for their private ends? 

How felt the Master when hb ehoeen 

strove 

In childish folly for their scats above ; 
And that fond mother, blinded by her 
love^ 

Besought him that her son^ beside hia 

throne, 

Might sit on either handt Amidst hia 

own 

A stranger .oft, compauionless and lon^ 

God's priest and prophet stands. The 

martyr's pain 
Is not alone from scourge and cell and 

chain; 

Sharper the pang when, shouting in his 
train. 

His weak disciples by their lives deny 
The loud hosannaa of their daily cry. 
And make theur echo of his tnith s Be^ 
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His forest home no hermit's cell he found, 
Onesta* motley-minded, diew his hearth 

arouml, 

And held armed truce upon its neutral 
ground. 

Their Indian ohieb with hattle-bows un- 

stning, 

Strong, hero-limbed, like those whom 

Homer sung^ 
Ftatorius fancied, when the world was 

youngs 

Came with their tawny women, lithe and 
tall. 

Like bronzes in his Ihend Yon Bodeck'a 

hall, 

Comely, if black, and not unpleasing all. 

There hungry folk in homespun diab and 

gmy 

Drew round his board ou Monthly Meet- 
ing day, 

Genial, lialf many in their fHendly way. 

Or, hapl^, pil^nims from the Fatherland, 
Weak, timid, liomesick, slow to under- 

stand 

The New World's promise, soqght his 
helping hand. 

Or painful Kelpius from his hermit den 
By Wissahickon, maddest of good men, 
Dreamed o'er the Chiliast dreams of 
Petersni. - 

Deep in the woods, where the small 

river slid 

Snake-like in sliade^ the Helmstadt 

Mystic hid. 
Weird as a wizard over arts forbid, 

Rcadins^ the books of Daniel and of John, 
And Beh I n 0 1 ] 's M oroing-Bedness^ through 

the Stone 

01 Wisdom, vouchsafed to his eyes alone. 

Whereby he read what man ne'er read 

before. 

And saw the Tisions man shall see no 

more. 

Till the great angel, striding sea and 

shore, 

Shall hid all flesh await, on land or ships. 
The warning trump of the A{)ocalyp8e, 
Shaiiciing the heavens before the dread 
eclipse. 



Ormeek-eyed Mennonist his bearded chin 
Leimed o^ the gate; or Banter, pure 
within, 

Aired his perfection in a world of sin. 

Or, talking of M home scenes. Op der 

Graaf 

Teased the low back-kg with his shod* 
den staff. 

Till the red embers broke into a laugh 

And dance of ilame^ aa if thej fain would 

cheer 

The rugged face, half tender, half aus- 
tere, 

Touched with the pathoa of a homesick 
tear 1 

Or Shiyter,^ saintly fiunilist, whose wofd 

Aa law the Brethren of the Manor heard. 
Announced the speedy terrors of the 
Lord, 

And turned, like Lot at Sodom, ftom 

his race, 

Above a wrecked world with complsoent 
face 

Riding secure upon his plank of grace I 

Haply, from Finland's birchen groTca 

exiled. 

Manly in thought, in simple ways a 

child, 

His white hair floating round his visage 

mild, 

The Swedish pastor sought the Qnakei'a 

door, 

Pleased from his neighbor's lips to hear 

. once more 
His long-disused and half-foigctten lore. 

For both could baffle Babel's lingual 

curse. 

And speak in Bion's Doric, and rehearse 
Cleanttics' hymn or Yiin^'a sounding 
veiae. 

And ofb Psstorius and the meek old man 

Argued as Quaker and as Lutheran, 
Ending in Christian love, as they hegUL 

With lettend Lloyd on pleassnt moms 

he strayed 

Where Sommerhausen over vales of sliade 
Looked miles away, by every flowsi 
delayed, 
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Or song of bird, happy and free with one | For soul toadied soul ; the spiritual 
W^lored, Bkefcim, tolBtltiBmBmmyiwi 
Over old fields of learning, aad to son 



Himself in Plato's wise philosophies. 
And dreaa with Philo over mysteries 
Whereof the dnaour nerer fiads the 
kijsi 

To touch all themes thought, nor 

weakly stop 
Ksr doubt of tratii, bat kt tiie bneketo 

drop 

Deep dowu and bring the hidden watoB 
up.* 

For there was freedom in that wakening 

time 

Of tender souls; to differ wis not erime; 
13m vandng bells mads tiie poffiset 



On lips unlike was laid the altai^s ooal, 
Tho twhito, ehar 1^ tiadition-odoied, 

stole 

Through the stained oriel of each human 
souL 

Gathered from many aeeti^ the Quaker 

broujB^ht 

His old beliefs, atyusting to thethonght 
That SMTed his soul the oreed his iathets 
tao^t. 

One faith alone, so broad that all man- 
kind 

"Within themselves its secret witness find, 
The soul's communion with the Eternal 
Jlind, 

The Spirit's law, Ifco biwwd Ride and 

Guide, 

Scholar and peasant, lord and serf, allied. 
The poluhed Penn and CromweQ's Iron- 
aido. 

As still in Hemskerck's Quaker Meet- 
ing^^fsce 



By face in Flemish detail, we may trace 
How loo«?p-Tnonthed boOT 
ancestral grace 



may 
and 



fine 



Sat in elose contrsBt, — Hn efipt>1ieaded 

churl, 

Broad niarket-dame, and simple aenring- 

girl 

^y skirt of silk «Bd periwig la «Qri1 



Hade all men equal, none eonld rise 

above 

Nor sink below that level of God's love. 

Bo^ with Ids fusUo BcigliiNnB siltiimf 

down. 

The homespun frock beside the scholar's 

^^gown, 

PartonoB to Ao maiinets of the town 

Added the freedom of the woods, and 
ooueht 

Tlw bookless wisdom by experience 

taught, 

And learned to love his new-found home, 
while not 

Foi^tfiil of the old ; the seasons went 
Their rounds, and somewhat to his spirit 
lent 

Of their own cslm snd measnxelmB «nu 
tent. 

Glad even to tears, he heard the robin 
sLng 

His song of wdodois to ih» Wsstam 

spring, 

And bluebird borrowing from the sky 
his wing. 

And v^hfTi the miracle of autumn came, 
And all the woods with many-colored 
flame 

Of aplendor, awkipg aniMnei^s gmMimss 
tam^ 

Burned, unconsumed, a voice without a 
sound 

Spake to him from each kindled bnab 

.around, 

And made the strange, new landscape 
holy ground! 

And when the bitternorth-wind, keenand 
swiftf 

Swept the white street and ^led the 

dooiyarddrirt, 
He exercised^ as Friends uagjtit say, his 

gift 

Of Terse, Dutch, English, J^tin, Uko 

the hash 

Of com and beans in Indian succotash ; 
Dull, doubtless, but with here and there 
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Of -vil waA fiat coaedt^— the good 

man's play 
Of qniet fancies, meet to while away 
The slow hours measuiing oif an idle day. 

At erening, while his wife pot on her 

look 

Of love's endurance, from ita xdche he 
took 

The written pages of his ponderous book. 

And read, in half the languages of man, 
His " liusca Apium," wiiick with bees 
b^an, 

And,t]izoiigh the gumit of cveatkm lan. 

Or, now and then, the missive of some 
ftisnd 

In gray Altoif or itodAd NSmbeig 

penned 

Dropped in upon him like a guest to 
spend 

Tbib night heneath bia xoof-tiee. 

Mystical. 

The fair Von Merlau spake as waters 
faU 

And voicos sound in diaasHi, and yet 

withal 

* Hnman and sweet, as !f eacli far, low 

tone. 

Over the roses of her gardens blo^vn 
Brougkt the warm sense of beauty all 
her own. 

Wise Spener qne^stioned what his friend 

could trace 
Of miritoal influx or of saving grace 
In the wild natures of the faidini laoe. 

And learned Schuzmbergi fain, at times, 
to look 

from Talmnd, Koran, Veda, and Penta- 

teiich, 

Sought out his pupil in his far-off nook. 

To query with hhn of eUmatic change. 

Of bird, beast, rcptil^ in his forest range, 
Of^wers and fruits and simples new 
and strange. 

And thus the Old and ITew World 

reached their hands 
Across the waterj^nd the friendly lands 
Talked with each other from ^eir 

seyered strands. 



Fastoxins aasareted all : whtle seed and 

root 

Sent from his new home grew to flower 

and fruit 

Along the Khina and at the Speaasrt'a 

foot; 

And, in return, the flowers his boyhood 
knew 

Smiled at his door, the same in form 

and hue, 

And on his vines the Rhenish clusters 
grew. 

No idler he ; whoever else might shirl^ 
He set his hand to every honest work, — 
Farmer and teacher, court and meeting 
clerk. 

Still on the town seal his device is found, 
Grapes, flax, and thread-spool on a tre- 
foil ground. 
With ** YlNUX, LiKUM ST TSXXBINUH ** 

wound. 

One house suihced for gospel and for law. 
Where Panl and Grotras, Scripture text 

and saw, 

Assured thegood, and held the rest inawsw 

Whatever legal maase he wandered 

through,. 

He kept the Sermon on the Mount in 

view. 

And justice always into mercy grew. 

No whipping-post he needed, stocks, nor 

jail, 

Nor ducking-stool J the orchard-thief 
grew pale 

At his rebuke tiie Tizen ceased to laSJ^ 

The usurer's grasp released the forfeit 
land; 

The danderer fidtared at Ihe witness* 

stand, 

And all men took his counsel for com" 
mand. 

Was it caressing air, the brooding love 
Of tenderer skies than German land 
knew of. 

Green eafan below, blue qnietnesa above. 

Still flow of water, deep repose of wood 
That, with a sense of ioviiig 1^'atherhood 
And ehildlike trust in the £tenialGood» 
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Softened all beartiy tnd dolled the edge 
of hate, 

Hushed strife, ftiid tMght impatient leal 

to wait 

The slow asburaucc of the better state ? 

Wlio knowi what goadingi in their 

.stt-rner way 
()'<T jaggt U ice, relieveil by fn^nite pray, 
Blew round the meu uf Massachusetts 

Bay? 

Wliat hate of h«K8V the eaat-wind woke? 
What hints of pituess power and tenor 

spoke 

In waves tliat on their iron coast-line 
broke? 

Be it as it may : within the Land of Penn 

Tilt* scrtiii v yiel(lf<l to the citizen, 
And |)euceful dwelt the mauy-creeded 
meu. 



The deeert bloasomed roimd Hixa ; wheat- 

fields rolled 
Beneath the warm wind waves of green 

and gold ; 

The planted ear returned its hundred- 
fold. 

Groat flusters ripcnorl in a warmer sun 
Thau that which by the lihiue stream 

shines upon 
The purpling bilUdas with low Tinea 

o'etmn* 

About each rustic porch the humming- 
bird 

Tried witli light hill, that acaiee a petal 

stirred. 

The Old World ilowers to virgin soil 
tnmsferred j 

And the first-fruits of pear and applet 

bending 

The young boughs down, flieir gold and 

russet blending, 
Made glad his heart, familiar odoia lend- 
ing 



Peaee brooded over aU. No tnunpet 

StUTlg 

The air to madness, and no steejde flung rn^ .|,^ - *r vi^i, .^j 

Alarums down from bells at midnight fresh fiagrsnce of the birch and 



. rung. 

The land slept weU. The Indian from 

his fare 

Washed all his war-paint off, and in the 

place 

Of battle -mazehes sped the peaoeftil 

• flhas ft^ 

Or wrought for wages at the white man's 

side, — 

Oiving to kindness what his natiye pride 
And laqr freedom to all else denied. 

And well the eorioos scholar loved the 

old 

Traditions that his swarthy neighbors 
told 

By wigwam-fires when nights were grow- 
ing cold. 



pme, 

Life-everlasting, bay, and eglantine. 
And all the subtle scents the woods con^ 
bine. 

Pair First-Day Tno^l^ngi^ steeped ia 
summer calm 

Wann, tender, restful, sweet with wood- 
land bflJm, 

Came to him, like some mother-hallowed 

To the tired grinder at the noisy w heel 
Of labor, winding off from memeiy's reel 
A golden tliiead of music. Withnoiwal 

Of bells to call them to the house of 

praise. 

The scattered settlers through green for> 

est-ways 

Walked meeting- ward. In reverent 
amaze 



Discerned the fact round which their 

frtncy drew The Indian trapper saw them, from the 

Its dreams, and held their childish fidth dim 

more tnie I Shade of the alders on the rivulet's rim. 

To God and map than half the creeds he , Seek the Great Spirit's house to talk 
k|iew.«» I wiOiHim. 
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Thme, through the gatheved itiUBMt 

Tnultiplied 
And made inteusc by sympathy, oatside 
The eparfows saug, and the gold^iobiii 

criedt 

A-ewing apon his elm. A faint per- 
fume 

Bieethed throngli the open windows of 

the room 

From locust-trees^ heavy with clustered 
bloom. 

Thither, pcrchimoe^ eoro-tried confieiaoTB 

came, 

Whose fervor jail nor pillory could tamej 
Fkond of the cropped ean meant to be 
their j y^ft™**, 

Men who had eaten slavery's bitter 
bread 

In Indian isles ; pale women who had 

bled 

Under the hangman's lash, and bravely 
said 

God*a message throngh their prison's iron 

bars; 

And gray old soldier-converts, seamed 

with sears 
From every stricken field of JSafjbsiA*a 

wars 

Lowly before the Unseen Presenoe knelt 
Eaeh waiting heart, tiU haply some one 

felt 

On his moved lips the seal of silence 
melt. 

Or, without spoken words, low hreaih- 

ings stole 
Of a diviner li£i from wool to soul. 
Baptizing in one tender thoo^t the 

whole. 

When shaken hands announced the 

meeting o'er. 
The friendly gnmp stall lingered at the 

door, 

Gieetiug, inq^uiiing, sharing all the store 

Of weekly tidings. Meanwhile yontb 

and maid 

Down the green vistas of the woodland 
strayed, 

Whispered and smfled end oft their fest 
delayed. 



0id the boy*B whistle snswer hiok the 

thrushes? 

Did light girl laughter ripple through 

the bashea^ 
As htooks make meny over roots and 

rashes? 

Unvend the sweet sir seemed. Withont 

a wound 

The ear of siienoe heard, and eveij 

sound 

Its place in nature's fine accordance 
' found. 

And solemn meeting, summer sky and 

wood. 

Old kindly fooes^ yonth and maidenhood 
Seemed, like Qod's new creation, very 
goodl 

And, greeting sU with qniet smile and 

word, 

Pastorius went his way. The unacaied 

bird 

Sang at Ids side; lesnely the aiiaiml 
stirred 

At his hushed footstep on the mossy sod; 
And, whereaoe'er the good man looked 
or trod. 

He felt the pttoe of nature and of God. 

His social life wore no ascetiu form. 
He loved all beauty, withont fear of 

harm. 

And in his veins his Teuton blood ran 
warm. 

Strict to himadf, of other men no spy. 

He made his own no circuit-judge to try 
The freer conscience of bis neighbors by. 

With love rebaking^ by his life slone^ 
Gndous and swee^ the better way was 

shown. 

The joy of one, who, seeking not his own. 

And faithful to all seniples, finds at last 
The thorns and shards of duty ovcrpa -t, 
And daily life, beyond his hope's foieca-^t, 

Pleassnt and beaotiful with sight and 

sound. 

And flowers upspringing in its narrow 
round. 

And all Ids days with quiet ^ 
crowned. 
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strong, 

He hmmned what seemed like AltoifB 

BniBcheD-soDg, 
His good wife ■nUfldyaad did not eoDfit 

it VIODg. 

For well he lored his boyhood's brother 
band; 

His Memory, whik he tnd the New 

AVorld's strand, 
A double -ganger walked the Fath^tnd! 

Ify when on £rast]r GhiislnMHi efM the 

li<,'ht 

Shone oii his ipiet hearth, he missed 
^dgiit 

QrYule-log, Tree» §ad Christ-ddld dl 
in white; 

And dosed Ids eyes, and Ustsned to tiie 

sweet 

Old wait-songs sooadiBg down his natiTe 

street. 

And wstched again the dsneen^ tein* 
gUngftet; 

Yet not the less, when once the yision 
passed, 

He held the plain and Koher maxims fast 
Of the dear Friends with whom his lot 
was cast. 

Still all attuned to nature's melodies. 
He loved the bird's song in his dooryard 
treei^ 

And the lowlmm cf home«TetnTning 
bees; 

The UoBBemed ilsx, the tnfip-trees In 

bloom 

Down the long stieet, the bean^ and 

perfume 

Of S|iplB-boughs, tile mingling light and 
ghxHd 

Of Somnierhausen's woodlands, woven 
thitnigh 

Wifli son-threads; sod the mosio the 

wind drew, 
Houmful and sweet, from leaves it over- 
blew. 

And evermore beneath this outward 
sense. 

And thrao^ the eommen seqnenoe of 

events. 

He felt the guiding hand of Providence 



AJOA FUGmt 

BsMhovtflf t|*fll. AtVdM spslcft ftt 

his ear, 

And lo ! all other voices far and near 
Died aft thsi whisper, taSL of 
dear. 

The Light of Life shone round him; on# 
by one 

The wandering Ug^l^ that sllmklsnfl 

ing run. 

Went out like candles paling in the sun. 

That Light he foUowedy step by stsf^ 

where'er 
It led, as In the vision of the seer 
The wheds moved as tlie qpiril Hm 

dear 

And terrible crystal moved, with all 
their eyes 

Watching the living splendor sink orrise, 
Its will their wiU, Jmowing no otherwise. 

WHihm himsdf he Hound the law cT 

riglit, 

He walked by faith and not the letter's 
sight. 

And read his BlUe by the Inward I4giit. 

And if sometimes the daves of foxm and 
rule, 

Fruoi in their creeds like Hah la win- 
ter's pool, 

Tried the laigs tolerance of his liberal 
school. 

His door was free to men of every name^ 
He welconu d all the seekxqg simls who 
came. 

And no nan's fidth be made s eamae «ff 

But best he loved in leisure hours to see 
His own dear Friends sit by him knee 
to knee^ 

Insocid ooawmts, gnualy fkank, andfteew 

There sometimes silence (it were hard to 

tell 

Who owned it first) upon the circle fell. 
Hushed Anna's busy wheel, and lud its 
spdl 

On the black boy who grimaced by the 
hearth. 

To solemnize his shining face of mirth ; 
Only the old ckwk ti&ed uddst th# 
dearth 
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Of sound J nor eye was raised aor liand Kay, were the plant itself but mythical, 
WM ttured Set in the fresco of tradition 's wail 



In that soal«8abbftt]i, till Urt some 

word 

Of tender counsel or low prayer wa^ 
heard. 

Then gnests, who lingered bat iSuewell 

to say 

And take love's message, went tiieir 

homeward way; 
80 passed in peaee the goilelees Qnaker's 

day. 

His was the CSuistian's unsung Age of 

Gold, 

A truer idyl than the bards have told 
Of Amo's beaks or Aieady of old. 

Where still the Friends their place of 

borial keep, 
And century-rooa-d mosses o'er it creep. 
The Nurnbeig scholar and his lidpmeet 

sleep. 

And Anna's aloe ? If it flowered at last 
In l^rtram's garden, did John Wool- 
man cast 

A ijtuiM upon it as be meekly passed? 

And did a secret sympathy possess 
That tender soul, and for the slave's 

redress 

Lend hope, strength, patience f It woe 
vain to guess* 



Like Jotham's bramble, maUeivtb not 
at alL 

Enough to know that, through the 

winter^s frost 
And summer^s bei^ no seed of tratb is 

lost, 

And every duty pays at last its cost. 

For, ere Pastorius left the sun and air, 
Qod sent the answer to bis life-loi|g 

pi-ayer ; 

Tbe ehUd was bom beside the Delaware, ' 
Who, in the power • boly pmiposo 

lends. 

Guided his people unto nobler endl!» 
And left them wortibier of the name of 
Fjiiends. 

And lo ! the fulness of the time has 
com& 

And over all the exile's Western home^ 
From sea to sea theflowenof freedoil 
bloom 1 

AndJoT-beUs ring^ and silTer trumpets 

blow ; 

But not for tbee^ Pastohost fven 
so 

The wodd li^igit^ bat tiM aim Uie^ 
know. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



THB PAOSANT, 

A SOUND as if from bells of silver, 
Or dfin cymbals smitten clear, 
Tluoogh the 6<Qit.piQtai«d pones 1 

A brightness wbicb outshines the morn- 
ing. 

A splendor brooking no delay, 
Beckons and tempts my feet away. 

1 leave the trodden village highway 
For virgin snow-palhs glimipering 

through 
A jewelled elm-tree aT«me ; 



Where, keen sgainat the walls of sap- 
phire, 

^e gleaming tree-bolls^ ioe-em- 

bossed. 

Hold up their chandeliers of frost. 

I tread in Orient halls enchanted, 

I dream the Saga's dream of caves 
Gem lit beneath the Ifortb .Sen 

waves I 

I walk the land of Eldorado, 

I ^ouch its mimic garden bowers, 
Its silver leaves and ^f^m ftpd flow- 
ers i 
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The flora of tlie Tnyf?tic tnine-world 
Around me lifu on crystal steins 
The petals of its clustered gema ! 

What miraric of weird transforming 
In this wild work of frost and 
light. 

This glimpie of gkwy Infinite 1 

This foret^lt aiii of the Holy City 

Like that to him of Patmos given, 
The white M&b coming down from 
liearen I 

How flash the ranked and mail-clad al- 

Through what ahaip^awcing sgtan 

of reeds 

The brook its muffled water leads ! 

Ton maple^ like the hash of Horeb, 
Boms nnoonramed : a whiter eold 
fire 

Rays oat from every grassy spire. 

Sach slender nish and spike of mullein, 
Low laurel slmih and drooping fern, 
Transfigured, blaze where'er I turn. 

How yonder Ethiopian hemlock 

Crowned with his birdet 
stands ! 

What jewels V^jbA his swarthy 
hands I 

Here, where the forest opens southward. 
Between ite hospteUe pines, 
As throng a ODor, the waim son 



I hear the rabbit lightly leaping. 

The foolish screaming of the jay. 
The chopper's axe-stroke far away ; 



The jewels loosen on the branches, 

And lightly* as the soft winds 

blow, 

Fall, tinkling, on the ice below. 

And through the dashing of their ^m- 

bals 

I hear the old familiar fall 
Of water down the rocky wall, 

Where, from its wintry prison breaking, 

In dark ami silence liitUlon lonc^, 
The brook repeat^i its summer i>ong. 

One instant flasLinf; in the sunshine, 
Keen as a sabre from its slu-ath, 
Then lost again the ice beneath. 



The clamor of some neighboiiBg 

yard. 

The hunr cock's belated crow. 
Or cattie-tiamp in crispy snow. 



And, as in some enchanted forest 

The lost knight hears his comrades 
sing. 

And, near at hand, their Mdles 

So welcome I these sounds and Toioes^ 
These ana fipooi fut-€tt sunmiflP 

blown. 

This life that leaves me not alone. 

For the white glory overawes me ; 
The crystal terror of the seer 
Of Chebar's vision blinds me here. 

* 

Rebuke me not, O sapphire heaven I 
Thou steinlesa eartii, lay not on 

me. 

Thy keen reproach of purity, 

If, in this august presence-chamber, 
1 sigh for summer's leaf-green 
gloom 

And warm airs thick with odoraos 
hlooml 

Let the strange frost-work sink and 
crumbly 

And let the loosened tree-hoii^is 

swing. 

Till all their bells of silver ring. 

Shine warmly down, then sun of noon- 

tinie, 

On this chill pageant, melt and 
move 

The winter's fin»en hesrt with km 

And, soft and low, thou wind south- 
blowing, 

Breathe ^ron^ a ydl of tenderest 

haze 

Thy prophecy of summer days. 

Come with thy green relief of promise, 
And to tms desd, cold splendor 

bring 

The living jewels of the spring 1 
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Tea&s since (but names to me before), 
Two sisten wniglit «t eve waj door ; 
Two song-birds wandering from their 

nest, 

A gray old fai'm-house in the West. 

How frt'sli of life the younger one. 
Half smiles, bale tean^ liko xain in 

sun ! 

Her gravest mood conld wsarce displace 
The dimpleB of her nut-biown ftce. 

Wit sparkled on her lips not less 
For quick and tremulous tenderness ; 
And, following dote her merriest glance, 
Dreamed through ha eyes the neart's 
romance. 

Timid and atOl, the eld^ had 
Even then a amlc too sweetly sad ; 

The crown of pain that all must wear 
Too early pressed her midnight liair. 

Yet ere the summit eve grew lon^ 
Her modest lips were sweet with song; 
A memory haunted all her words 
Of olorer-fielde and abging birda. 

Her dark, dilating eyes expressed 

The broad horizons of the west ; 

Her speech dropped prairie flowers ; the 

gold 

Of harvest wheat about her roUed. 

Forp-doomed to song she seemed to 
me : 

I queried not with destiny: 

1 knew the trial and the n<'ed. 

Yet, all the more, 1 said, God speed 1 

What could I other than T did ? 
Could I a singing-hird forhid? 
Deny the wind-stirred leaf ? Rebuke 
The mnale of the forest brook? 

She went with morning from my door. 
But left me richer than before ; 
Thenceforth I knew her Toiee of cheer, 
The wehsome of her partial ear; 

Years passed : through all the laud her 
name 

A pleasant household word beeame: 
All felt behind the sinj^er stood 
A sweet and gracious womanhood. 



Her life was earnest work, not play ; 
Her tired feet climbed a weary way ; 
And even through her lightest strain 
We heard an undertone of pain. 

Unseen of her her fair fame grew. 
The good she did she rarely knew, 
Unguessed of her in life ilie love 
ISiat rained ita tears her grave aboveu 

When last I saw her, full of peace. 
She waited for her great release ; 
And that old friend so siige and Idand, 
Our later Franklin, held her hand. 

For all that patriot bosoms stirs 

Had moved that woman's heart ol 

hers. 

And men who toiled in stonn and sun 
1< uuud her their meet compauion. 

Our converse, from her suffering bed 
To healthful themes of life she led: 
The out-door world of bud and bloom 
And l^ht and sweetness filled her 
room. 

Yet evermore an underthought 
Of loss to bome within us wrought, 
And all t^ic while we felt tile s&ain 
Of the strong will that conquered pain. 

Grod giveth quietness at last ! 
The common way that all have passed 
She went, with niortiil yearnings fond, 
To fuller life and love beyond. 

Fold the rapt soul in your embrace, 

My dear ones ! Give the singer place 
To yon, to her, — I know not where, — 
i iii't the sileuce of a prayer. 

For only thus our own we find ; 
The gone l^efore, the left behind. 
All mortal voices die between ; 
The unheard reaches the unseen. 

Again the blaekbinls sing ; the streams 
Wake, laughing, from their wintei 
dreams. 

And tremble in the April showers 
The tassels of the maple flowers. 

Bnt not far her has spring renewed 
The sweet surprises of the wood ; 
And bird and flower are lost to hcf 
1 Who was their best interpreter I 
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Wliat to slint eyes has God Teyealed T 
"What hear the ears that death has sealed ? 
What undreamed beauty passing show 
Requites tbe loBB of all we know f 

O silent land, to which we moTl^ 
Enough if there alone be love. 
And moiial need em ne'er oatgiMW 
171wt it is weitu^ to bestow t 

O white soul ! from that far>off shore 
Float some sweet song the waters o'er, 
Our faith confirm, our fears dispel. 
With the old Toioe we loved so well t 



CHIGAOO. 

Men said at vespers : ** All is well 1 " 
In one wild night the city fell ; 
Fell shrines of prayer and nuurts of giln 
Before the fieiy hmiicane. 

On threescore spires had sunset shone. 
Where ghastly snnrise looked on none. 
Men cla.s])ed each other's hands, and stid : 
"The City of the West is dead 1 " 

Snve hearts who fought, in slow nteeat, 
The fiends of fire from street to street, 
Turned, powerless, to the blinding glsie^ 
The dumb deli&nce of despair. 

A sudden impulse thrilled each wire 
That signalled round that sea of fire ; 
Swift words of cheer, warm heart-throbs 
came; 

In tens of pity died the flame I 

from East, from West, from South and 
North, 

The messages of hope shot forth. 

And, underneath tlie severing wave. 
The world, full-handed, reached to save. 

Fair seemed tiie old ; bat fairer still 

The new, the dreary void shall fill 
With dearer homes than those o'erthrown, 
For love shall lay each corner-stone. 

Bise, stricken city ! — from thee throw 
The ashen sackcloth of thy woe ; 
And build, as to Amphion's strain. 
To songs of cheer thy walls again I 

How shrivelled in thy hot distress 
The primal sin of gftlfiahn*^ [ 



How instant rose, to take thy ^ail^ 
The angel in the hnmaa heart J 

Ah! not in Tain the flMMt that loswd 
Above thy dreadful holocaust ; 
The Christ agnn has pleached throqgh 
thee 

The Gospel d fiomaaity ! 

Then lift once more thy towen oil 

high. 

And fret with spires the western sky. 
To tell that God is yet with ua^ 
And loTo is still minealoas I 



MY BIBTHDAT. 

Beneath the moonlight and the snow 

Lies dead my latest year ; 
The winter winds ars wailiqg low 

Itsdiiges in my ear. 

I grieve not with the moaning wind 

As if a loss befell ; 
Before me, even as behind, 

God ifl^ and all is well i 

His li^t shines cm me firom ahcifv^ 
His low voice speaks within^ — 

The patience of immortal \oj9 
Outweaiying mortal sin. 

Kot mindless of the growing years 

Of care and loss and pain, 
My eyes are wet with thankful team 
For Uessings which remain. 

If dim the gold of life has gKMni» 

1 will not count it dross, 
!Nor turn from treasures still my own 

To si^ for lack and loss. 

The years no charm from Nature take| 

As sweet her voices call. 
As heautifid her morning hreal^ 

As &ir her evenings 

Love watches o'er my quiet way% 
Kind Toiees speak my name^ 

And lij>s that find it hard to prsiaa 
Are alow, at least, to blame. 

How softly ebb the tides of will I 

How fields, once lost or won. 
Now lie behind me green and still 
Beneath a level sun I 
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How hushed the hiss of party hfttfl^ 

The clamor of the throng I 
HofW old, lunh voIom of debate 

Vkm into riiythmic aongl 

Methinks the spirit's temper grows 

Too soft in tnis still air ; 
Somewhat the restful heart Ibr^goet 

Of needed watch and prayer. 

The hark hy tempest vainly tossed 

May founder in the cahn, 
An<l he who braved the polar fiost 

iTaint by the isles of balm. 

Better than eelf-indnlgent years 

The outflung heart of youth, 
Than i)leii.s<int songs in idle yean 
The tumult of the truth. 

Best for the weary hands is ^ood, 
And love for hearts that pufi^ 

But let the manly habitude 
Of upright sDiiis be mine. 

Let winds that blow from heaven nfipssht 

Dear Lord, the languid air : 
And let the weakness of the flesh 

Thy strsngth of spirit shara. 

And, if the eye must fail <^ U|^i» 

The ear forget to hear, 
liake dearer still the spirit's 8i|^^ 

Mors fine the inwaid ear 1 

Be near me in mine hours of need 
To soothe, or dieer, or warn. 

And down these slopes of sunset lead 

Aa ap the hills oC mom 1 



THB BREWING OF SOMA. 

"These libations inixeil with milk have been 
prepared for Indn : oiTer Simia to the lirinktir of 
POinm.'* — Yasuista, Tnma. by Max Mliuxr. 

The fagots blazed, the caldron's smoke 

Up throu;;li the green wood curled ; 
•* Bring honey from the hollow oak, 
firing milk^ sap/' the brewers spoke, 
In the culdhood of the woild. 

And brewed they well or brewed they ill. 

The priests thmst in their rods. 
First tasted, and then drank their fill, 
And shouted, with one voice and will^ 
*' Behold the drink of gods 1 " 



They drank, and lo ! in heart and brain 

A new, glad life began ; 
The gray of hair grew young again. 
The sick man laughed away his pain^ 

The chpple leaped and ran. 

"Diink, mortal^ what the gods ham 
seoty 

Forget your long annoy." 
So sang the priests. From tent to tent 
The Soma*a sscied madness went, 

A storm of dmnken joy. 

Then knew each rapt inebriate 
A winged and glorious birth. 
Soared ui)ward, with strange joy elatfl^ 
Beat, with dazed head, Varuuasga&^ 
And, sobered, sank to ^arth. 

The land with Soma's praises nog ; 

On Gflion's banks of shade 
Its hymns the dusky maidens sang; 
In joy of life or mortal (mug 

All men to Soma prayed. 

The moniinp: twilight of the race 

Sends down the^e matin psalms; 
And still with wondering eyes we trsee 
The simple prayers to Soma's grsM^ 
That Vedio vene mnhalms. 

As in that child- world's early year. 

Each after age has striTen 
By music, incense, yimls drsir. 
And trance, to biing the skies morsneirf 

Or lift men up to heaven 1 — 

Some fever of the blood and brain. 

Some self-exalting spell, 
The scourger's keen delight of pain, 
The Berrtsh dance, the Orphic strain. 

The wfld-haired Baoehanf a yell, — 

The desert's hair-grown hermit sunk 

The saner brute below ; 
The naked Santon, hashish-dnink. 
The cloister madness of the monk, 

The fakir's torture-show 1 

And yet the past comes Toond again. 
And new doth old fulfil ; 

In sensual transports wild as vain 
We brew in many a Christian fane 
The heathen Soma stfll 1 

Dear Lord and Father of mankind, 
FoigiTe oar foolish ways 1 
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Reclothe ns in our rightful mind. 
In purer Uvea thy service find. 
In deeper reverence, praise. 

In simple trust like theirs who heard 

Beside the iSyrian sea 
The gracious calling of tht Lord, 
Let us, like them, without a unidif 

Rise up and follow thee. 

O Sabbat lest by Galilee f 

O calm of hills above, 
Where Jesus knelt to share with thee 

The silence of eternity 
Interpreted by love ! 

With that deep hush subduing all 

Our words und works that drown 
The tender whisper of thy call. 
As noiseless let thy blemng &U 
As fell thy manna down. 

Drop thy still dews of quietness, 
Till aU our ■tri\'ingM cease ; 

Take from our souls the strain and stress, 
And let our ordered lives confess 
The beauty of thy peace. 

Breathe through the heats of our deaue 
Thy coolness and th}' balm ; 

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire ; 

Speak through the earthquake^ wind, 
and lire, 
0 still, small Toiee of cahn 1 



A WOMAN. 

O, DWARFED and wronged, and stained 
with ill. 

Behold ! thou art a woman stOl ! 

And, ])y that saered name and dear, 
I bid thy better self ai)]>ear. 
Still, through thy foul disguise, I see 
The rudimental purity. 
That, spite of change and Iom, makes 
good 

Thy birthright-claim of womanhood ; 
An inward Mathing, deep, intense; 

A shame that is half innocence. 
Cast off the grave-clothes of thy sin 1 
Kise from the dust thou liest in. 
As Mary rose at Jeans* word, 
Redeemed and white liefore the Lord ! 
Reclaim thy lost soul ! In Ilis name, 
Kise up, and break thy bonds of 



Art weak ? He 's strong* Art fearful I 

Hear 

The world's O'eroomer : " Be of cheer f 

What lip shall judge when He approves ? 
Who dare to scorn the child he loves I 



DISABMAMENT. 

** Put up the sword 1 " The voice of 

Christ once more 
Speaks, in the pauses of the csnnon's 

roar, 

O'er fields of com by fiery sickles reaped 
And left dry ashes ; over trenches bested 
With nameless dead ; o'er cities starving 

slow 

Under a rain of fire ; through wards of 
woe 

Down which a groaning diapason runs 
From tniiured brothios^ husbands^ 

lovers, sons 
Of desolate women in their far-off homes, 
Waiting to hesr the step' that never 

comes ! 

0 men and brothers 1 let that voice be 
beard. 

War finis, try peace ; put up the useless 
sword 1 

Fear not the end. There is a story told 
In Eastern tents, when antnmn nights 

grow cold, 
And round the fire the Mongol shepherds 

sit 

With grave responses listening nnto ft : 

Once, on the errands of his mercy bent^ 
Buddha, the holy and benevolent, 
Met a fell monster, huge and fierce of 
look, 

Whose awful voice the hills and forests 

shook. 

*'0 son of peace I " the giant cried, 
thy fate 

Is seeled at last, and lov« shsll yield to 

hate." 

The unarmed Buddha looking, with no 
trace 

Of fear or anger, in the monster's fiuse^ 
In pity said : *'Foor fiend, even thee I 

love." 

Lo ! as he spake the sky- tall terror sank 
To hand-brradth size ; the huge abhor- 
rence shrank 

Into the form and fashion of a dove ; 
And where the thundt^ of its rage was 
heard. 
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Cinling above him sweetly sang the 

bird : 

" Hate hath no harm for loVe," so ran 
the song; 

" And peace unweaponed confuera every 
wroug 1 '* 



THE ROBIN. 

My old Welch neighbor over the way 
Crept slowly ont in the sun of spnng, 

Pushed from her ears the locks of i^y, 
And listened to hear the lobin sing. 

Her grandson, playing at marbles, 
stopped, 

And, cruel in sport as boys will be, 
Tossed a stone at the bird, who hopjjed 
From bough to bough in the apple-tree. 

" Nay ! " said the grandmother ; '* have 
you not heard. 
My poor, bad boy ! of the fiery pit. 
And how, drop by diop^ this merciful 

Inrd 

Carries the water that quenches it ? 

He brings cool dew in his Utile bill, 

And lets it fall on the souls of sin : 
Vou can see the mark on his red breast 
still 

Of fires that scorch as he drops it in. 

'* My poor Bron rhuddyn J my breast- 
bufned bird. 

Singing so sweetly from limb to limb. 
Very dear to the heart of Our Lord 

Is he who pities the lost like Uim 1 " 

** Amen 1 " I said to the beautiful myth ; 
"Sing, Urd of God, in my heart as 

well : 

Each good thought is a drop wlxTowitli 
To oool and lessen the hres of hell. 

" Prayers of love like rain-drojis fall. 
Tears of pity are cooling dew, 

And dear to the heart of Our Lord are all 
Who suffer like Him in the good they 
dol" 



THE SISTERS. 

Aknif. and Khoda, sisters twain, 
Woke in the night to the sound of rain, 



The nish of wind, the ramp and roar 
Of great waves climbing a rocky shore. 

■ 

Annie rose up in her bed-gown white, 
And looked oat into the stotm and night 

" Hush, and hearken ! " she cried in fear^ 
" Heaiest thou nothings sister dear ? '* 

'* I hoar the sea, and the jdash of rain. 
And roar of the uoitheast hurricane. 

Get thee back to the bed so warm, 
No good comes of watching a storm. 

"What Is it to thee, I ftin would know. 
That waves are xosring and wild winda 
blow t 

" No lover of thine 's afloat to miss 
The harbor-lights on a night like this^" 

" But I heard a voice cry out my name. 
Up from the sea on the wind it came 1 

"Twice and thrice have I heard it call, 
And the voice is the voice of Jilstwick 
HaUI" 

On her pillow the sister tossed her head. 
** Hall of the Heron is safe," she said. 

** In the taiitr'^t schooner that ever swam 
He rides at anchor in Anis(]^uam. 

** And, if in peril from swamping sea 
Or lee shore rocks, would ho call on 
theef 

But the girl heard only the wind and 

tide. 

And wringing her small white hands she 
cried : 

''0 sister Bhoda, there's something 

wrong ; 

I hear it a^pun, so loud and long. 

" * Annie f Annie ! ' I bear it call. 
And the voice is the voice of Estwick 
Halli" 

Upsprang the elder, with eyes aflame, 
** Thou liest ! He never would call thy 
name 1 

" If he did, I would pray the wind and 

sea 

To keep him forever from thee and mo I " 
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Then out of the sea blew a dreadful blast ; 
Lflce tiio cry of a dying man it paned. 

The young girl hnahed on her lipB a 
groan. 

But throned her torn a atnnge light 
ahone, — 

The solemn joy of her heart's release 
To own and cherish iti lore in peaoa. 

"Dearest ! " she whispered, under breath. 
Life was a lie, but true is death. 

*' Tlie loTa I hid fiom myself away 
Shall erown me now in tiie light of day. 

''My ears shall never to wooer list, 
Never by lover my Upe be Idased. 

'* Sacred to thee am I henceforth, 
Thou in heaven and 1 on earth ! " 

She came and stood by her sister's bed : 
*' HaU of the Heron is dead 1" she said. 

"Tlie wind and the waves their wodc 

have done, 
Weihall see him nomoie beneath the son. 

litOe wiU ledc that heert of Hdaeb 
It loved him Bot with a low like mine. 

** I, for his sake, were he but here, 
Could hem and Imnder thy bridal gear, 

" Though h ands should tremble and eyes 

\>e wet. 

And stitch for stitch in my heart be set 

*' But now my soul with his soul T wed ; 
Thine the living, and mine the dead 1 " 



MABGUE&ITE. 

ICASSACHUSETTS BAT, 1760. 

Tbx robins sang in the orchardf the bods 

into blossoms grew ; 
Little of human sorrow the buds and the 
robins knew I 

Sick, in an alien household, tiie poor 

French neutral lay ; 
Into her lonesome garret mil the light of 

theAprild^. 



Through the dusty window, curtained 
by the spider's warp ajid woof^ 

On the loose-laid floor of hemlocl^ OB 
oaken libs of roof. 

TbebedqaHfs faded patchwoik^ thete»* 

cups on the stand. 
The wheel with flaxen tangle, as it 

dropped from her sick hand I 

What to her was the song of the robil^ 

or warm morning light. 
At she lay in the tnnce of the dyings 

heedless of soiuid or si^t f 

Done was the work of her hands, she 
bad eaten her bittw bread ; 

The world of the alien pec^ lay behind 
her dim and deea. 

Buthg soJ went bsdi to its cbiMptimp ; 

she saw the sun o'erflow 
With gold the basin of Mines, and set 
over Ckisperau ; 

The low, bare flats at ebb-tide, the rusll 

of the sea at Hood, 
Through inlet and ereek sad tivei^ from 

dike to nplead wood^ 

The gulls in the red of morning, ISm 

fish-hawk's rise and fall. 
The drift of the fog in moonshine^ over 
the dark coast- walL 

She saw the face of her mother, thd • 

heard the song she sang ; 
And for off, faintly, slowly, the bell for 
vespeis rsBg I 

By her bed the hard-faced mistress sat, 

smoothing the wrinkled siheet. 
Peering into the face, so helpless^ and' 

ftitklina ihA ica«Cold flBet. 

With a vague remorse atoning for Iter 

greed and long abuse. 
By care no longer heeded and pity too 
late for use. 

Up the stairs of the garret softly tilt acm 

of the mistress stepped, 
Leaned over the head-board, covering 

his fiu» with his hands, and wept. 

Outspake the mother, who watched him 
sharply, with brow a-frown : 

*'What i hwe yon the Papist, the beg- 
g»i tho Gbai0s of th« town t " 
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*Be she Pspirt or beggar who IIm han^ 

I know and God knows 
I loYO her, and fain would go with her 

whervrer she goes t 

''0 mother ! that sweet face com plead- 
ing, for love so athirst. 

You saw but the town-charge ; I knew 
herOod'ianeBlfttiiist" 



Shaking her gray head, the 
hashed down a bitter cry ; 

And. awed hj the silence and abiidoiir of 
death "drawing nig'^ 

Shft murmtirptl a psalm of tlid Bible ; but 
closer the young girl pressed, 

With the last of her life in her fingers, 
the crass to her braaat. 

"My son, come away," cried themother, 

hur voice cruel grown. 
''She h joined to her idolii> like Eph- 

nmi ; let her akne I" 

But he knelt with liis hand on her fore- 
head*, his li])8 to her ear, 

Jnd he called baek the toul that Wis pMs- 
iog: "Haxgaeiite^ do y«» heart" 

She paused on th(^ threshold of Heaven ; 

love, pity, surprise, 
Wisfeftil, tender, lit up for aninitaat the 

doad of her eyes. 

With his heart on his lips ho kissed her, 
but never her cheek grew red. 

And the woarda the living long for he 
fl^ake in tiie ear of the dead. 

And the robins sang in the orchard, 
where buds to blossoms grew ; 

Of the folded hands and the atQl 'fiuse 
never the lobins knew I 



KING YOLMER AKD £LSIK 

■ 

AFTXE TBS DANI8B OW QHHUTIAN 

wumou 

Where, over heathen doom-rings and 

gray stones of the Hoig, 
In its little Christian citj standi fhi 
' cfanrdh of^VoidingMSg^ 



In »erf7 moo<! King Yolniflr aal^ $tm» 

getful of liis power, 
As idle as the Goose of Gold that brooded 
on his tower. 



Oat spake the Kin^ to Henrik, 

and faithful Sijuire : 
" Dar'st trust thy little iiisie, the maid 

ofthydeabet" 
" Of all the men in Denmark she loveth 

only me : 

As true to me is lilkie as thy Lily ii to 
thee." 

Lond laughed the king: "To-nwnoir 

shall bring another day,* 
When 1 myself will test her ; she will 

not say me nay." 
Tlureftt the lords and gallant^ tbaft 

round alx)ut him stood, 
Wa^^ed all their heads in concert and 

emiled as oomrtiers should. 

The gray lark sings o'er Yordingbcng^ 

and on the ancient town 
From the tall tower of Valdemar the 

Golden Goose looks down: 
Tlie yellow |^in is waving in the iiilea»* 

ant wind of mom, 
The wood resounds with cry of hounds 

and Uare of hnnter's nom. 



In tke garden of her father little 

sits and spins, 
And, siu^ng with the early birds, her 

dady task hegHia. 
Gaytnlips bloom and sweet mintcmls 

around her garden-hower. 
Bat she is sweeter than the mint and 

fidrer than the flower. 

About her form her kirtle bloe eUafl 

lovingly, and, white 
As snow, her loose sleeves only leave 

her amall, nmnd wrists in sight ; 
Bfllow the modest petticoat can only haJit 

conceal 

The motion of the lightest foot that ever 
tamed* wheeL 

The cat sits purrin;? at her side^ beef 
hum in snnsliinc warm ; 

But, look 1 she starts, she lifts her £stofl^ 
ahe shades it with her arm. 



• A 
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And, hark f a train of honeumi, 

sound of (log and horn, 
Come leaping o'er the ditches, come 
trampling down the com I 

Merrily ran.i; tho bridle-reins, and scarf 

and pluiue htreauted gay. 
As tut bt'sidc her fitther's gat« the riders 

lit'ld tlii'ir way ; 
And one was liruvc in scarlet cloak, with 

golden bpur on heel. 
And, as he cheeked his Ibaming steed, 

the inaiden eheeked her wheeL 

**AU hall among thy roses, the fairest 

rose to me ! 
For weary mouths in spcr«t my heart 

has longed for thee ! " 
What noble knight was this? What 

words for modest maiden's ear? 
She dropped a lowly courtesy of hashfol* 

ness and fear. 

She lifted up her spinning-wheel; ahe 

f;iin would sook tlio door, 
Trembling iu every limb, her cheek witil 

blushes crimsoned o'er. 
« Nay, fear me not," the rider said, «* I 

offer heart and hand. 
Bear witness these rrood Danish knights 
who round about me stind. 

**I grant you time to think of this^ to 
answer as you may. 

Per to-morrow, httle Elsie, shall bring 
another day." 

He spake the old phrase slyly aa, Chan- 
cing round his train, 

He saw his merry followers seek to hide 
their smiies in vaan. 

** The snow of pearls I '11 scatter in your 

curls of golden hair, 
I '11 line with furs the velvet of the kirtle 

that vou wear: 
All precious gems shall twine yoor neck ; 

and in a chariot gay 
You shall ride, my little Bide, behind 

four steeds of gmy. 

** And harps shall sound, and flutes shall 

play, and brazen lam psshall glow; 
On marV>le floors your feet shall weave 

the dances to and fro. 
At fttMty eventide tor us the blazing 

hearth shall shine. 
While, at our case, we play at draughts, 

and drink the blood-red wine." 



Then Elsie raised her head and met her 

wooer face to face ; 
A roguish smile shone in her eye and on 

her lip found place. 
Bade from her low white forehead the 

curls of gold she threw. 
And lifted u]) her eyes to his steady ^nd 

clear and blue. 

** I am a lowly peasant^ and yoti a gal* 

lant knight ; 
I will not trust a love that soon may 

cool and turn to slight. 
If yon would wed me henceiiDrUi he a 

peasant, not a lord ; 
I bid you hang upon the wall your tried 

and trusty sword." 

" To please vou, Elsie, I will lay keen 

Dynadd awaj. 
And in its place will swing the scythe 

and mow your fathers hay." 
"Nay, but your gallant scarlet cloak 

my eyes can never bear; 
A Yadmal coat, so plain and g^my, is all 

that you must wear." 

"Well, Yadmal will I wear for you," 

the rider gayly spoke, 
"And on the Lord's hi^h altar 1 'U hty 

my scarlet cloak. 
" But marie," she said, ** no ststelyJione 

my ])easaut love must ride, 
A yoke of steers before the plough ia all 
that he must guide." 

The knight looked down upon his steed: 

*' Well, let him wander fiw,: 
No other man must ride the hoi-se that 

has been backed by me. 
Henceforth I 'II tread the fonow and to 

my oxen talk. 
If only little £lsie beside my plough will 
walk." vir -o- 



"You must take from out your cellar 

cask of wine and flask and can ; 
The homely mead I brew yon may aenne 
a pea5jant-man." 
Most willingly, fair Elsie, 1 '11 drink 
, that mead of thine, 
And leave my minstrers tidnty tiiniat 
to drain my generous wine^" 



" Now break your shield asunder, and 

shatter sign and boss, 
Jnmeet for ]>easaiit-wedded anm^ your 
knightly knee across. 
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And pan nw down yonr castle from top 

to busement wall. 
And let your plough trace funows in the 

ruins of your halll " 

Then smiled lie with a lofty pride; 

right well at last he knew 
Hie maiden of the spinning-whed, was 

to her troth-plif^ht true. 
"Ah, roguish little Elsie 1 you act your 

part fnll irell : 
Ton know that I must bear my shield 

and in my castle dwell 1 

** The lions ramping on that shield be- 
tween the hearts aflame 

Keep watch o*er Denmark's honor, and 
guard her ancient name. 

For know that 1 am Volmer; I dwell in 
yonder towers, 

Who ploughs thera ploughs up Denmark, 
this goodly home of oun ! 

I tempt no more, fair Elsie I your heart 

1 know is true ; 
Would God that all our maidens were 

good and pure as yon ! 
Well have you pleased your monaioh, 

and he shall well repay ; 
God'apeMel Farewell 1 To-morrow will 

raing another day 1 ** 

He lifted np his bridle hand, ha spurred 

hi55 good steed then, 
And like a whirl-blast swept away with 

all his gallant men. 
The steel ho«b beat the voeky patii; 

again on winds of mom 
The wood resounds with cry of hounds 
and blare of huntef s horn. 

"Then true and ever faithful I" the 

listening Henrik cried ; 
And, leaping o'er the green hedg^ he 

stood by Elsie's side. 
None saw the fond embracing, save, 

shining from afar, 
The Golden Goose that watched them 

from the tower of Yaldemar. 

0 darling girls of Denmark ! of all the 

flowers that throng 
Her vales of spring thefiuiesl^ I aingfiv 

yon my song. 



No praise as yours so braTelj ivwwda 

the singer's skill ; 
Thank God! of maids like Elsie the land 
has plenty still 1 



THE THBEE BELLS. 

Beneath the low-hung night dood 
That raked her splintering mast 

The good ship settled slowly, 
' The cruel leak gained fast. 

Over the awfol ocean 

Her signal guns pealed out. 
Dear God ! was that thy answer 
From the horror round about f 

A voice came down the wild vrvidf 
** Ho ! ship ahoy ! " its cry : 

*• Our stout Three Bells of Glasgow 
ShaU Uy till daylight by 1 " 

Hour after hour crept slowly, 
Yet ou the heaving swells 

Tossed up and down the ship-lights. 
The lights of the Three Bellsl 

And ship to ship made signals, 
Man answered back to man, 

'While oft, to cheer and hearteOt 
The Three Bells nearer nut; 

And the captain from her taffrail 
Sent down his hopeful cry. 

** Take heart ! Hold on ! " he shouted* 
* * The Three Bells shaU ky by i " 

AH night across the waters 

The tossing lights shone clear; 
All night from roelinp: taffrail 
The Three Bells sent her cheer. 

And when the dreary watches 
Of storm and darkness passed. 

Just as the wreck lurched under, 
All souls were saTed at ImL 

Sail on, Three Bells, forever, 

In grateful memory sail ! 
Bing on, Three Bells of rescue, 

Ahore the waye and gale 1 

Type of the I.ovo eternal. 

Repeat the Master's ciy. 
As t(^ing through our darkness 

The hgfkiM of God draw alghl 
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Note 1, page 1. 

MoGO MsooME^ or U^one. was a leader 
•uonff the Sauo Inditiw, in tne bloody war 

of 16/7. He attackcfl and capture<i the 
fsrnaon at Black I'oiut. October 12th of 
uiat year ; and cot off, m tihe same time, a 
party of Englishmen near Baco River. 
From a deed signed by this Indian in 1664, 
and from other circunistauces, it seems 
Aluit, previous to the war, he had milled 
Tnncii with the colonists. On this account, 
lie was probably selected by the principiu 
eachems as their agent in tin Inftnr signed 
^ Novembei;, 167^ 

Note 2, page 1. 

Baron de St. Castine came to Canada in 
.644. Leaving his civilized companions, 
lie plunged into the greet n^Mamem and 
«ettled among the Penobscot Tndians, near 
the mouth of tlieir noble river. He here 
took for Us wfviei the davghton of tiie 
great Modocawando, — the most powerful 
earhem of the East. His castle wa.s plim- 
dered by Governor Andres, during his 
«ec1dflS8 fHminiafmfinn • and the enraged 
Baron is supposetl to have excited the In- 
tiiaos into open hostility to the .Engliah. 

Note 3, page 2. 

The owner.aad commander of .thenunison 
atlOack Pofot, which Mogg attafl&edaiid 

plundered. He was an old man ttt the 
pehod to which the tale relates. 

No«i4fige& 

Major Phillips, one of the principal men 
of the Colpny. His garrison sustained a 
long and terrible siege the savages. As 
a magistrate and a gentleman, he exacted 
(tfiiis plebeian neighbors . a remarkable de- 
gree of deferenoe. The Court Keoords of 
the settlomctit inform lis that an individual 
was fined for the heinous offence of saying 
fluift " ICiyor PhilUpe*0 auna^inMias lean as 
an Indiaa dog.** 



Note 6, psge 2. 

Captain Harmon, of Georgeana, now 
York, was, for many years, the terror of tlie 
Eastern Indians. In one of his expeditious 
up the Kennebec River, at the head of a 
party of rangers, he discovered twenty of 
the saveges asleep by a larae fire. Cau- 
tiously creeping towards them until he 
was certain of his aim, he ordered his men 
to single out their objects. The first dis- 
charge kille<l or mortally wounded the 
whole number of the unconscious sleepers. 

Note 6, page 2. 

Wood Island, near the mouth of the 
Saoo. It was idsited by the Sieor de 

Monts and Champlain, in 1603. The fol- 
lowing extract^ from the journal of the 
latter, rebates to it : " Having left the 
Kennebec, we ran alonff the c(Mst to the 
westward, and cast anchor under a f?mall 
island, near the mainland, where we saw 
twenty or more natives. I here visited an 
island, beautifully clothed with a line 
growth of forest trees^ particularly of the 
oak and walnut ; and OTerspread witt 
vines, that, in their season, produce excel- 
lent grapes. We named it the idand of 
Baochas.**~£et Voyages de SSetir Cktm' 

Non7,pegeS. 

John Bonython was the son of Richard 
Bonython, Gent., one of the most efficient 
and able magistrates of the Colony. John 
proved to bo **a degenerate i)lant." In 
1635, we find, by the Court Records, that, 
for some offence, he was fined 40 5, In 
1640, he was fined for abuse toward R. 
Gibson, the minister, and Mar>' his wife. 
Soon after he was fined for disorderly con- 
dnet in the bouse <^ his father. In 1645. 
the " Great and General Court" adjudgea 
John Bonython outlawed, and incapable of 
any of his Miyesty's laws, and proebdBMd 
himaMiMd.'' ifXmi'BiMarimAi^Vwof' 



Digitized by Google 



382 



NOTES. 



ince, 1645.) In 1651, he bade deflanee to | 

the laws of Massachusetts, and was again 
outlawed. He acted independeutly oi all 
Uw and antiiorit^ ; and hence, donbfless, 
His burlesque title of "The Sagamore 
of Saco," which has come down to the 
it genentioii in tho foUowing epi 



Hen llM BoBjIiflB ; the 
He llT«lai«Kiie,aiid dM* 

to Hohmnoko.** 



efflaeo, 

'f 



By some means or other, he obtained a 
large estate. In this poem, I have taken 

soiuL' Iil)erties with him, not strictly war- 
ranted by historical facts, although the 
conduct imputed to him is in keeuiug with 
his general chttniGtei'. Over the last years 
of liis life lingers a deep obscurity. Even 
tlie iiuiiiner oi his deatn is uncertain. He 
was supposed to have been killed by the 
Indians ; but this is doubted by the able 
and indefatigable author of the Histo^ 
of Saco and Biddeford. —Fart L p. lloL 

• 

Note 8, page 2. 

Foxwell's Brook flows from a marsh or 
hog, called the " Heath/' in Saoo, contain- 
ing thirtei'ii hundred acn-s. On this brook, 
and surrounded b^ wild and romantic 
scenery, is a beautiful waterfall^ of more 
than ttxty feet 

Note 9, page 8. 

Hiacoomes, the first Christian preacher 
on Martha's Vineyard ; for a biography of 
whom the reader is referred to Increase 
Mayhew's account of the Praying Indians, 
179n. The following is related of him : 
*'One Lord's day, after meeting, where 
Hiacoomes bad been preaching, there came 
in a Powwaw very angry, and said, 'Iknow 
all the meeting Indians are liars. You say 
you don't care for the Powwaws ' ; — then 
calling two or three of them by name, he 
railed at them, and told them they were 
deceivetl, for the Powwaws could kill all 
the meeting Indians, if they set about it. 
But Hiacoomes told him that he would be 
in the midst of all the Powwaws in the 
island, and they should do the utmost they 
could against mm ; and when they should 
do their worst by their witchcraft to kill 
him, he would without fear set himself 
aoamst 'them, by remonlMring Jehovah. 
He told them also he did put all the Pow- 
iraws under his heel. Such was the faith 
of this good man. Nor were these Pow- 
miWB ever alilc to do thesp Christian In- 
dians any hurt, though others were fre- 
onently hurt and Inlled by them." — 
Ma^hew, pp. 7, a I. 



NonlO, page4 

" The tooth-ache,** says Roger IHIliama 
in his observations upon the language and 
customs of the New England tribes, " is 
the only paine which will force their atonto 
hearts to cry," lie afterwanis remarks 
that even the Indian women never cry a» 
he has heard "aonie of their men in this 
paine." 

Non 11, page 5. 

Wuttamutiata, "Let us drink." Wee- 
kan, " It is sweet" Vide Roger Wil- 
liams's Key to the Indian Language, ** Id 
that parte of Amorica called New fi^- 
land. London, ld43, p. 35. 

NozB 12, page 0. 

Weiuomanit, — a house god, ordemon. 
" They — the Indians — have given me the 
names of thirty-seven gods which I have, 

all which in their solenme Worships 
they invocAtel" R. Willianis's Briefe 
Observations of the Customs, Manners, 
Worships, &c., of the Natives, in Peace and 
Warre, in Life and Death : on all which 
is added Spiritual Observations, General 
and Fartieiuar, of Cliiefe and Special use — - 
upon all occasions — to all the English in- 
habiting these parts ; yet Pleasant and 
Profitable to the view of all Mene. — pw 
U0,e.8L 

Non 18, page 7 

Mt. Desert Island, the Bald Mountain 
upon which overlcoks Frenchman's and 
Penobecot Bay. It waa upon this island 
that the Jeaona made their cailieet aeitle- 

Note 14, page 8. 

Father Hennepin, a missionary among 
the Iroquois, mentions that the Indians 

believed him to be a conjurer, and that they 
were particularly afraid of a bright silver 
chalice which he had in his possession. 
"The Indians," says Pere Jerome Lalla- 
mant, tear us as the greatest sorcerers on 
eartt." 

NoiB 15, page 8. 

Bomazeen is spoken of bv Penhallow, as 

" the famous warrior and chieftain of Nor- 
ridgewock." He was killed in the attack 
of the Bndish npon NofridgewoolCy 
1724 

Note 16, page 9. 

P4re BaUe, or Basics, was one of the 
most sealoos and indrfatigable of that band 
of Jpsnit missionaries wno, at the begin- 
ning of the seventeenth c^tory, peneteated 
the foreite of America, with the avowed 
ol^jeot of comrting ih» hMthflD. Ibt 
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first religious mission of the Jesuits, to the ; 
savages iii North America, waa in 1611. | 
The zeal of the fathers for the conversion 
of the Indians to the Catholic faith knew 
no bounds. For tliis, they plunged into 
the depths of the wilderness ; habituated 
thc-mselves to all the hanlsliips an<l priva- 
tions of the natives ; 8uffere<l cohl, hunger, 
and some of them death itself, by the ex- 
treniest tortures. Pere Brcbeuf, after 
laboring in the cause of his mission for 
twenty yenrs, together with his eompanion, 
Pero Lallamant, was burned alive. To 
these might be added the names of those 
Jesuits who were pnt to death by the 
Iroquois, — Daniel, Gamier, Bnteaiuc, La 
Riborerde, Gounil, Const antin, and Lie- 
geouis. ** For bed," says Father Lalla- 
mant, in his Relation de ce qui a'est dana 
le pnys drs Ilvrons, KUO, c. 3, "we have 
nothing but a miserable piece of bark of a 
tree ; lor nourishment, a handful or two 
of com, either roasted or soaked in water, 
which seldom satisfies our hunger ; and 
after all, not ▼entnring to perform even the * 
ceremonies of our reli^^ion, without being 
considered as sorcerers." Tlieir success 
among the natives, however, by no means 
eqwlled their exertions. P^re Lallamant 
gays : "With resjx'ct to adult persons, in 
good health, there is little api)arent suc- 
cess ; on the contrarv, there have been noth- 
ing but stoains and whirlwinda from that 
quarter.** 

Sebastian Ralle eetablished himself, 

some time about the year 1670, at Nor- 
ridgewock, where he continued more than 
Ibrty years. He was aocnsed, and perhaps 
not. without justice, of exciting his praying 
Indians against the English, whom he 
looked upon as the enemies not only of his 
lung, but al so of the Catholic religion. He 
was killwl by the English, in 1724, at the 
foot of the cross which his own hands had 
planted. This Indian church was broken 
up, and its members either killed outright t 
or dispersed. j 
In a letter written by Balle to his nephaw , 
he gives the following account of his 
church, and his own labors : Ail my 
converts repair to the church regularly i 
twice, every day ; first, very early in tho 
morning, to attend mass, and again in the 
evening, to assist in the prayers at sunset. 
As it is necessary to fix tne imagination of 
savafi^ps, whose attention is easily dis- 
tracted, I have composed prayers, calcu- 
lated to inspire them witli ju.st sentiments 
of the august sacrifice of our altars : they 
chant, or at least recite them aloud, during 
mass. Besides preaching to them on Sun- 
days and saints* days, T seldom let a work- 
ing-day pass, without making a concise 



exhortation, for the purpose of inspiring 
them with horror at those vices to which 
they are most addicted, or to confirm them 
in the practice of some particular virtue." 
Vide LeUres Edifiamiu tit CW-., VoL YL 
p. 127. 



NOfBl7,pig»12. 

T\m character «i Ralle has inrahably 

never been correctly delineated. By his 
brethren of tlie Komish Church, ho has 
been nearly apotheosized. On the other 
hand, our Puritan historians have repre- 
sented liim as a demon in luiman fonii. 
He was imdoul)te<ilj' sincere in his devotion 
to tibM faiterests of his church, and n ot ove«<> 
scmpnlons as to the means of ailvancing 
those interests. "The French," says the 
author of Ihe History of Saco and Bidde- 
fonl, "after the peace of 17K|, secretly 
promised to supply the Indians with amis 
and ammunition, vt they would renew hoe- 
tilities. Tlieir princiml agent was the 
celebrated Balle, the French Jesuit." — p. 
215. 

Note 18, page 13. 

Hertel de Rouville was an active and 
unsparing enemy of tlie English. He was 
the leader of the combined French and 
Indian forces which destroyed Deerfield 
and massacred its inhabit^ts, in 1703. 
He was afterwards killed in the attack 
upon Haverhill. Tradition say.s that, on 
examining his dead body, his head and face 
were found to be perfectiy smooth, without 
thesUghtest sppeannoe of hair or beard. 

NoTB 19, page 18» 

Cowesasai — tatohich toessaseent Are 
you afiraid ! — why fear yon t 

Noi8 20,pagel5. 

Winnepurkit, otherwise called George, 
Sachem of Saugus, married a daughter of 
Passaconaway, the great Pennacook chief- 
tain, in 1662. The wedding took place at 
Pennacook (now Concord, N. H.), and the 
ceremonies closed with a great feast. Ac- 
cording to the nsi^es of the chiefis, Passa- 
conaway ordered a select number of liis men 
to accompany the newly-married couple 
to the dwelling of the husband, where in 
turn there was another great feast. Some 
time after, the wife of Winnepurkit ex- 
pressing a desire to visit her father's house, 
was permitted to go, accompanieil by a 
brave escort of her husband's chief men. 
But when she wished to return, her father 
sent a messenger to Sangns, informing her 
husband, and asking him to come and take 
her away. He returned for answer that 
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he bad escorted his wife to Iter father's 
iMMiae in a style lint beotHM a diief, and 
tiiat now if sho wished to return, her 
fkther must send her back in the same 
war. This PMaaeooaway rafuMd to do, 
ana it is saiii tliat lu-re terminated the 
connection of his daughter with the Saugos 
chief. — Vide Mortoti't New Canaan* 

Note 21, page 18. 

This was the name which the Indians of 
Kew England gave to two or three of their 
principal chiefs, to whom all their inferior 
sagamores acknowledged aU^piaace. Pas- 
Moonawaj Menw to have beea one of 
these chiefs. His residence was at Penna- 
cook. (Mms. Hist ColL, Vol. lU. pp. 21, 
82.) was ngndod/' says Hfibbwd, 
" as a prciat sorcerer, and his fame was 
widely spread. It was said of him that he 
coiUd cause a green leaf to grow in winter, 
trees to dance, water to bam, &c. He was, 
nndoubtedly, one of those shrewil nnd pow- 
erful nieu whose achievements are always 
regarded by a barbarous people asthexe- 
sultof supernatural aid. The Indians gave 
to such the names of Powalis or Pauisees." 

*' The Panisees are men of great courage 
and wisdom, and to these the Devill ap- 
peareth more familiarly than to otherii." — 
WM9Hfs Motion, 

Note 22, page 20. 

*The Indians," says R<«er Williams, 
"Isvo » {nd wliom they call Wetuomanit, 
mao pNoOH over the hoaB«^iol4." 

None 2S, page 22. 

There are rocks in the river at the Falls 
of Amoskeag, in the cavities of which, 
tnditioii says, Indiau finmerly stored 
and cmoettad thek oocn. 

WonS^paeoSl 

The SpringGod. — See J{0>0er WMm^a 
Key, ko. 

Note 25, page 2S. 

*'Mat wonck Innma-monee.** We shall 
<iee thee or her no more. — Vide Roger 
WiiUanu'a Key to the Indian iMngwi^ 

Note 26, page 26. 

"The Groat South West God." —See 
Ro^er WilliaiiU'is Ohsermtwus, (Jic. 

Note 27, page 26. 

The celebrated Captam Smith, after re- 
ligning the govermnent of the Colony in 
Virginia, in his capacity of " Admiral of 
New England," made a careful survey of 
the ooast from Penoheoot to Cmm God, in 
Hm vommer of 1614 



Note 28, page 26. 

Lake Winnipiseogee, — Tkt Smile o/ th4 
Great Spirit, — the source of OHO oC the | 
bnuiofaM oC the M^i^^if i i^k i | 

Koni1»,page96L 

Captain Smith gave to the promontory, 
now called Cape Ann, the name of Traga- 
bizanda, in memory of his young and 
beautiful mistress of ^at name, who, 
while he was a captive at Constantinople, 
like Desdemona, "loved him for the dan- 
gen he had paaMd.** 

Note 30, page 27. 

Some tiiree or tomr years since, a fns- 

ment of a statxie, rudely'chiselled from dark ' 
gray stone, was found in the tovm of Brad- 
ford, on the Merrimack. Its origiu must . 
be left entirely to conjeofeiue. The fact 
that the ancient Northmen visite<l New I 
England, some centuries before the dis- 
coveries of Cbluinbiu, leaow ▼eKygenenillf 
admittfldi 

Note 31, page 36. 

De Soto, in the sixteenth century, pene- 
trated into the wilds of the new world in 
search of gold and the foontam of peq^etnal 
youth. 

Note 32, page 41. 

ToussAiNT L'OuvEBTURE, the black 
chieftain of Hayti, was a slave on the plan* 
tation "de Libertas," belonging to M. 
Batou. When the rising of the negroes 
took place, in 1791, TouflSAiOT reftued to 
join them until he had aided M. Bavou 
and his family to escape to Baltimore. 
Hie white man had discovered in Toussaint | 
many noble qualities, and had instructed 
him in some of the first branches of educa- 
tion ; and the preeervation of his life was 
owing to negro'a gratiti^ for this 
kindness. 

In 1797, Tous.saiiit L'Ouverture was ap- 
pointed, by the French goveniment. Gen- ' 
eral-in-Chief of the armies of St. Domingo, 
and, as such, signed the Convention with 
General Maitlaud for the evacuation of the 
island by the Briti.sh. From this period, 
until 1801, the island, under the govern- 
ment of Tbneeamt, was happy, tranquil, 
and prosperous. The miserable attempt 
of Napoleon to re-establish slavery in St 
Domingo, although it failed of its intended 
oliject, proved fatal to the negro cliioftain. 
Treacherously seized by Leclerc, he wtf 
hmrried on booid a vessel by night, tmd 
conveyed to France, where he was confined 
in a cold subterranean dungeon, at Braan* I 
9on, where, in April, 1803. he died. Th« 
tnMnMBfc of ^Dooannt n uaidDil 
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only in the murder of the Duke D'Enghein. 
It was the remark of Godwin, in his Lec- 
tures, that the Wost India Ishiiuis, since 
their first discovery hy Colunil>us, could 
BOtboftst of a single name which divscrves 
coin panaon with tiuit of Toussaint L'Ouver- 
ture. 

Note 33, page 43. 

The reatler may, perhaps, call to mind 
tiie beautiful sonnet of Williatu Words- 
worth, addressed to Toussaint L'Ou?erture, 
during his confinement in France. 

Toufisaint I — thoa most unhappy man of men ! 
Whether the whistling ruetic tt'inls his plough 
Within thy hearing, or thou liest now 
Barled in room deep dungeon** carl«i8 den ; 

0 rolwrablft chij'fUlin I — where and when 

Wilt thou find patience? — Yet, dio not, do 
thou 

Wciwrathcr in thy bonds a cheerful brow ; 
Though fiillen thyself, never to tLmj again, 
live and take comfort. Thou hast left behind 

Powers that will work for thee ; air, earth, and 

pki(.s , — 

There not a breathing of the common wind 
Th{it will fur^ret thee : ttum haflt inakallht. 

Thy friends are oxultatioDS, agonies, 
And lore, and man's nnocmquerable mind.** 

Note 34, page 43. 

The Fi-ench ship Ls Eodeub, with a 
crow of twentT-two men, and wifh one 

hundred and sixty neffro 8la?e8, sailed from 
Bonnv, in Africa, April, 1819, On ap- 
proaching the line, a terrible malady broke 
out, — an obstinate disease of the eyes, — 
contagious, and altogether beyond the 
resources of medicine. It was aggravated 
by the scarcity of water among the slaves 
(only half a winery! ass per day being al- 
lowed to an individual), and by the extreme 
imfmrity of the air in which they bieatiied. 
By the advice of tho. jiliysician, tliey were 
brought upon deck occasionally ; but some 
of the poor wretches, locking themselves 
In each other's arms, leaped overboanl, in 
the hope, which so universally prevails 
among them, of bein^ swiftly transported 
to their own homes m Africa. To check 
this, the captain ordered several who were 
stopped in the attempt to be sliot, or 
handed, before their oompanions. The 
disease extended to the crew ; and one 
after another were smitten with it. until 
only one remained nnaffeeted. Yet even 
this dreadful condition did not prerlnde 
calculation : to aave the expense of sup- 
porting slaves rendered unsalable, and to 
obtain grounds for a claim against the under- 
writers, thirty-six of the myror^, having 
become blind, were iJirown into the sea and 
droioned I 

In the midst of their dreadful fears lest 
the solitary individual, whose sight re- 



I mained unaffected, should also be seized 
I with the maladv, a sail was discovered. It 
' was tlie Si>ani.sn slaver, Leon. The same 
I disease liad been there ; and, honible to 
j tell, all the crew had bcK^ome blind 1 Un- 
able to assist each other, llie vessels parted. 
The Spanish ship has never since been 
heard of. llie jRodeor reached Onada- 
loupe on the 21st of June ; the only man 
who had esca})ed the disease, and had thus 
been enabled to steer the slaver into i^rt, 
caught it in three days after its arrival. — 
S^ech of M. Benjnmin CimMnnt, in the 
J'rench Chamber of J/eputies. June 17, 
1820. 

NonSS^pageSL 

Tlie Northern author of the Congression- 
al rulu against receiving petitions of tlM 
people on the subject of Slavery. 

Note 30, page 70. 

Dr. Thacher, surgeon in Scammel's regi- 
ment, in his description of the siege of 



Yo^kto^\^l, savs 



The lalior mi the Vir- 



fiuia plantations is perlormed altogether 
y a species of the human race cruelly 
WTested from their native country, and 
doomed to perpetual bondage, while their 
masters are manfully contending for free- 
dom and the natnral rights of man. 8nch 
is the inconsistency of human nature." 
Eighteen hundred slaves were found at 
Yorktown, after itaanrrender, and restored 
to their masters. Well was it said by Dr. 
Barnes, in his late work on Slavery : " No 
slave was any nearer his fireedom after the 
surrender of YorktOMTi than when Patrii k 
Henn»' first taught the notes of liberty to 
echo amcng the hills and vales of Vii-giuia." 

Note 37, page 76. 

The rights and liberties afiirmed by 
Maova ^abta were deemed of snch im- 

portance, in the thirteenth century, tliat 
the Bishojis, twice a year, with tapers 
burning, and in their pontifical robes, pro- 
nonnoM^ in the presence of the king and 
the representatives of the estates of Eng- 
land, the greater excommunication against 
the mfringer of that instrument. The im- 

Eosing ceremony took place in the great 
[ all of Westminster. A copy of the curse, 
as pronounced in 1258, dedarea that, " by 
the antlinrity of Almighty God, and the 
blessed Apostles and Martyrs^ and all the 
sainta in neaven, all those who violate the 
English libertiee, and secretly or openly, 
by deed, word, or counsel, do make stat- 
utes, ryr observe them being made, against 
said libt rtiea, are accursed and seanesterad 
from the company of heaven and uiesacnk 
ments of the Holy Church.** 
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WiuiAM Pnnr, in Us •dmfnble^llli- 

cal pani{'!ilct, " England's rn sent Interest 
consideml," alluding to the curse of the 
Charter-breakers, says : *'I till no Roman 
Cutliolio, and little value tilflir Other curses ; 
yet 1 declare I would not for the world in- 
cur this curse, aa every mau deservedly 
doth, who offers violenee to the funda- 
nt -tital freedom thereby npetted and oon- 
hrmed." 

Note 38, page 91. 

"Th& manner fai whieb tbe Waklenees 

and liert'tics ilisseniinate<l their principles 
among the Catholic gfntry, was oy carry- 
ing with them a l>ox of trinkets, or articles 
of dress. Having entcri'd the houses of 
the gentry and dispost-.l of sonif* of their 
goods, they cautiously intimatfd that they 
bad commodities far more valuable than 
these, — inestimable jewels, which they 
would show if they could be Drotected 
from the clergy. They would taen give 
tlnir purcliiusfrs a Bible or Testaniont ; and 
thereby many were deluded into heresy." — 
Jt. Saeeho, 

NoCB 89, page 107. . 

ChaHd^jr Hall, near Frankford, Pa., 

the residence of Thomas Chalklkt, an 
eminent minister of the Friends' denomi- 
nation. He was one of tbe early settlers of 
the Colony, and his Journal, which was 
publislnMl in M4{>, presents a quaint but 
rx^anliful picturt! of a life of unostentatious 
ami simple goodness. He was the master 
of a merchant vessel, and, in Ids visits to 
the West Indies and Qreat Britain^ omitted 
no opportunity to labor for the highest in- 
terests of his fellow-men. During a tem- 
porary residence in Philadelphia, in the 
■ammer of 1838, the quiet and ue an Uftil 
somery around the ancient village of 
Firankibrd frequently attracted ue firom 
the beat and bustle of the city. 

Note 40, page 110. 
August. Soliioq. cap. xui. " InterrogaTi 

NoTK il , page 112. 

For the idea of this line, I am indebted 
to Emenwio, in bis inimxtaole sonnet to tbe 
BhodoTS, — 

" If ciy«e woe made fbr Melng, 
Xhtn Beaaty is its own exense Ibr biiiig.*' 

NoTK 42, page 121. 

Among the earliest converts to the 
doctrines of Friends in Scotland was 
Barclay of Ury, an old and distinguished 
soldier, who had fought under Gustavus 
Adolpbni^ in Gcrnumy. As • 'Quaker, be 



becams llis object of pofMcniion ubA sibiise 

at the hands of the maristrates and the 
populace. None bore the indignities of 
tbe mob with greater patience and noble- 
ness of soul than this once proud gentle- 
man and soldier. One of his friends, on 
an occasion of uncommon rudeness, lament- 
ed that he should be treated so hanhly in 
his old age who had been so honored be- 
fore. " I find more satislaction," said 
Barclay, ** as well as honor, in being thus 
insulteii for my religious principles, than 
when, a few years ago, it was usual for the 
magistrates, as I passed tbe dtj ot Aber- 
deen, to meet me on the road and conduct 
me to public entertainment in their 
hall, and then escort me out again, to gain 
my favor.** 

Note 43, page 131. 

Lucy Hooper died at Brooklyn, L, L, 
on the Ist of 8th mo., 1841, aged 24 years. 

Note 44, page 132. 

The last time I saw Dr. Channing was 
in the summer of 1841, wben, in company 

\s-ith my English friend. Joseph Sturge, so 
well known for his philanthropic labors 
and liberal political opinions, I visited him 
in his summer residence in Khode Island. 
In recalling the impressions of that visit, 
it can scarcely be necessary to say, that I 
have no reference to tihe peculiar religious 
opinions of a man whose life, beautifully 
and truly manilested above the atmos- 
here of sect, is now tbe world's 
egw?y. 

Note 45, page 135. 

O vine of Sibmah ! I will weep for 
thee with the weeping of Jazer 1 " — «/ere- 

MMAxlTiaSS. 

NoTB 46, page 188. 

Sophia Stuige, sistw of Joseph Stnroe, 

of Birmingham, the President of the British 
Comnlete SaffirM» Association, died in 
the 6tb mcntb, l84S. She was tlie col- 
league, counsellor , and ever-ready helpmate 
of her brother in all his vast designs of 
beneficence. The Birmingham Pilot says 
of her : " Never, perhaps, were the active 
and passive virtues of tlie human character 
more harmoniously and beautifully blended 
then in this excellent wonua." 

Note 47, page 139. 
Winnipiseogee : Smile of the Great 

Spirit- 

Note 48, page 14SL 

This legend is the subject of a celebrated 
picture by Tintoretto, of which Mr. £<M2ers 
tbe original sketch. The skve 
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lies on the ground, amid a crowd of spec- 
Udban, who look on, animated by all the 

various emotions of sympathy, rage, terror; 
a woman, in front, with a child in her 
arms, lias always been admired for the 
lifelike vivacity of her Ht titude and expres- 
sion. The executioner holds up the broken 
implements ; St Mark, with a headlong 
movement, seems to rush down from 
heaven in haste to save his worshipper. 
The dramatic grouping in this pictnreis 
■wonderful ; the coloring, in its gorgt'ous 
depth and harmony, is, in Mr. Hogers's 
sketch, finer than in the picture. — Mrs. 
Jamieson*8 Poetry of Sacred and L^/en^ 
dory AH, VoL L p. 12L 

Nora 49, page 148. 

Pennant, in Ins "Voyage to the ITeb- 
rides^" describes the holy well of Loch 
Maree, the waters of which wwe supposed 
to effect a miraculous cure of mdancnolyi 
tiouUe^ and insanity. 

Note 50, page 145. 
The writer of tlicse liiuis is no enemy of 
Catholics. Ue has, on more than one occa- 
sion, exposed himself to the censures of 
his Pnitestant bretliren, by liis sfrcnuous 
endeavors to procure indemniiicatiou for 
the owners of the convent destroyed near 
Boston. He defended the cause of the 
Irish patriots long before it had becmne 
popular in this coiuitry ; and he wtis one 
of the first to urge the most liberal aid to 
the suffering an(l starving population of 
the Catholic islancL The severity of his 
language finds its ample apology in the 
reluctant confession of one of the most 
eminent Komish priests, the eloquent and 
devoted Father Ventura, 

Note 61, page 146. 

Ebenescer Elliott, the intelligence of whose 
death has recently reached us, was, to the 
artisans of England, what Bums was to the 
peasantry of Si othuul. IJis " Coni-law 
Rhymes" contributed not a little to that 
overwhelming tich' f)f ])opular opinion and 
feeling which resulted in the repeal of the 
tax on bread. Well has the eloquent 
* author of ** The Reforms and Reformers 
of Great Britain " said of him, Not corn- 
law repealers alone, bat all Britons who 
moisten their scanty bread with the 
sweat of till' brow, are largely indebted to 
his ins]iiiiiii; lay, f(St tbi mightv bonnd 
which the laboring mind of ■Bi ^fM''^ has 
taken in our day." 

Note 52, page 1 47. 
The reader of the Biogra])hy of the late 
William Allen, the philauthi-opic associate 



of Clarkson and Romilly, cannot fail to 

admire his simple and beautiful record of 
a tour through Europe, in the years lbl8 
and 1819, in the company of his American 
fxiend, BUphen Grellett. 

Note 53, page 154. 

** Tboa *knlnd*8t me of a fitor>- told 
In rare Bemardin's leaves of gold." 

The incident here refen ed to is related 
in a note to Bemardin Henri Saint Pierre's 
Ktufhs lie la Nature. 

" We arrived at the habitation of the 
Hermits a little before they sat down to 
their table, and while they were stffl at 
church. J. J. Rousseau proposed to me 
to oiler up our devotions. The hermits 
were reciting the litanies of Providence, 
which are remarkably beautiful. After we 
had addressed our prayers to God, and tlie 
hernuts were proceeding to the refectory, 
Rousseau said to me, with his heart over- 
flowing, * At this moment I ex]>erienee 
what is said in the gospel : Where tuy) or 
th ree are f/ath ered together in my name, there 
am J in tJir midst of them. There is here a 
leeliug of peace and happiness which pene- 
trates the soul.' I said, ' If Fenelon had 
lived, you would have been a Catholic* 
He exclaimed, with tears in his eyes, ' 0, if 
Fenelon were alive, I would stmggle to get 
into his service, ev^ as a lackey ! ' " 

In my sketch of Saint Pierre, it will be 
seen that 1 have somewhat antedated the 
period of his old age. At that time he was 
not probably more than fifty. In describ- 
ing 11 im, I have by no means exaggerated 
his own history of his mental condition ^ 
at the periotl of the story. In the fragmen- 
tary Sequel to his Studies of Nature, he 
thus speaks of himself : " The ingratitude 
of those of whom I had deserved kind- 
ness, imexpected family misfortunes, the 
total loss m mv small patrimony through 
enterprises solely undertaken forthe Ixmefit 
of my country, the debts under which I 
lay oppressed, the blasting of all my hopes, 
— these combined calamities made dread- 
ful inroads upon my health and reason. 
.... I found it impossible to continue 
in a room where there was company, espe- 
cially if the doors were .shut. I could not 
even cross an alley iu a public eardcn, if 
several persons had got together in it. 
Wlicn alone, my malady subsided. T felt 
myself likewise at ease iu jdaces where I 
saw chndren only. At the sight of any one 
walking up to the place where I was, I felt 
my whole frame ^itatal, and retired. I 
often siud to myself, * My sole study has 
been to merit well of mankind ; why do I 
fear them ? ' " 
1 He attributes his improved health of 
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mind and body to the coonselB of his 
ftiend, J. J. RonsMaiL "I renoimced," 

says he, ** my books. I tlirew my eyes 
upon the works of nature, wliich spake to 
BU my senses a language which neither 
Umt nor nations have it in tlieir power to 
alter. Thenceforth my histories and my 
journals were the herbage of the fields 
and meadows. My thoughts did not go 
forth painfully after them, as in the case 
of human systeuiS ; but their thoughts, 
under a thousand engaging forms, quietly 
■ought ma In these I studied, without 
effort, the laws of that Universal Wisdom 
which had snrroimded me firom the cradle, 
but on which heretctfote I had bestowed 
little attention." 

BpeaJcing of Rousseau, he says : I de- 
rived inexpressible satisfaction from his 
society. Wliat I prized still more than his 
genius, was liis probity. He was one of 
rae few literary characters, tried in the 
furnace of affliction, to whom you could, 
with perfect security, contide your most 
secret thoughts. .... Even when he de- 
viuts'il. Miitl Ix'camc the victim of himself 
or of others, he could loivet his own misery 
in devotion to the weuafe of mankind. 
He was uniformly the advocate of the 
miserable. There might be inscribed on 
his tomb these affectitig words from that 
Book of which he carried always about 
him some select passa<;es, during the last 
years of his life : Jlis sins, which are manyj 
are forgiven, for he loved mue^** 

Note 54, page 15& 
*< Uke that the gnj-haived lefr-kiBg pawd." 

Dr. Hooker, who accompanied Sir James 
Eoss iu his e.xpedition of 1841, thus de- 
scribes the afipearance of that unknown 
land of frost and fire which wa.s seen in 
latitude 77" south, — a stupendous chain 
of mountains, the whole mass of which, 
from its highest ]u)iiit to the ocean, was 
covered with everlasting snow and ice : — 

** The water and the sky were both as 
blue, or rather more intensely blue, than I 
have ever seen them in tlie trojiios, and all 
the coast was one mass of dazziingly beau- 
tiful peaks of snow, which, when the sun 
approached the horizon, reflected the most 
brilliant tints of golden yellow and scarlet ; 
and then, to see the dark cloud of smoke, 
tinged with llaine, rising from the volcano 
in a perfect unbroken column, one side jet- 
black, the other giving back the colors of 
the sun, sometimes turn in ^' off at a right 
angle by some current of wind, and 
stretching many miles to leeward ! This 
was a sight so surpassing evcrytlung that 
can be ima^jined, and so liei;:;litened by the 
consciousness that we had penetrated, un- 



j der the guidance of our commander, into 
r^oos far beyond what was ever deemed 

practicable, that it caused a feeling of awe 
to Steal over us at the consideration of our 
own comparative insignificance and help- 
le.ssness, and at the same time an inde^scrib- 
able feeling of the greatness of the Creator 
iu the works of his handL" 

Note 55, page 161. 

Tlie election of Charles Sumner to the 
n. S. Senate "followed hard upon'* the 

rendition of the fugitive Sims by the U. S. 
othcials and the armed police of Boston. 

NoTK 56, page 164. 

Tlie storming of the city of Deme, in 
1805, by General Eaton, at tile head of nine 

Americ^ms, forty Greeks, and a motiey 
array of Turks and Arabs, was (me of those 
feats of hardiliood and daring which have 
in all ages attracted the admiration of the 
multitude. Tlie higher and holier heroism 
of Christian self-denial and sacrifice, iu^the 
humble walks of private duty, is seldom so 
well appreciated. 

Note 57, page 167. 

It is proper to say that tliese lines are 
the joint impromptus of my sister and my- 
self. They are inserted here as an expres- 
sion of our admiration of the gifted 
stranger whom we have since learned to 
love as a friend. 

Note 58, page 171. 

This ballad was oiiginally published in 

a ])rose work of the author's, a.s the song 
of a wandering Milesian schoolmaster. 

In the seventeenth century, slavery in the 
New World was by no means confined to 
the natives of Africa. Political offenders 
and criminals were transported by the 
Briti.sh government to the plantations of 
Barba«loes and Virginia, where they were 
sold like cattle in the market Kidnap- 
ping of flpee and innocent white persons was 
jiractised to a considerable extent in tho 
seaports of the United Kiugilom. 

Note 59, page 172. 

It can scarcely be necessarv to say that 
there are demei),ts in the character and 
passages in the history of tlie are at Hnn- 
garian statesman and orator, which neces- 
sarily command the admiration of those, 
even, who believe that no political revolu- 
tion was ever worth the price of humaii 
blood. 

Note 60, page 176. 
" HemiUls Dram OMbng hear." 

Dr. W , author of " Tlie Puritan," 

under the name of Jonathan Oldbug. 
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Note 61, page 187. | 

William Forster, of Norwich, England, ' 
di«d in East Tameesee, in tlie irt month, < 

1854, while engau'id in jjri'.scntinp to the 
governors of the btates of this Union the 
addrew of his Tdigions sodety on the ovils 

of slavery. He was the relative and coad- 
jutor of the Buxtons, Gurneys, and Frys ; 
and his whole life, extending almost to 
threescore and ten years, was a pure and 
beautiful example of Christian benevolence, 
lie had travtlletl over Europe, and visited 
most of its sovereigns, to plead against the. 
slave-trade and slavery : and had twice 
before made visits to this country, under 
imprasnoBt of religious duty. 

NoTB 62, page 188. 

No more fitting inscription could be 
pUused on the tombstone of liobert Ilantoul 
than this : " He diod :it his post in Con- 
gress, and his last words were a protest in 
the name of Democracy against the Fugi- 
tive^Te Law/' 

NoTB 63, page 200L 

"Sehah, Oatia of Fezxam, 10th March, 

1846. —This evening tlie female slaves 
were unusually excited in singing, and I 
had the cariosity to ask my negro servant, 
Said, what they were singing about. As 
many of them wore natives of his own 
country, he had no dilUculty in translating 
the Mandara or Bornou langnage. I had 
often aske<l the Moore to translate their 
songs for nje, but got no satisfactory ac- 
count from them. Said at first said, * O, 
they sing of I'/tfM'e ' (Crod). ' What do you 
mean { ' 1 replied, impatiently. * O, don't 
yon know 1 * ne continued, ' they asked Qod 
to give them their .\t/:a f ((Certificate of 
freedom.) 1 inquired, ' Is that all i Said : 
* No ; they say, " Where aw we going 1 
The world is large. 0 Qod I Where are 
ioe going t O Ood /"* I inquired, * What 
else ? ' Said : ' Tliey rememoer their coun- 
try, linniou, and sav, "Jiammi was a 
pivamnt coi/ufri/, full of all gund thinga ; 
but this is a Inid country, and ice are raiser- 
ahlr ' Do they say anything else ) ' 
Said : ' No ; they repeat these words over 
and over again, and add, O God ! give us 
onr Alka, ana let us reiuim Offom to ow 
dear homr." ' 

" 1 am not surprised I got little satisfac- 
tfon when I asked the Moors abont the 
songs of their slaves. Who will say that 
the above words are not a very appropriate 
song ? What could have been more oonge- 
niauy adapted to their then* woful condi- 
tion It is not to be wondered a^ that the.«?e 
poor bondwomen cheer up their hearts, in 



I their louMf lonely, and painful wandering 
I over the desert, with words and sentiments 

I like the«e ; but I have often observed that 
their fatigue and sutlerings were loo great 
for them to strike up this melancholy dir^e, 
and many days their plaintive strums 
never broke over the silence of the desert." 
— Richardson's Journal. 

Note 64, page 201, 

One of the latest and most interesting 
items of Eastern news is the statement 
that Slavery has Uien formally and totallj 

abolished in Egypt. 

NoTK 65, page 213. 

A letter from England, in the FriencU^ 
Review, says: "Joseph Sturge, with a 

coiiijtanion. Tlinnias Harvey, has been 
visiting the sliores of Finland, to ascertain 
the amonnt of mischief and loss to poor 

and peaceable sufferers, occasioned by the 
gunboats of the Allied squadrons in the 
late war, with a view to obtaiuiug relief 
for them." 

Note 66, page 226. 

A remarkable custom, brought from \hh 
Old Country, fonnerly prevailed in the 
rural districts of New England. On the 

death of a mcnibt r of the family, the l>ees 
were at once iid'ormed of the event, and 
their hives dressed in moaming. This 

(ceremonial was sujiposcd to be necessary 
to prevent the swamis from leaving their 
hives and seeking a new home. 

NoTK 67, page 235. 

"Too late 1 loved Thee, O Beauty ol 
ancient days, yet ever new! And lot 

Tlu u wert within, and I abroad searching 
for'thee. Thou wert with me, but 1 was not 
with Thee." — A ugust. Sotuoq., Book X. 

NoTK 68, page 235. 

** And I saw that there was an Ocean of 
Darkness and Death : but an infinite 
Ocean of Light and Love f.owed over the 
Ocean of Darkness : And in that 1 saw the 
infinite Love of God.*'— (7eMi|j» Foa^t 
JoumaL 

Note 69, page 243. 

Tlie massacre of unarmed and unoffend- 
ing njen, in Southern Kansas, took place 
near the Maiais dn Cygne of the French 
voyoffeun, 

NoTF. 70, page 254. 

Bead at the Friends' School Atmiversary^ 
Providence, I., 6th mo., 1860. 

Note 71, page 264. 
See English caricatures of Ameiicai 
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Slaveholder and cowhide, A^ith the motto, 
** Haven't I a right to wallop my nigger ^ " 

NoTK 72, page 266. 

It is reconled that the Chians, when 
Siibjiigated by Mithridates of Cappadocia, 
were delivered up to their own slaves, to 
be carried away captive to Colchis. 
AthenxuH considers this a just punishment 
for tlieir wickedness in first iiitro<hicing 
the slave-trade into Greece. From this 
•ndent viUaay of the Chiaus the proverb 
arose, ''Tb» Uhiaa hath booght himself a 
master.*' 

Note 73, page 270. 
TbSa ballad was written on the ooearfon 

of a Horti< ultunil Festival. C'o1)1»Kt Kee- 
zar was a noted character amouj^ the hrst 
settlers in the valley of the Merrimack. 

Note 74, page 2S3. 

Lieutenant Hemdon's Report of the 
Exploration of the Amazon h;is a striking 
description of the peculiar and melancholy 
notes t>f a bird lieanl by night on the 
shores of,tlie river. The' Indian guides 
ealled it " The Cry of a Lost Soul " ! 

Note 75, page 361. 
Eleonora Johanna Von Merlau, or. as 
Sewall the Quaker Uistoiian gives it, Von 
Meriane, a noble young lady of Frankfort, 
seems to have held among the Mystics of 
that city very much such a position as 
Annia Maria Schurmans did among the 
Labadists of Hollaml. William Penn 
appears to have shared the admiration of 
her own inunediate eirde for this acoom- 
plished and gifted lady. 

Non 76, page 861 

Magister Johann Kelnius, a graduate of 
the University of Uelmstadt, came to 
Pennsylvania m 1694, with a company of 
Gerinun Mystics. They matle their home 
in the woods on the Wissahickon. a little 
west of the Quaker settlement of German- 
town. Kelpius was a l>eliev«r in the near 
approach of the Millennium, and was a 
devout student of the Book of Revelation, 
and the Mnrgen-Roth^ of Jacob Behmen. 
He called his settlement " The Woman in 
the Wildeniesa" {^Ikts Weib in der 
WwtU). He was only twenty-four years 
of age when he canifr to America, but his 
gravity, learning, and devotion placed him 
at the head of the settlement He disliked 
the Quakers, because he thought they were 
too exclusive in the matter of ministers. 
He was, like most of the Mystics, opposed 
to the severe doctrinal views of Calvin and 
even Luther, declaring " that he could as 
little agree with the Damnamus of the 



Augsbuig Confession as with the Anathema 
of tite Cknmdl of Trent.** 

He died in 1704, sitting in his little garden 
surrounded by his grieving disciples. Pre- 
vious to his death it is said that he cast 
his famous " Stone of Wisdom " into the 
river, where that mystic souvenir of the 
times of Van iielmout, Paracelsus, and 
Agrippa haa lain ever aiiioey nodittarbed. 

Note 77, page 363. 

Peter Slu3rter, or Schluter, a native of 

Wesel, united himself with the sect of 
Labadists, who believed in the Divine com- 
mission of John De Labadie, a Roman 

Catholic priest converted to Protestantism, 
enthusiastic, eloquent, and evidently sin- 
cere in his special caliiii^ and election to 
separate the true and living members of 
the Church of Christ from the formalism 
and hypocrisy of the ruling sects. Gkorge 
Keith and Robert Barclay visited him at 
Amsterdam and afterward at the communi- 
ties of lierford and Wieward ; and, accord- 
ing to Gerard Croes, found him so near to 
them on some points, that they oflered to 
take him into the Society of Friends. This 
dfer, if it waa really nMde, whidi is oer- 
tainly doubtful, was, happily for the 
Friends at least, declineo. Invited to 
Herford in Westphalia by Eliabeth, 
daughter of the Elector Palatine, De 
Labudie and his followers preached inces- 
santly, and succeeded in arousing a wild 
enthusiasm among the people, who negw 
lected their business ann gave way to ex- 
citements and strani'e practices. Men and 
women, it was saia, at the Communion 
drank and danced together, and private 
marriages, or spiritual unions, were formed. 
Labadie died in 1674 at Altona, in Den- 
mark, maintaining his testimonies to the 
last. " Nothing remains for me," he said, 
except to go to my God. I>eath is 
merely ascending from a lower and nar- 
rower chamber to one higher atid holier." 

In IGjy, Peter Sluyter and Jasper Dan- 
kers were sent to Ann i i< i by the commu- 
nity at the Castle of Wieward. Their 
journal, translated from the Dutch and 
edited by Henry C. Murphy, has been 
recently pnl)lished by the I/>ng Island 
Historical Society. They made some con- 
verts, and among them waa tiie eldest son 
of Hermanns, the proprietor of a rich tract 
of land at the head of Chesapeake Bav, 
known as Bohemia Manor. Blnyter oV 
tained a gratit of this tract, and established 
j upon it a community numbering at one 
! time a hundred souls. Very contradictory 
statements are on record regarding his 
hemiship of this spiritual family, the disci- 
pline of which seems to have btMiU of more 
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than monastic severity. Certain it is that 
he boiijght and sold slaves, and manifested 
more interest in tlie world's goods than 
became a believer in the near Millennium. 
He evinces in his journal an overweening 
spiritual pride, and speaks contemptuously 
of other professors, especially the Quakers 
whom he met in liis traveh}. The latter, 
on the contrary, seem to have looked 
favorably u]ion the Labadists, and uni- 
formly speak of them courteously and 
kindly. His journal shows Urn to have 
been destitute of common gratitude and 
Christian charity. He threw himself upon 
tile generous hospitality of the friends 
wherever he wenty and repaid their kind- 
nees by the ooaisest abuse sod misrepro- 
sentatiou. 

Note 78, page 364. 

Among the pioneer Friends were many 
men of learning aiul broad and liberal 

views. Penn was conversant with every 
department of literature and philosophy. 
Thomas Lloyd was a ripe and rare scholar. 

The great Lot^anian Library of Philadel- 
phia bears witness to the varied learning 
and classical taste of its donor, James 
Logan. Thomas Story, member of the 
Coimcil of State, Master of ihv Rolls, and 
Commissioner of Claims under William 
Penn, and an able minister of his Society, 
took a deep interest in scientific questions, 
and in a letter to his friend Logan, written 
while on a religious visit to Oreat Britain, 
seems to have anticijvated the conclusion 
of modern geologists. ' ' 1 spent," he says, 
** some months, especially at Sou-borough, 
durinu: t'le season attending meetings, at 
whose high cliffs and the variety of strata 
therein and their several positions I further 
learned and was confirmed in some things, 
— that the earth is of nuuh older date as 
to the banning of it than the time assigned 
in the Holy Scriptures as commonly un- 
derstood, which is suited to the common 
capacities of mankind, as to six days of 
pi-ogressive work, by which I understand 
certain long and competent periods of time, 
and not natural days." It was sometimes 
made a matter of reproacli by the Anabap- 
tists and other sects, that the Quakers read 
profane writings and philosopliies, and 
tliat tliey quoted heathen moralists in 
sn]»})ort of their views. Sluyter and Ban- 
kers, in their journal of American travels, 
visiting a Quaker preacher's house at 
Bnriington, on the i)e1aware, fornid "a 
volume of Virt^il lying on the window, as 
if it were a common liand-book ; also Hel- 
mont's book on Medicine (Orius Medteinat, 
id est Initia Physica inaudita progremu , 



vitnm longam), whom, in an introduction 
they have made to it, they make to pass 
for one of their own sect, although in his 
lifetime he did not know an>'thing about 
Quakers." It would appear from this that 
thehalf-mystiea], half-eeientiflc writings of 
the alchemist and j>hilosopher of Vilverde 
had not escaped the notice of Friends, and 
that they bad included him in their 
broad adectieism. 

Non 79, page 364. 
"The Quaker's Meeting," a painting by 
E. Hemskerck (supposed to be Egbert 
Hemskerck the younger, son of Egbert; 
Hemskerck the old), in which William 
Penn and others — among them Charles 
II., or the Duke of York — are represented 
along with the rudest and most stolid class 
of the British rural population at that 
period. Hemskerck came to London from 
Holland with King William in 1689. He 
delighted in wild, grotesque subjects, such 
as the nocturnal intercourse of witclies and 
the temptation of St Anthony. What- 
ever was strange and uncomjnon attracted 
his free pencil. Judging from the portrait 
of Penn, he must have drawn liis faces, 
figures, and costumes from iile, although 
there may be something of caricature in 
the convulsed attitudes of two or thiee of 
the iigures. 

Note 80, page 366. 

In one of his letters addressed to his 

friends in Gemiany he says : " The.se wild 
men. who never in their life heard t'hrist's 
teacnings about teujperance and content- 
ment, nerein far surpass the ChristiansL 
They live far more contented and \mcon- 
cemed for the morrow. They do not over- 
reach in trade. They know nothing of 
our everlasting pomp and stylishness. 
They neither curse nor swean are temper- 
ate in food and drink, md if any of them 
get dnmk, the mouth ClirLstians are at 
fault, who, for the sake of accursed lucre, 
sell them nrong drink." 

Again he wrote in 1698 to his father that 
he finds the Indians reasonable peojile, 
willing to accept good teaching and man- 
ners, evincing an nward piety to wan 1 (iod, 
and more eager, in fact, to nn<lei-stun(l 
things divine than many among you who 
in the pulpit teach Christ in word, but by 
ungo<lly life deny him. 

"It is evident," says Professor Seideu- 
stecker, " Pastonus holds up the Indian as 
Nature's un.spoiled child to the eyes of the 
* European Babel,' somewhat after the 
same manner in which Tacitus used the 
barbarian Oermani to shame his dcgenente 
eonntrymen.*' 
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As believers ia the universality of the 
Saving Liglit, the oatlook of early Friends 

upon the heathen was a very cheerful and 
hopelul one. God wtw as uear to tliem as 
to Jew or Anglo-Saxon ; as accessible at 

Tirabuctoo as at Itoiiie or Geneva. Not 
the letter of Scripture, but the spirit which 
dictated it, was of saving; etticacy. Robert 
Barday is nowhere more {)o\veri'ul than in 
his argument for tlie salvation of the 
heathen, wlio live accurdmg to their light, 

without knowiog mm. the luuno of Ghnst 



William Penn thought Socrates as good a 
Christian as Bichard Baxter. Earty Fa- 
thers of the Church, as Origen and Justin 
Martyr, held broader views on this point 
than modem Evangelicals. Even Augus* 
tine, from wliom Calvin borrowed his theol- 
ogy, admits that he has no controversy with 
the admirable philosophers, Plato and 
Plotinus. "Nor do I think," he says in 
/V Cir. Dei, \\\>. xviii., cap. 47, "that the 
Jews dare ailinu that uoue belonged unto 
Godbat tbelsneUkt." 
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